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The Iliad Extracts
 

Opening Invocation of the Muse: Book I
 

Translated by Alexander Pope
 

ACHILLES’ wrath, to Greece the direful spring

Of woes unnumber’d, heav’nly Goddess, sing!

That wrath which hurl’d to Pluto’s gloomy reign

The souls of mighty chiefs untimely slain:

Whose limbs, unburied on the naked shore,   5

Devouring dogs and hungry vultures tore:

Since great Achilles and Atrides strove,

Such was the Sov’reign doom, and such the will of Jove!

  Declare, O Muse! in what ill-fated hour

Sprung the fierce strife, from what offended power?   10

Latona’s son a dire contagion spread,

And heap’d the camp with mountains of the dead;

The King of Men his rev’rend priest defied,

And for the King’s offence, the people died.

  For Chryses sought with costly gifts to gain   15

His captive daughter from the victor’s chain.

Suppliant the venerable father stands;

Apollo’s awful ensigns grace his hands:

By these he begs: and, lowly bending down,

Extends the sceptre and the laurel crown.   20

He sued to all, but chief implored for grace

The brother-kings of Atreus’ royal race:

  ‘Ye Kings and Warriors! may your vows be crown’d,

And Troy’s proud walls lie level with the ground;

May Jove restore you, when your toils are o’er,   25

Safe to the pleasures of your native shore.

But oh! relieve a wretched parent’s pain,

And give Chryseïs to these arms again;

If mercy fail, yet let my presents move,

And dread avenging Phœbus, son of Jove.’   30

  The Greeks in shouts their joint assent declare,

The Priest to rev’rence and release the Fair.

Not so Atrides: he, with kingly pride,

Repuls’d the sacred sire, and thus replied:

  ‘Hence on thy life, and fly these hostile plains,   35

Nor ask, presumptuous, what the King detains:

Hence, with thy laurel crown, and golden rod,

Nor trust too far those ensigns of thy God.

Mine is thy daughter, Priest, and shall remain;

And prayers, and tears, and bribes, shall plead in vain;   40

Till time shall rifle ev’ry youthful grace,

And age dismiss her from my cold embrace,

In daily labours of the loom employ’d,

Or doom’d to deck the bed she once enjoy’d.

Hence then! to Argos shall the maid retire,   45

Far from her native soil, and weeping sire.’

  The trembling priest along the shore return’d,

And in the anguish of a father mourn’d.

Disconsolate, not daring to complain,

Silent he wander’d by the sounding main:   50

Till, safe at distance, to his God he prays,

The God who darts around the world his rays.

  ‘O Smintheus! sprung from fair Latona’s line,

Thou guardian power of Cilla the divine,

Thou source of light! whom Tenedos adores,   55

And whose bright presence gilds thy Chrysa’s shores;

If e’er with wreaths I hung thy sacred fane,

Or fed the flames with fat of oxen slain,

God of the silver bow! thy shafts employ,

Avenge thy servant, and the Greeks destroy.’   60
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Wind Metaphor Speech: Book VI
 

Translated by William Cowper
 

To whom the illustrious Lycian Chief replied.
 Why asks brave Diomede of my descent?
 For, as the leaves, such is the race of man.

 The wind shakes down the leaves, the budding grove
 Soon teems with others, and in spring they grow.
 So pass mankind. One generation meets
 Its destined period, and a new succeeds.
 But since thou seem’st desirous to be taught
 My pedigree, whereof no few have heard,
 Know that in Argos, in the very lap
 Of Argos, for her steed-grazed meadows famed,
 Stands Ephyra; there Sisyphus abode,
 Shrewdest of human kind; Sisyphus, named
 Æolides. Himself a son begat,
 Glaucus, and he Bellerophon, to whom
 The Gods both manly force and beauty gave.
 Him Prœtus (for in Argos at that time
 Prœtus was sovereign, to whose sceptre Jove
 Had subjected the land) plotting his death,
 Contrived to banish from his native home.
 For fair Anteia, wife of Prœtus, mad
 Through love of young Bellerophon, him oft
 In secret to illicit joys enticed;
 But she prevail’d not o’er the virtuous mind
 Discrete of whom she wooed; therefore a lie
 Framing, she royal Prœtus thus bespake.
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Hector’s Farewell of His Wife Andromache and Son: Book VI
 

Translated by Alexander Pope
 

  He said, and pass’d with sad presaging heart

To seek his spouse, his soul’s far dearer part;

At home he sought her, but he sought in vain:

She, with one maid of all her menial train,   465

Had thence retired; and, with her second joy,

The young Astyanax, the hope of Troy,

Pensive she stood on Ilion’s tow’ry height,

Beheld the war, and sicken’d at the sight;

There her sad eyes in vain her lord explore,   470

Or weep the wounds her bleeding country bore.

  But he who found not whom his soul desired,

Whose virtue charm’d him as her beauty fired,

Stood in the gates, and asked what way she bent

Her parting steps? If to the fane she went,   475

Where late the mourning matrons made resort;

Or sought her sisters in the Trojan court?

‘Not to the court’ (replied th’ attendant train),

‘Nor, mixed with matrons, to Minerva’s fane:

To Ilion’s steepy tower she bent her way,   480

To mark the fortunes of the doubtful day.

Troy fled, she heard, before the Grecian sword:

She heard, and trembled for her distant lord;

Distracted with surprise, she seemed to fly,

Fear on her cheek, and sorrow in her eye.   485

The nurse attended with her infant boy,

The young Astyanax, the hope of Troy.’

  Hector, this heard, return’d without delay;

Swift thro’ the town he trod his former way,

Thro’ streets of palaces and walks of state;   490

And met the mourner at the Scæan gate.

With haste to meet him sprung the joyful fair,

His blameless wife, Eëtion’s wealthy heir

(Cicilian Thebé great Eëtion sway’d,

And Hippoplacus’ wide-extended shade):   495

The nurse stood near, in whose embraces press’d,

His only hope hung smiling at her breast,

Whom each soft charm and early grace adorn,

Fair as the new-born that gilds the morn.

To this lov’d infant Hector gave the name   500

Scamandrius, from Scamander’s honour’d stream:

Astyanax the Trojans call’d the boy,

From his great father, the defence of Troy.

Silent the warrior smil’d, and, pleas’d, resign’d

To tender passions all his mighty mind:   505

His beauteous Princess cast a mournful look,

Hung on his hand, and then dejected spoke;

Her bosom labour’d with a boding sigh,

And the big tear stood trembling in her eye.

  ‘Too daring Prince! ah, whither dost thou run?   510

Ah too forgetful of thy wife and son!

And think’st thou not how wretched we shall be,

A widow I, a helpless orphan he!

For sure such courage length of life denies,

And thou must fall, thy virtue’s sacrifice.   515

Greece in her single heroes strove in vain;

Now hosts oppose thee, and thou must be slain!

Oh grant me, Gods! ere Hector meets his doom,

All I can ask of Heav’n, an early tomb!

So shall my days in one sad tenor run,   520

And end with sorrows as they first begun.

No parent now remains, my griefs to share,

No father’s aid, no mother’s tender care.

The fierce Achilles wrapt our walls in fire,

Laid Thebé waste, and slew my warlike sire!   525

His fate compassion in the victor bred;

Stern as he was, he yet revered the dead,

His radiant arms preserv’d from hostile spoil,

And laid him decent on the funeral pile;

Then raised a mountain where his bones were burn’d;   530

The mountain nymphs the rural tomb adorn’d;

Jove’s sylvan daughters bade their elms bestow

A barren shade, and in his honour grow.

  ‘By the same arm my sev’n brave brothers fell;

In one sad day beheld the gates of Hell;   535

While the fat herds and snowy flocks they fed,

Amid their fields the hapless heroes bled!

My mother lived to bear the victor’s bands,

The Queen of Hippoplacia’s sylvan lands:

Redeem’d too late, she scarce beheld again   540

Her pleasing empire and her native plain,

When, ah! oppress’d by life-consuming woe,

She fell a victim to Diana’s bow.

  ‘Yet while my Hector still survives, I see

My father, mother, brethren, all, in thee.   545

Alas! my parents, brothers, kindred, all,

Once more will perish if my Hector fall.

Thy wife, thy infant, in thy danger share;

Oh prove a husband’s and a father’s care!

That quarter most the skilful Greeks annoy,   550

Where you wild fig-trees join the wall of Troy:

Thou, from this tower defend th’ important post;

There Agamemnon points his dreadful host,

That pass Tydides, Ajax, strive to gain,

And there the vengeful Spartan fires his train.   555

Thrice our bold foes the fierce attack have giv’n,

Or led by hopes, or dictated from Heav’n.

Let others in the field their arms employ,

But stay my Hector here, and guard his Troy.’

  The Chief replied: ‘That post shall be my car,   560

Nor that alone, but all the works of war.

How would the sons of Troy, in arms renown’d,

And Troy’s proud dames, whose garments sweep the ground,

Attaint the lustre of my former name,

Should Hector basely quit the field of fame?   565

My early youth was bred to martial pains,

My soul impels me to th’ embattled plains:

Let me be foremost to defend the throne,

And guard my father’s glories, and my own.

Yet come it will, the day decreed by Fates   570

(How my heart trembles while my tongue relates)!

The day when thou, imperial Troy! must bend,

And see thy warriors fall, thy glories end.

And yet no dire presage so wounds my mind,

My mother’s death, the ruin of my kind,   575

Not Priam’s hoary hairs defiled with gore,

Not all my brothers gasping on the shore;

As thine, Andromache! thy griefs I dread;

I see thee trembling, weeping, captive led!

In Argive looms our battles to design,   580

And woes of which so large a part was thine!

To bear the victor’s hard commands, or bring

The weight of waters from Hyperia’s spring.

There, while you groan beneath the load of life,

They cry, Behold the mighty Hector’s wife!   585

Some haughty Greek, who lives thy tears to see,

Embitters all thy woes by naming me.

The thoughts of glory past, and present shame,

A thousand griefs, shall waken at the name!

May I lie cold before that dreadful day,   590

Press’d with a load of monumental clay!

Thy Hector, wrapp’d in everlasting sleep,

Shall neither hear thee sigh, nor see thee weep.’

  Thus having spoke, th’ illustrious Chief of Troy

Stretch’d his fond arms to clasp the lovely boy.   595

The babe clung crying to his nurse’s breast,

Scared at the dazzling helm, and nodding crest.

With secret pleasure each fond parent smil’d,

And Hector hasted to relieve his child;

The glitt’ring terrors from his brows unbound,   600

And placed the beaming helmet on the ground.

Then kiss’d the child, and, lifting high in air,

Thus to the Gods preferr’d a father’s prayer:

  ‘O thou! whose glory fills th’ ethereal throne,

And all ye deathless Powers! protect my son!   605

Grant him, like me, to purchase just renown,

To guard the Trojans, to defend the crown,

Against his country’s foes the war to wage,

And rise the Hector of the future age!

So when, triumphant from successful toils   610

Of heroes slain he bears the reeking spoils,

Whole hosts may hail him with deserv’d acclaim,

And say, This Chief transcends his father’s fame:

While pleas’d, amidst the gen’ral shouts of Troy,

His mother’s conscious heart o’erflows with joy.’   615

  He spoke, and fondly gazing on her charms,

Restor’d the pleasing burden to her arms;

Soft on her fragrant breast the babe she laid,

Hush’d to repose, and with a smile survey’d.

The troubled pleasure soon chastised by fear,   620

She mingled with the smile a tender tear.

The soften’d Chief with kind compassion view’d,

And dried the falling drops, and thus pursued:

  ‘Andromache! my soul’s far better part,

Why with untimely sorrows heaves thy heart?   625

No hostile hand can antedate my doom,

Till Fate condemns me to the silent tomb.

Fix’d is the term to all the race of earth,

And such the hard condition of our birth.

No force can then resist, no flight can save;   630

All sink alike, the fearful and the brave.

No more — but hasten to thy tasks at home,

There guide the spindle, and direct the loom:

Me glory summons to the martial scene,

The field of combat is the sphere for men.   635

Where heroes war, the foremost place I claim,

The first in danger as the first in fame.’

  Thus having said, the glorious Chief resumes

His tow’ry helmet, black with shading plumes.

His Princess parts with a prophetic sigh,   640

Unwilling parts, and oft reverts her eye,

That stream’d at ev’ry look: then, moving slow,

Sought her own palace, and indulged her woe.

There, while her tears deplor’d the godlike man,

Thro’ all her train the soft infection ran;   645

The pious maids their mingled sorrows shed,

And mourn the living Hector as the dead.

  But now, no longer deaf to honour’s call,

Forth issues Paris from the palace wall.

In brazen arms that cast a gleamy ray,   650

Swift thro’ the town the warrior bends his way.

The wanton courser thus, with reins unbound,

Breaks from his stall, and beats the trembling ground;

Pamper’d and proud he seeks the wonted tides,

And laves, in height of blood, his shining sides:   655

His head now freed he tosses to the skies;

His mane dishevell’d o’er his shoulders flies;

He snuffs the females in the distant plain,

And springs, exulting, to his fields again.

With equal triumph, sprightly, bold, and gay,   660

In arms refulgent as the God of Day,

The son of Priam, glorying in his might,

Rush’d forth with Hector to the fields of fight.

  And now the warriors passing on the way,

The graceful Paris first excused his stay.   665

To whom the noble Hector thus replied:

‘O Chief! in blood, and now in arms, allied!

Thy power in war with justice none contest;

Known is thy courage, and thy strength confess’d.

What pity, sloth should seize a soul so brave,   670

Or godlike Paris live a woman’s slave!

My heart weeps blood at what the Trojans say,

And hopes thy deeds shall wipe the stain away.

Haste then, in all their glorious labours share;

For much they suffer, for thy sake, in war.   675

These ills shall cease, whene’er by Jove’s decree

We crown the bowl to Heav’n and Liberty:

While the proud foe his frustrate triumphs mourns,

And Greece indignant thro’ her seas returns.’
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








The Death of Hector: Book XXII
 

  What God, O Muse! assisted Hector’s force,

With Fate itself so long to hold the course?

Phæbus it was: who, in his latest hour,   265

Endued his knees with strength, his nerves with power;

And great Achilles, lest some Greek’s advance

Should snatch the glory from his lifted lance,

Sign’d to the troops, to yield his foe the way,

And leave untouch’d the honours of the day.   270

  Jove lifts the golden balances, that show

The fates of mortal men, and things below:

Here each contending hero’s lot he tries,

And weighs, with equal hand, their destinies.

Low sinks the scale surcharg’d with Hector’s fate;   275

Heavy with death it sinks, and Hell receives the weight.

  Then Phæbus left him. Fierce Minerva flies

To stern Pelides, and, triumphing, cries:

‘Oh lov’d of Jove! this day our labours cease,

And conquest blazes with full beams on Greece.   280

Great Hector falls; that Hector famed so far,

Drunk with renown, insatiable of war,

Falls by thy hand, and mine! nor force nor flight

Shall more avail him, nor his God of Light.

See, where in vain he supplicates above,   285

Roll’d at the feet of unrelenting Jove!

Rest here: myself will lead the Trojan on,

And urge to meet the fate he cannot shun.’

  Her voice divine the Chief with joyful mind

Obey’d, and rested, on his lance reclin’d.   290

While like Deïphobus the Martial Dame

(Her face, her gesture, and her arms, the same),

In show an aid, by hapless Hector’s side

Approach’d, and greets him thus with voice belied:

  ‘Too long, O Hector! have I borne the sight   295

Of this distress, and sorrow’d in thy flight:

It fits us now a noble stand to make,

And here, as brothers, equal fates partake.’

  Then he: ‘O Prince! allied in blood and fame,

Dearer than all that own a brother’s name;   300

Of all that Hecuba to Priam bore,

Long tried, long lov’d; much lov’d, but honour’d more!

Since you of all our numerous race alone

Defend my life, regardless of your own.’

  Again the Goddess: ‘Much my father’s prayer,   305

And much my mother’s, press’d me to forbear:

My friends embraced my knees, adjured my stay,

But stronger love impell’d, and I obey.

Come then, the glorious conflict let us try,

Let the steel sparkle and the jav’lin fly;   310

Or let us stretch Achilles on the field,

Or to his arm our bloody trophies yield.’

  Fraudful she said; then swiftly march’d before;

The Dardan hero shuns his foe no more.

Sternly they met. The silence Hector broke;   315

His dreadful plumage nodded as he spoke:

  ‘Enough, O son of Peleus! Troy has view’d

Her walls thrice circled, and her Chief pursued.

But now some God within me bids me try

Thine, or my fate: I kill thee, or I die.   320

Yet on the verge of battle let us stay,

And for a moment’s space suspend the day:

Let Heav’n’s high Powers be call’d to arbitrate

The just conditions of this stern debate

(Eternal witnesses of all below,   325

And faithful guardians of the treasured vow)!

To them I swear: if, victor in the strife,

Jove by these hands shall shed thy noble life,

No vile dishonour shall thy corse pursue;

Stripp’d of its arms alone (the conqueror’s due),   330

The rest to Greece uninjur’d I ‘ll restore:

Now plight thy mutual oath, I ask no more.’

  ‘Talk not of oaths’ (the dreadful Chief replies,

While anger flash’d from his disdainful eyes),

‘Detested as thou art, and ought to be,   335

Nor oath nor pact Achilles plights with thee;

Such pacts, as lambs and rabid wolves combine,

Such leagues, as men and furious lions join,

To such I call the Gods! one constant state

Of lasting rancour and eternal hate:   340

No thought but rage, and never-ceasing strife,

Till death extinguish rage, and thought, and life.

Rouse then thy forces this important hour,

Collect thy soul, and call forth all thy power.

No farther subterfuge, no farther chance;   345

‘T is Pallas, Pallas gives thee to my lance.

Each Grecian ghost by thee deprived of breath,

Now hovers round, and calls thee to thy death.’

  He spoke, and launch’d his jav’lin at the foe;

But Hector shunn’d the meditated blow:   350

He stoop’d, while o’er his head the flying spear

Sung innocent, and spent its force in air.

Minerva watch’d it falling on the land,

Then drew, and gave to great Achilles’ hand,

Unseen of Hector, who, elate with joy,   355

Now shakes his lance, and braves the dread of Troy:

‘The life you boasted to that jav’lin giv’n,

Prince! you have miss’d. My fate depends on Heav’n.

To thee (presumptuous as thou art) unknown

Or what must prove my fortune, or thy own.   360

Boasting is but an art, our fears to blind,

And with false terrors sink another’s mind.

But know, whatever fate I am to try,

By no dishonest wound shall Hector die;

I shall not fall a fugitive at least,   365

My soul shall bravely issue from my breast.

But first, try thou my arm; and may this dart

End all my country’s woes, deep buried in thy heart!’

  The weapon flew, its course unerring held;

Unerring, but the heav’nly shield repell’d   370

The mortal dart; resulting with a bound

From off the ringing orb, it struck the ground.

Hector beheld his jav’lin fall in vain,

Nor other lance nor other hope remain;

He calls Deïphobus, demands a spear,   375

In vain, for no Deïphobus was there.

All comfortless he stands: then, with a sigh,

‘‘T is so — Heav’n wills it, and my hour is nigh!

I deem’d Deïphobus had heard my call,

But he secure lies guarded in the wall.   380

A God deceiv’d me; Pallas, ‘t was thy deed:

Death and black Fate approach! ‘t is I must bleed:

No refuge now, no succour from above,

Great Jove deserts me, and the son of Jove,

Propitious once, and kind! Then welcome Fate!   385

‘T is true I perish, yet I perish great:

Yet in a mighty deed I shall expire,

Let future ages hear it, and admire!’

  Fierce, at the word, his weighty sword he drew,

And, all collected, on Achilles flew.   390

So Jove’s bold bird, high balanc’d in the air,

Stoops from the clouds to truss the quiv’ring hare.

Nor less Achilles his fierce soul prepares;

Before his breast the flaming shield he bears,

Refulgent orb! above his fourfold cone   395

The gilded horse-hair sparkled in the sun,

Nodding at ev’ry step (Vulcanian frame)!

And as he mov’d, his figure seem’d on flame.

As radiant Hesper shines with keener light,

Far-beaming o’er the silver host of night,   400

When all the starry train emblaze the sphere:

So shone the point of great Achilles’ spear.

In his right hand he waves the weapon round,

Eyes the whole man, and meditates the wound:

But the rich mail Patroclus lately wore,   405

Securely cased the warrior’s body o’er.

One place at length he spies, to let in Fate,

Where ‘twixt the neck and throat the jointed plate

Gave entrance: thro’ that penetrable part

Furious he drove the well-directed dart:   410

Nor pierc’d the windpipe yet, nor took the power

Of speech, unhappy! from thy dying hour.

Prone on the field the bleeding warrior lies,

While thus, triumphing, stern Achilles cries:

  ‘At last is Hector stretch’d upon the plain,   415

Who fear’d no vengeance for Patroclus slain:

Then, Prince! you should have fear’d, what now you feel;

Achilles absent was Achilles still.

Yet a short space the great avenger stay’d,

Then low in dust thy strength and glory laid.   420

Peaceful he sleeps, with all our rites adorn’d,

For ever honour’d, and for ever mourn’d:

While, cast to all the rage of hostile power,

Thee birds shall mangle, and thee dogs devour.’

  Then Hector, fainting at th’ approach of death:   425

‘By thy own soul! by those who gave thee breath!

By all the sacred prevalence of prayer;

Ah, leave me not for Grecian dogs to tear!

The common rites of sepulture bestow,

To soothe a father’s and a mother’s woe;   430

Let their large gifts procure an urn at least,

And Hector’s ashes in his country rest.’

  ‘No, wretch accurs’d!’ relentless he replies

(Flames, as he spoke, shot flashing from his eyes),

‘Not those who gave me breath should bid me spare,   435

Nor all the sacred prevalence of prayer.

Could I myself the bloody banquet join!

No — to the dogs that carcass I resign.

Should Troy to bribe me bring forth all her store,

And, giving thousands, offer thousands more;   440

Should Dardan Priam, and his weeping dame,

Drain their whole realm to buy one funeral flame;

Their Hector on the pile they should not see,

Nor rob the vultures of one limb of thee.’

  Then thus the Chief his dying accents drew:   445

‘Thy rage, implacable! too well I knew:

The Furies that relentless breast have steel’d,

And curs’d thee with a heart that cannot yield.

Yet think, a day will come, when Fate’s decree

And angry Gods shall wreak this wrong on thee;   450

Phœbus and Paris shall avenge my fate,

And stretch thee here, before this Scæan gate.’

  He ceas’d: the Fates suppress’d his lab’ring breath,

And his eyes stiffen’d at the hand of death;

To the dark realm the spirit wings its way   455

(The manly body left a load of clay),

And plaintive glides along the dreary coast,

A naked, wand’ring, melancholy ghost!

  Achilles, musing as he roll’d his eyes

O’er the dead hero, thus (unheard) replies:   460

‘Die thou the first! when Jove and Heav’n ordain,

I follow thee.’ He said, and stripp’d the slain.

Then, forcing backward from the gaping wound

The reeking jav’lin, cast it on the ground.

The thronging Greeks behold with wond’ring eyes   465

His manly beauty and superior size:

While some, ignobler, the great dead deface

With wounds ungen’rous, or with taunts disgrace.

‘How changed that Hector! who, like Jove, of late

Sent lightning on our fleets and scatter’d Fate!’   470

  High o’er the slain the great Achilles stands,

Begirt with heroes and surrounding bands;

And thus aloud, while all the host attends:

‘Princes and leaders! countrymen and friends!

Since now at length the powerful will of Heav’n   475

The dire destroyer to our arm has giv’n,

Is not Troy fall’n already? Haste, ye Powers!

See if already their deserted towers

Are left unmann’d; or if they yet retain

The souls of heroes, their great Hector slain?   480

But what is Troy, or glory what to me?

Or why reflects my mind on aught but thee,

Divine Patroclus! Death has seal’d his eyes;

Unwept, unhonour’d, uninterr’d he lies!

Can his dear image from my soul depart,   485

Long as the vital spirit moves my heart?

If, in the melancholy shades below,

The flames of friends and lovers cease to glow,

Yet mine shall sacred last; mine, undecay’d,

Burn on thro’ death, and animate my shade.   490

Meanwhile, ye sons of Greece, in triumph bring

The corse of Hector, and your Pæans sing.

Be this the song, slow moving tow’rd the shore,

“Hector is dead, and Ilion is no more.” ‘

  Then his fell soul a thought of vengeance bred   495

(Unworthy of himself, and of the dead);

The nervous ancles bored, his feet he bound

With thongs inserted thro’ the double wound;

These fix’d up high behind the rolling wain,

His graceful head was trail’d along the plain.   500

Proud on his car th’ insulting victor stood,

And bore aloft his arms, distilling blood.

He smites the steeds; the rapid chariot flies;

The sudden clouds of circling dust arise.

Now lost is all that formidable air;   505

The face divine, and long-descending hair,

Purple the ground, and streak the sable sand;

Deform’d, dishonour’d, in his native land!

Giv’n to the rage of an insulting throng!

And, in his parents’ sight, now dragg’d along.   510

  The mother first beheld with sad survey;

She rent her tresses, venerably grey,

And cast far off the regal veils away.

With piercing shrieks his bitter fate she moans,

While the sad father answers groans with groans;   515

Tears after tears his mournful cheeks o’erflow,

And the whole city wears one face of woe:

No less than if the rage of hostile fires,

From her foundations curling to her spires,

O’er the proud citadel at length should rise,   520

And the last blaze send Ilion to the skies.

The wretched Monarch of the falling state,

Distracted, presses to the Dardan gate:

Scarce the whole people stop his desp’rate course,

While strong affliction gives the feeble force:   525

Grief tears his heart, and drives him to and fro,

In all the raging impotence of woe.

At length he roll’d in dust, and thus begun,

Imploring all, and naming one by one:

‘Ah! let me, let me go where sorrow calls;   530

I, only I, will issue from your walls

(Guide or companion, friends! I ask ye none),

And bow before the murd’rer, of my son:

My grief perhaps his pity may engage;

Perhaps at least he may respect my age.   535

He has a father too; a man like me;

One not exempt from age and misery

(Vig’rous no more, as when his young embrace

Begot this pest of me, and all my race).

How many valiant sons, in early bloom,   540

Has that curs’d hand sent headlong to the tomb!

Thee, Hector! last; thy loss (divinely brave)!

Sinks my sad soul with sorrow to the grave.

Oh had thy gentle spirit pass’d in peace,

The son expiring in the sire’s embrace,   545

While both thy parents wept thy fatal hour,

And, bending o’er thee, mix’d the tender shower!

Some comfort that had been, some sad relief,

To melt in full satiety of grief!’

  Thus wail’d the father, grov’ling on the ground,   550

And all the eyes of Ilion stream’d around.

  Amidst her matrons Hecuba appears

(A mourning Princess, and a train in tears):

‘Ah! why has Heav’n prolong’d this hated breath,

Patient of horrors, to behold thy death?   555

O Hector! late thy parents’ pride and joy,

The boast of nations! the defence of Troy!

To whom her safety and her fame she owed,

Her Chief, her hero, and almost her God!

O fatal change! become in one sad day   560

A senseless corse! inanimated clay!’

  But not as yet the fatal news had spread

To fair Andromache, of Hector dead;

As yet no messenger had told his Fate,

Nor ev’n his stay without the Scæan gate.   565

Far in the close recesses of the dome

Pensive she plied the melancholy loom;

A growing work employ’d her secret hours,

Confusedly gay with intermingled flowers.

Her fair-hair’d handmaids heat the brazen urn,   570

The bath preparing for her lord’s return:

In vain: alas! her lord returns no more!

Unbathed he lies, and bleeds along the shore!

Now from the walls the clamours reach her ear

And all her members shake with sudden fear;   575

Forth from her iv’ry hand the shuttle falls,

As thus, astonish’d, to her maids she calls:

  ‘Ah, follow me’ (she cried)! ‘what plaintive noise

Invades my ear? ‘T is sure my mother’s voice.

My falt’ring knees their trembling frame desert,   580

A pulse unusual flutters at my heart.

Some strange disaster, some reverse of fate

(Ye Gods avert it!) threats the Trojan state.

Far be the omen which my thoughts suggest!

But much I fear my Hector’s dauntless breast   585

Confronts Achilles; chased along the plain,

Shut from our walls! I fear, I fear him slain!

Safe in the crowd he ever scorn’d to wait,

And sought for glory in the jaws of Fate:

Perhaps that noble heat has cost his breath,   590

Now quench’d for ever in the arms of death.’

  She spoke; and, furious, with distracted pace,

Fears in her heart, and anguish in her face,

Flies thro’ the dome (the maids her step pursue),

And mounts the walls, and sends around her view.   595

Too soon her eyes the killing object found,

The godlike Hector dragg’d along the ground.

A sudden darkness shades her swimming eyes:

She faints, she falls; her breath, her colour, flies.

Her hair’s fair ornaments, the braids that bound,   600

The net that held them, and the wreath that crown’d,

The veil and diadem, flew far away

(The gift of Venus on her bridal day).

Around, a train of weeping sisters stands,

To raise her sinking with assistant hands.
  605

Scarce from the verge of death recall’d, again

She faints, or but recovers to complain:

  ‘O wretched husband of a wretched wife!

Born with one fate, to one unhappy life!

For sure one star its baneful beam display’d   610

On Priam’s roof, and Hippoplacia’s shade.

From diff’rent parents, diff’rent climes, we came,

At diff’rent periods, yet our fate the same!

Why was my birth to great Eëtion owed,

And why was all that tender care bestow’d?   615

Would I had never been! — Oh thou, the ghost

Of my dead husband! miserably lost!

Thou to the dismal realms for ever gone!

And I abandon’d, desolate, alone!

An only child, once comfort of my pains,   620

Sad product now of hapless love, remains!

No more to smile upon his sire! no friend

To help him now! no father to defend!

For should he ‘scape the sword, the common doom,

What wrongs attend him, and what griefs to come!   625

Ev’n from his own paternal roof expell’d,

Some stranger ploughs his patrimonial field.

The day that to the shades the father sends,

Robs the sad orphan of his father’s friends:

He, wretched outcast of mankind! appears   630

For ever sad, for ever bathed in tears;

Amongst the happy, unregarded he

Hangs on the robe or trembles at the knee;

While those his father’s former bounty fed,

Nor reach the goblet, nor divide the bread:   635

The kindest but his present wants allay,

To leave him wretched the succeeding day.

Frugal compassion! Heedless, they who boast

Both parents still, nor feel what he has lost,

Shall cry, Begone! thy father feasts not here:   640

The wretch obeys, retiring with a tear.

Thus wretched, thus retiring all in tears,

To my sad soul Astyanax appears!

Forc’d by repeated insults to return,

And to his widow’d mother vainly mourn.   645

He who, with tender delicacy bred,

With Princes sported, and on dainties fed,

And, when still ev’ning gave him up to rest,

Sunk soft in down upon the nurse’s breast,

Must — ah what must he not? Whom Ilion calls   650

Astyanax, from her well-guarded walls,

Is now that name no more, unhappy boy!

Since now no more thy father guards his Troy.

But thou, my Hector! liest exposed in air,

Far from thy parents’ and thy consort’s care,   655

Whose hand in vain, directed by her love,

The martial scarf and robe of triumph wove.

Now to devouring flames be these a prey,

Useless to thee, from this accursed day!

Yet let the sacrifice at least be paid,   660

An honour to the living, not the dead!’

  So spake the mournful dame: her matrons hear,

Sigh back her sighs, and answer tear with tear.
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Priam Begs Achilles for Hector’s Corpse. Book XXIV
 

Translated by William Cowper
 

Watch’d, while the ancient King into the tent
 Proceeded of Achilles dear to Jove.
 Him there he found, and sitting found apart
 His fellow-warriors, of whom two alone
 Served at his side, Alcimus, branch of Mars
 And brave Automedon; he had himself
 Supp’d newly, and the board stood unremoved.
 Unseen of all huge Priam enter’d, stood
 Near to Achilles, clasp’d his knees, and kiss’d
 Those terrible and homicidal hands
 That had destroy’d so many of his sons.
 As when a fugitive for blood the house
 Of some chief enters in a foreign land,
 All gaze, astonish’d at the sudden guest,
 So gazed Achilles seeing Priam there,

 And so stood all astonish’d, each his eyes
 In silence fastening on his fellow’s face.
 But Priam kneel’d, and suppliant thus began.
 

Think, oh Achilles, semblance of the Gods!
 On thy own father full of days like me,
 And trembling on the gloomy verge of life.
 Some neighbor chief, it may be, even now
 Oppresses him, and there is none at hand,
 No friend to suocor him in his distress.
 Yet, doubtless, hearing that Achilles lives,
 He still rejoices, hoping, day by day,
 That one day he shall see the face again
 Of his own son from distant Troy return’d.
 But me no comfort cheers, whose bravest sons,
 So late the flower of Ilium, all are slain.
 When Greece came hither, I had fifty sons;
 Nineteen were children of one bed, the rest
 Born of my concubines. A numerous house!
 But fiery Mars hath thinn’d it. One I had,
 One, more than all my sons the strength of Troy,
 Whom standing for his country thou hast slain — 
 Hector — his body to redeem I come
 Into Achaia’s fleet, bringing, myself,
 Ransom inestimable to thy tent.
 Reverence the Gods, Achilles! recollect
 Thy father; for his sake compassion show
 To me more pitiable still, who draw
 Home to my lips (humiliation yet
 Unseen on earth) his hand who slew my son.
 

So saying, he waken’d in his soul regret
 Of his own sire; softly he placed his hand
 On Priam’s hand, and push’d him gently away.

 Remembrance melted both. Rolling before
 Achilles’ feet, Priam his son deplored
 Wide-slaughtering Hector, and Achilles wept
 By turns his father, and by turns his friend
 Patroclus; sounds of sorrow fill’d the tent.
 But when, at length satiate, Achilles felt
 His heart from grief, and all his frame relieved,
 Upstarting from his seat, with pity moved
 Of Priam’s silver locks and silver beard,
 He raised the ancient father by his hand,
 Whom in wing’d accents kind he thus bespake.
 

Wretched indeed! ah what must thou have felt!
 How hast thou dared to seek alone the fleet
 Of the Achaians, and his face by whom
 So many of thy valiant sons have fallen?
 Thou hast a heart of iron, terror-proof.
 Come — sit beside me — let us, if we may,
 Great mourners both, bid sorrow sleep awhile.
 There is no profit of our sighs and tears;
 For thus, exempt from care themselves, the Gods
 Ordain man’s miserable race to mourn.
 Fast by the threshold of Jove’s courts are placed
 Two casks, one stored with evil, one with good,
 From which the God dispenses as he wills.
 For whom the glorious Thunderer mingles both,
 He leads a life checker’d with good and ill
 Alternate; but to whom he gives unmixt
 The bitter cup, he makes that man a curse,
 His name becomes a by-word of reproach,
 His strength is hunger-bitten, and he walks
 The blessed earth, unblest, go where he may.
 So was my father Peleus at his birth
 Nobly endow’d with plenty and with wealth
 Distinguish’d by the Gods past all mankind,
 Lord of the Myrmidons, and, though a man,
 Yet match’d from heaven with an immortal bride.
 But even him the Gods afflict, a son
 Refusing him, who might possess his throne

 Hereafter; for myself, his only heir,
 Pass as a dream, and while I live, instead
 Of solacing his age, here sit, before
 Your distant walls, the scourge of thee and thine.
 Thee also, ancient Priam, we have heard
 Reported, once possessor of such wealth
 As neither Lesbos, seat of Macar, owns,
 Nor eastern Phrygia, nor yet all the ports
 Of Hellespont, but thou didst pass them all
 In riches, and in number of thy sons.
 But since the Powers of heaven brought on thy land
 This fatal war, battle and deeds of death
 Always surround the city where thou reign’st.
 Cease, therefore, from unprofitable tears,
 Which, ere they raise thy son to life again
 Shall, doubtless, find fresh cause for which to flow.
 

To whom the ancient King godlike replied.
 Hero, forbear. No seat is here for me,
 While Hector lies unburied in your camp.
 Loose him, and loose him now, that with these eyes
 I may behold my son; accept a price
 Magnificent, which may’st thou long enjoy,
 And, since my life was precious in thy sight,
 May’st thou revisit safe thy native shore!
 

To whom Achilles, lowering, and in wrath.
 Urge me no longer, at a time like this,
 With that harsh note; I am already inclin’d
 To loose him. Thetis, my own mother came
 Herself on that same errand, sent from Jove.
 Priam! I understand thee well. I know
 That, by some God conducted, thou hast reach’d
 Achaia’s fleet; for, without aid divine,
 No mortal even in his prime of youth,
 Had dared the attempt; guards vigilant as ours

 He should not easily elude, such gates,
 So massy, should not easily unbar.
 Thou, therefore, vex me not in my distress,
 Lest I abhor to see thee in my tent,
 And, borne beyond all limits, set at nought
 Thee, and thy prayer, and the command of Jove.
 

He said; the old King trembled, and obey’d.
 Then sprang Pelides like a lion forth,
 Not sole, but with his two attendant friends
 Alcimus and Automedon the brave,
 For them (Patroclus slain) he honor’d most
 Of all the Myrmidons. They from the yoke
 Released both steeds and mules, then introduced
 And placed the herald of the hoary King.
 They lighten’d next the litter of its charge
 Inestimable, leaving yet behind
 Two mantles and a vest, that, not unveil’d,
 The body might be borne back into Troy.
 Then, calling forth his women, them he bade
 Lave and anoint the body, but apart,
 Lest haply Priam, noticing his son,
 Through stress of grief should give resentment scope,
 And irritate by some affront himself
 To slay him, in despite of Jove’s commands.
 They, therefore, laving and anointing first
 The body, cover’d it with cloak and vest;
 Then, Peleus’ son disposed it on the bier,
 Lifting it from the ground, and his two friends
 Together heaved it to the royal wain.
 Achilles, last, groaning, his friend invoked.
 

 Patroclus! should the tidings reach thine ear,
 Although in Ades, that I have released
 The noble Hector at his father’s suit,
 Resent it not; no sordid gifts have paid
 His ransom-price, which thou shalt also share.
 

So saying, Achilles to his tent return’d,
 And on the splendid couch whence he had risen
 Again reclined, opposite to the seat
 Of Priam, whom the hero thus bespake.
 

Priam! at thy request thy son is loosed,
 And lying on his bier; at dawn of day
 Thou shalt both see him and convey him hence
 Thyself to Troy. But take we now repast;
 For even bright-hair’d Niobe her food
 Forgat not, though of children twelve bereft,
 Of daughters six, and of six blooming sons.
 Apollo these struck from his silver bow,
 And those shaft-arm’d Diana, both incensed
 That oft Latona’s children and her own
 Numbering, she scorn’d the Goddess who had borne
 Two only, while herself had twelve to boast.
 Vain boast! those two sufficed to slay them all.
 Nine days they welter’d in their blood, no man
 Was found to bury them, for Jove had changed
 To stone the people; but themselves, at last,
 The Powers of heaven entomb’d them on the tenth.
 Yet even she, once satisfied with tears,
 Remember’d food; and now the rocks among
 And pathless solitudes of Sipylus,
 The rumor’d cradle of the nymphs who dance
 On Acheloüs’ banks, although to stone
 Transform’d, she broods her heaven-inflicted woes.
 Come, then, my venerable guest! take we
 Refreshment also; once arrived in Troy
 With thy dear son, thou shalt have time to weep
 Sufficient, nor without most weighty cause.
 

So spake Achilles, and, upstarting, slew
 A sheep white-fleeced, which his attendants flay’d,

 And busily and with much skill their task
 Administ’ring, first scored the viands well,
 Then pierced them with the spits, and when the roast
 Was finish’d, drew them from the spits again.
 And now, Automedon dispensed around
 The polish’d board bread in neat baskets piled,
 Which done, Achilles portion’d out to each
 His share, and all assail’d the ready feast.
 But when nor hunger more nor thirst they felt,
 Dardanian Priam, wond’ring at his bulk
 And beauty (for he seem’d some God from heaven)
 Gazed on Achilles, while Achilles held
 Not less in admiration of his looks
 Benign, and of his gentle converse wise,
 Gazed on Dardanian Priam, and, at length
 (The eyes of each gratified to the full)
 The ancient King thus to Achilles spake.
 

Hero! dismiss us now each to our bed,
 That there at ease reclined, we may enjoy
 Sweet sleep; for never have these eyelids closed
 Since Hector fell and died, but without cease
 I mourn, and nourishing unnumber’d woes,
 Have roll’d me in the ashes of my courts.
 But I have now both tasted food, and given
 Wine to my lips, untasted till with thee.
 

So he, and at his word Achilles bade
 His train beneath his portico prepare
 With all dispatch two couches, purple rugs,
 And arras, and warm mantles over all.
 Forth went the women bearing lights, and spread
 A couch for each, when feigning needful fear,
 Achilles thus his speech to Priam turn’d.
 

My aged guest beloved; sleep thou without;

 Lest some Achaian chief (for such are wont
 Ofttimes, here sitting, to consult with me)
 Hither repair; of whom should any chance
 To spy thee through the gloom, he would at once
 Convey the tale to Agamemnon’s ear,
 Whence hindrance might arise, and the release
 Haply of Hector’s body be delay’d.
 But answer me with truth. How many days
 Wouldst thou assign to the funereal rites
 Of noble Hector, for so long I mean
 Myself to rest, and keep the host at home?
 

Then thus the ancient King godlike replied.
 If thou indeed be willing that we give
 Burial to noble Hector, by an act
 So generous, O Achilles! me thou shalt
 Much gratify; for we are shut, thou know’st,
 In Ilium close, and fuel must procure
 From Ida’s side remote; fear, too, hath seized
 On all our people. Therefore thus I say.
 Nine days we wish to mourn him in the house;
 To his interment we would give the tenth,
 And to the public banquet; the eleventh
 Shall see us build his tomb; and on the twelfth
 (If war we must) we will to war again.
 

To whom Achilles, matchless in the race.
 So be it, ancient Priam! I will curb
 Twelve days the rage of war, at thy desire.
 

He spake, and at his wrist the right hand grasp’d
 Of the old sovereign, to dispel his fear.
 Then in the vestibule the herald slept
 And Priam, prudent both, but Peleus’ son
 In the interior tent, and at his side
 Brisëis, with transcendent beauty adorn’d.
 

 Now all, all night, by gentle sleep subdued,
 Both Gods and chariot-ruling warriors lay,
 But not the benefactor of mankind,
 Hermes; him sleep seized not, but deep he mused
 How likeliest from amid the Grecian fleet
 He might deliver by the guard unseen
 The King of Ilium; at his head he stood
 In vision, and the senior thus bespake.
 

Ah heedless and secure! hast thou no dread
 Of mischief, ancient King, that thus by foes
 Thou sleep’st surrounded, lull’d by the consent
 And sufferance of Achilles? Thou hast given
 Much for redemption of thy darling son,
 But thrice that sum thy sons who still survive
 Must give to Agamemnon and the Greeks
 For thy redemption, should they know thee here.
 

He ended; at the sound alarm’d upsprang
 The King, and roused his herald. Hermes yoked
 Himself both mules and steeds, and through the camp
 Drove them incontinent, by all unseen.
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The Opening of the Epic: Book I
 

Translated by Alexander Pope
 

The man for wisdom’s various arts renown’d,
 Long exercised in woes, O Muse! resound;
 Who, when his arms had wrought the destined fall
 Of sacred Troy, and razed her heaven-built wall,
 Wandering from clime to clime, observant stray’d,
 Their manners noted, and their states survey’d,
 On stormy seas unnumber’d toils he bore,
 Safe with his friends to gain his natal shore:
 Vain toils! their impious folly dared to prey
 On herds devoted to the god of day;
 The god vindictive doom’d them never more
 (Ah, men unbless’d!) to touch that natal shore.
 Oh, snatch some portion of these acts from fate,
 Celestial Muse! and to our world relate.
 

Now at their native realms the Greeks arrived;
 All who the wars of ten long years survived;
 And ‘scaped the perils of the gulfy main.
 Ulysses, sole of all the victor train,
 An exile from his dear paternal coast,
 Deplored his absent queen and empire lost.
 Calypso in her caves constrain’d his stay,
 With sweet, reluctant, amorous delay;
 In vain-for now the circling years disclose
 The day predestined to reward his woes.
 At length his Ithaca is given by fate,
 Where yet new labours his arrival wait;
 At length their rage the hostile powers restrain,
 All but the ruthless monarch of the main.
 But now the god, remote, a heavenly guest,
 In AEthiopia graced the genial feast
 (A race divided, whom with sloping rays
 The rising and descending sun surveys);
 There on the world’s extremest verge revered
 With hecatombs and prayer in pomp preferr’d,
 Distant he lay: while in the bright abodes
 Of high Olympus, Jove convened the gods:
 The assembly thus the sire supreme address’d,
 AEgysthus’ fate revolving in his breast,
 Whom young Orestes to the dreary coast
 Of Pluto sent, a blood-polluted ghost.
 

“Perverse mankind! whose wills, created free,
 Charge all their woes on absolute degree;
 All to the dooming gods their guilt translate,
 And follies are miscall’d the crimes of fate.
 When to his lust AEgysthus gave the rein,
 Did fate, or we, the adulterous act constrain?
 Did fate, or we, when great Atrides died,
 Urge the bold traitor to the regicide?
 Hermes I sent, while yet his soul remain’d
 Sincere from royal blood, and faith profaned;
 To warn the wretch, that young Orestes, grown
 To manly years, should re-assert the throne.
 Yet, impotent of mind, and uncontroll’d,
 He plunged into the gulf which Heaven foretold.”
 

Here paused the god; and pensive thus replies
 Minerva, graceful with her azure eyes:
 

“O thou! from whom the whole creation springs,
 The source of power on earth derived to kings!
 His death was equal to the direful deed;
 So may the man of blood be doomed to bleed!
 But grief and rage alternate wound my breast
 For brave Ulysses, still by fate oppress’d.
 Amidst an isle, around whose rocky shore
 The forests murmur, and the surges roar,
 The blameless hero from his wish’d-for home
 A goddess guards in her enchanted dome;
 (Atlas her sire, to whose far-piercing eye
 The wonders of the deep expanded lie;
 The eternal columns which on earth he rears
 End in the starry vault, and prop the spheres).
 By his fair daughter is the chief confined,
 Who soothes to dear delight his anxious mind;
 Successless all her soft caresses prove,
 To banish from his breast his country’s love;
 To see the smoke from his loved palace rise,
 While the dear isle in distant prospect lies,
 With what contentment could he close his eyes!
 And will Omnipotence neglect to save
 The suffering virtue of the wise and brave?
 Must he, whose altars on the Phrygian shore
 With frequent rites, and pure, avow’d thy power,
 Be doom’d the worst of human ills to prove,
 Unbless’d, abandon’d to the wrath of Jove?”
 

“Daughter! what words have pass’d thy lips unweigh’d!
 (Replied the Thunderer to the martial maid;)
 Deem not unjustly by my doom oppress’d,
 Of human race the wisest and the best.
 Neptune, by prayer repentant rarely won,
 Afflicts the chief, to avenge his giant son,
 Whose visual orb Ulysses robb’d of light;
 Great Polypheme, of more than mortal might?
 Him young Thousa bore (the bright increase
 Of Phorcys, dreaded in the sounds and seas);
 Whom Neptune eyed with bloom of beauty bless’d,
 And in his cave the yielding nymph compress’d
 For this the god constrains the Greek to roam,
 A hopeless exile from his native home,
 From death alone exempt — but cease to mourn;
 Let all combine to achieve his wish’d return;
 Neptune atoned, his wrath shall now refrain,
 Or thwart the synod of the gods in vain.”
 

“Father and king adored!” Minerva cried,
 “Since all who in the Olympian bower reside
 Now make the wandering Greek their public care,
 Let Hermes to the Atlantic isle repair;
 Bid him, arrived in bright Calypso’s court,
 The sanction of the assembled powers report:
 That wise Ulysses to his native land
 Must speed, obedient to their high command.
 Meantime Telemachus, the blooming heir
 Of sea-girt Ithaca, demands my care;
 ’Tis mine to form his green, unpractised years
 In sage debates; surrounded with his peers,
 To save the state, and timely to restrain
 The bold intrusion of the suitor-train;
 Who crowd his palace, and with lawless power
 His herds and flocks in feastful rites devour.
 To distant Sparta, and the spacious waste
 Of Sandy Pyle, the royal youth shall haste.
 There, warm with filial love, the cause inquire
 That from his realm retards his god-like sire;
 Delivering early to the voice of fame
 The promise of a green immortal name.”
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Odysseus’ Visit to the Underworld: Book VI
 

Arriving on the shore, and launching, first,

Our bark into the sacred Deep, we set

Our mast and sails, and stow’d secure on board

The ram and ewe, then, weeping, and with hearts

Sad and disconsolate, embark’d ourselves.

And now, melodious Circe, nymph divine,

Sent after us a canvas-stretching breeze,

Pleasant companion of our course, and we

(The decks and benches clear’d) untoiling sat,

While managed gales sped swift the bark along.   10

All day, with sails distended, e’er the Deep

She flew, and when the sun, at length, declined,

And twilight dim had shadow’d all the ways,

Approach’d the bourn of Ocean’s vast profound.

The city, there, of the Cimmerians stands

With clouds and darkness veil’d, on whom the sun

Deigns not to look with his beam-darting eye,

Or when he climbs the starry arch, or when

Earthward he slopes again his west’ring wheels,

But sad night canopies the woeful race.   20

We haled the bark aground, and, landing there

The ram and sable ewe, journey’d beside

The Deep, till we arrived where Circe bade.

Here, Perimedes’ son Eurylochus

Held fast the destined sacrifice, while I

Scoop’d with my sword the soil, op’ning a trench

Ell-broad on ev’ry side, then pour’d around

Libation consecrate to all the dead,

First, milk with honey mixt, then luscious wine,

Then water, sprinkling, last, meal over all.   30

This done, adoring the unreal forms

And shadows of the dead, I vow’d to slay,

(Return’d to Ithaca) in my own abode,

An heifer barren yet, fairest and best

Of all my herds, and to enrich the pile

With delicacies, such as please the shades.

But, in peculiar, to the Theban seer

I vow’d a sable ram, largest and best

Of all my flocks. When thus I had implored

With vows and pray’r, the nations of the dead,   40

Piercing the victims next, I turn’d them both

To bleed into the trench; then swarming came

From Erebus the shades of the deceased,

Brides, youths unwedded, seniors long with woe

Oppress’d, and tender girls yet new to grief.

Came also many a warrior by the spear

In battle pierced, with armour gore-distain’d,

And all the multitude around the foss

Stalk’d shrieking dreadful; me pale horror seized.

I next, importunate, my people urged,   50

Flaying the victims which myself had slain,

To burn them, and to supplicate in pray’r

Illustrious Pluto and dread Proserpine.

Then down I sat, and with drawn faulchion chased

The ghosts, nor suffer’d them to approach the blood,

Till with Tiresias I should first confer.

 The spirit, first, of my companion came,

Elpenor; for no burial honours yet

Had he received, but we had left his corse

In Circe’s palace, tombless, undeplored,   60

Ourselves by pressure urged of other cares.

Touch’d with compassion seeing him, I wept,

And in wing’d accents brief him thus bespake.

 Elpenor! how cam’st thou into the realms

Of darkness? Hast thou, though on foot, so far

Outstripp’d my speed, who in my bark arrived?

 So I, to whom with tears he thus replied.

Laertes’ noble son, for wiles renown’d!

Fool’d by some dæmon and the intemp’rate bowl,

I perish’d in the house of Circe; there   70

The deep-descending steps heedless I miss’d,

And fell precipitated from the roof.

With neck-bone broken from the vertebræ

Outstretch’d I lay; my spirit sought the shades.

But now, by those whom thou hast left at home,

By thy Penelope, and by thy fire,

The gentle nourisher of thy infant growth,

And by thy only son Telemachus

I make my suit to thee. For, sure, I know

That from the house of Pluto safe return’d,   80

Thou shalt ere long thy gallant vessel moor

At the Ææan isle. Ah! there arrived

Remember me. Leave me not undeplored

Nor uninhumed, lest, for my sake, the Gods

In vengeance visit thee; but with my arms

(What arms soe’er I left) burn me, and raise

A kind memorial of me on the coast,

Heap’d high with earth; that an unhappy man

May yet enjoy an unforgotten name.

Thus do at my request, and on my hill   90

Funereal, plant the oar with which I row’d,

While yet I lived a mariner of thine.

 He spake, to whom thus answer I return’d.

Poor youth! I will perform thy whole desire.

 Thus we, there sitting, doleful converse held,

With outstretch’d faulchion, I, guarding the blood,

And my companion’s shadowy semblance sad

Meantime discoursing me on various themes.

The soul of my departed mother, next,

Of Anticleia came, daughter of brave   100

Autolycus; whom, when I sought the shores

Of Ilium, I had living left at home.

Seeing her, with compassion touch’d, I wept,

Yet even her, (although it pain’d my soul)

Forbad, relentless, to approach the blood,

Till with Tiresias I should first confer.

Then came the spirit of the Theban seer

Himself, his golden sceptre in his hand,

Who knew me, and, enquiring, thus began.

 Why, hapless Chief! leaving the cheerful day,   110

Arriv’st thou to behold the dead, and this

Unpleasant land? but, from the trench awhile

Receding, turn thy faulchion keen away,

That I may drink the blood, and tell thee truth.

 He spake; I thence receding, deep infix’d

My sword bright-studded in the sheath again.

The noble prophet then, approaching, drank

The blood, and, satisfied, address’d me thus.

 Thou seek’st a pleasant voyage home again,

Renown’d Ulysses! but a God will make   120

That voyage difficult; for, as I judge,

Thou wilt not pass by Neptune unperceiv’d,

Whose anger follows thee, for that thou hast

Deprived his son Cyclops of his eye.

At length, however, after num’rous woes

Endur’d, thou may’st attain thy native isle,

If thy own appetite thou wilt controul

And theirs who follow thee, what time thy bark

Well-built, shall at Thrinacia’s shore arrive,

Escaped from perils of the gloomy Deep.   130

There shall ye find grazing the flocks and herds

Of the all-seeing and all-hearing Sun,

Which, if attentive to thy safe return,

Thou leave unharm’d, though after num’rous woes,

Ye may at length arrive in Ithaca.

But if thou violate them, I denounce

Destruction on thy ship and all thy band,

And though thyself escape, late shalt thou reach

Thy home and hard-bested, in a strange bark,

All thy companions lost; trouble beside   140

Awaits thee there, for thou shalt find within

Proud suitors of thy noble wife, who waste

Thy substance, and with promis’d spousal gifts

Ceaseless solicit her to wed; yet well

Shalt thou avenge all their injurious deeds.

That once perform’d, and ev’ry suitor slain

Either by stratagem, or face to face,

In thy own palace, bearing, as thou go’st,

A shapely oar, journey, till thou hast found

A people who the sea know not, nor eat   150

Food salted; they trim galley crimson prow’d

Have ne’er beheld, nor yet smooth-shaven oar,

With which the vessel wing’d scuds o’er the waves.

Well thou shalt know them; this shall be the sign — 

When thou shalt meet a trav’ler, who shall name

The oar on thy broad shoulder borne, a van,

There, deep infixing it within the soil,

Worship the King of Ocean with a bull,

A ram, and a lascivious boar, then seek

Thy home again, and sacrifice at home   160

An hecatomb to the Immortal Gods,

Adoring each duly, and in his course.

So shalt thou die in peace a gentle death,

Remote from Ocean; it shall find thee late,

In soft serenity of age, the Chief

Of a blest people. — I have told thee truth.

 He spake, to whom I answer thus return’d.

Tiresias! thou, I doubt not, hast reveal’d

The ordinance of heav’n. But tell me, Seer!

And truly. I behold my mother’s shade;   170

Silent she sits beside the blood, nor word

Nor even look vouchsafes to her own son.

How shall she learn, prophet, that I am her’s?

 So I, to whom Tiresias quick replied.

The course is easy. Learn it, taught by me.

What shade soe’er, by leave of thee obtain’d,

Shall taste the blood, that shade will tell thee truth;

The rest, prohibited, will all retire.

 When thus the spirit of the royal Seer

Had his prophetic mind reveal’d, again   180

He enter’d Pluto’s gates; but I unmoved

Still waited till my mother’s shade approach’d;

She drank the blood, then knew me, and in words

Wing’d with affection, plaintive, thus began.

 My son! how hast thou enter’d, still alive,

This darksome region? Difficult it is

For living man to view the realms of death.

Broad rivers roll, and awful floods between,

But chief, the Ocean, which to pass on foot,

Or without ship, impossible is found.   190

Hast thou, long wand’ring in thy voyage home

From Ilium, with thy ship and crew arrived,

Ithaca and thy consort yet unseen?

 She spake, to whom this answer I return’d.

My mother! me necessity constrain’d

To Pluto’s dwelling, anxious to consult

Theban Tiresias; for I have not yet

Approach’d Achaia, nor have touch’d the shore

Of Ithaca, but suff’ring ceaseless woe

Have roam’d, since first in Agamemnon’s train   200

I went to combat with the sons of Troy.

But speak, my mother, and the truth alone;

What stroke of fate slew thee? Fell’st thou a prey

To some slow malady? or by the shafts

Of gentle Dian suddenly subdued?

Speak to me also of my ancient Sire,

And of Telemachus, whom I left at home;

Possess I still unalienate and safe

My property, or hath some happier Chief

Admittance free into my fortunes gain’d,   210

No hope subsisting more of my return?

The mind and purpose of my wedded wife

Declare thou also. Dwells she with our son

Faithful to my domestic interests,

Or is she wedded to some Chief of Greece?

 I ceas’d, when thus the venerable shade.

Not so; she faithful still and patient dwells

Thy roof beneath; but all her days and nights

Devoting sad to anguish and to tears.

Thy fortunes still are thine; Telemachus   220

Cultivates, undisturb’d, thy land, and sits

At many a noble banquet, such as well

Beseems the splendour of his princely state,

For all invite him; at his farm retired

Thy father dwells, nor to the city comes,

For aught; nor bed, nor furniture of bed,

Furr’d cloaks or splendid arras he enjoys,

But, with his servile hinds all winter sleeps

In ashes and in dust at the hearth-side,

Coarsely attired; again, when summer comes,   230

Or genial autumn, on the fallen leaves

In any nook, not curious where, he finds

There, stretch’d forlorn, nourishing grief, he weeps

Thy lot, enfeebled now by num’rous years.

So perish’d I; such fate I also found;

Me, neither the right-aiming arch’ress struck,

Diana, with her gentle shafts, nor me

Distemper slew, my limbs by slow degrees

But sure, bereaving of their little life,   240

But long regret, tender solicitude,

And recollection of thy kindness past,

These, my Ulysses! fatal proved to me.

 She said; I, ardent wish’d to clasp the shade

Of my departed mother; thrice I sprang

Toward her, by desire impetuous urged,

And thrice she flitted from between my arms,

Light as a passing shadow or a dream.

Then, pierced by keener grief, in accents wing’d

With filial earnestness I thus replied.   250

 My mother, why elud’st thou my attempt

To clasp thee, that ev’n here, in Pluto’s realm,

We might to full satiety indulge

Our grief, enfolded in each other’s arms?

Hath Proserpine, alas! only dispatch’d

A shadow to me, to augment my woe?

 Then, instant, thus the venerable form.

Ah, son! thou most afflicted of mankind!

On thee, Jove’s daughter, Proserpine, obtrudes

No airy semblance vain; but such the state   260

And nature is of mortals once deceased.

For they nor muscle have, nor flesh, nor bone;

All those (the spirit from the body once

Divorced) the violence of fire consumes,

And, like a dream, the soul flies swift away.

But haste thou back to light, and, taught thyself

These sacred truths, hereafter teach thy spouse.

 Thus mutual we conferr’d. Then, thither came,

Encouraged forth by royal Proserpine,

Shades female num’rous, all who consorts, erst,   270

Or daughters were of mighty Chiefs renown’d.

About the sable blood frequent they swarm’d.

But I, consid’ring sat, how I might each

Interrogate, and thus resolv’d. My sword

Forth drawing from beside my sturdy thigh,

Firm I prohibited the ghosts to drink

The blood together; they successive came;

Each told her own distress; I question’d all.

 There, first, the high-born Tyro I beheld;

She claim’d Salmoneus as her sire, and wife   280

Was once of Cretheus, son of Æolus.

Enamour’d of Enipeus, stream divine,

Loveliest of all that water earth, beside

His limpid current she was wont to stray,

When Ocean’s God, (Enipeus’ form assumed)

Within the eddy-whirling river’s mouth

Embraced her; there, while the o’er-arching flood,

Uplifted mountainous, conceal’d the God

And his fair human bride, her virgin zone

He loos’d, and o’er her eyes sweet sleep diffused.   290

His am’rous purpose satisfied, he grasp’d

Her hand, affectionate, and thus he said.

 Rejoice in this my love, and when the year

Shall tend to consummation of its course,

Thou shalt produce illustrious twins, for love

Immortal never is unfruitful love.

Rear them with all a mother’s care; meantime,

Hence to thy home. Be silent. Name it not.

For I am Neptune, Shaker of the shores.

 So saying, he plunged into the billowy Deep.   300

She pregnant grown, Pelias and Neleus bore,

Both, valiant ministers of mighty Jove.

In wide-spread Iäolchus Pelias dwelt,

Of num’rous flocks possess’d; but his abode

Amid the sands of Pylus Neleus chose.

To Cretheus wedded next, the lovely nymph

Yet other sons, Æson and Pheres bore,

And Amythaon of equestrian fame.

 I, next, the daughter of Asopus saw,

Antiope; she gloried to have known   310

Th’ embrace of Jove himself, to whom she brought

A double progeny, Amphion named

And Zethus; they the seven-gated Thebes

Founded and girded with strong tow’rs, because,

Though puissant Heroes both, in spacious Thebes

Unfenced by tow’rs, they could not dwell secure.

 Alcmena, next, wife of Amphitryon

I saw; she in the arms of sov’reign Jove

The lion-hearted Hercules conceiv’d,

And, after, bore to Creon brave in fight   320

His daughter Megara, by the noble son

Unconquer’d of Amphitryon espoused.

 The beauteous Epicaste saw I then,

Mother of Oedipus, who guilt incurr’d

Prodigious, wedded, unintentional,

To her own son; his father first he slew,

Then wedded her, which soon the Gods divulged.

He, under vengeance of offended heav’n,

In pleasant Thebes dwelt miserable, King

Of the Cadmean race; she to the gates   330

Of Ades brazen-barr’d despairing went,

Self-strangled by a cord fasten’d aloft

To her own palace-roof, and woes bequeath’d

(Such as the Fury sisters execute

Innumerable) to her guilty son.

 There also saw I Chloris, loveliest fair,

Whom Neleus woo’d and won with spousal gifts

Inestimable, by her beauty charm’d

She youngest daughter was of Iasus’ son,

Amphion, in old time a sov’reign prince   340

In Minuëian Orchomenus,

And King of Pylus. Three illustrious sons

She bore to Neleus, Nestor, Chromius,

And Periclymenus the wide-renown’d,

And, last, produced a wonder of the earth,

Pero, by ev’ry neighbour prince around

In marriage sought; but Neleus her on none

Deign’d to bestow, save only on the Chief

Who should from Phylace drive off the beeves

(Broad-fronted, and with jealous care secured)   350

Of valiant Iphicles. One undertook

That task alone, a prophet high in fame,

Melampus; but the Fates fast bound him there

In rig’rous bonds by rustic hands imposed.

At length (the year, with all its months and days

Concluded, and the new-born year begun)

Illustrious Iphicles releas’d the seer,

Grateful for all the oracles resolved,

Till then obscure. So stood the will of Jove.

 Next, Leda, wife of Tyndarus I saw,   360

Who bore to Tyndarus a noble pair,

Castor the bold, and Pollux cestus-famed.

They pris’ners in the fertile womb of earth,

Though living, dwell, and even there from Jove

High priv’lege gain; alternate they revive

And die, and dignity partake divine.

 The comfort of Aloëus, next, I view’d,

Iphimedeia; she th’ embrace profess’d

Of Neptune to have shared, to whom she bore

Two sons; short-lived they were, but godlike both,   370

Otus and Ephialtes far-renown’d.

Orion sole except, all-bounteous Earth

Ne’er nourish’d forms for beauty or for size

To be admired as theirs; in his ninth year

Each measur’d, broad, nine cubits, and the height

Was found nine ells of each. Against the Gods

Themselves they threaten’d war, and to excite

The din of battle in the realms above.

To the Olympian summit they essay’d

To heave up Ossa, and to Ossa’s crown   380

Branch-waving Pelion; so to climb the heav’ns.

Nor had they failed, maturer grown in might,

To accomplish that emprize, but them the son

Of radiant-hair’d Latona and of Jove

Slew both, ere yet the down of blooming youth

Thick-sprung, their cheeks or chins had tufted o’er.

 Phædra I also there, and Procris saw,

And Ariadne for her beauty praised,

Whose sire was all-wise Minos. Theseus her

From Crete toward the fruitful region bore   390

Of sacred Athens, but enjoy’d not there,

For, first, she perish’d by Diana’s shafts

In Dia, Bacchus witnessing her crime.

 Mæra and Clymene I saw beside,

And odious Eriphyle, who received

The price in gold of her own husband’s life.

 But all the wives of Heroes whom I saw,

And all their daughters can I not relate;

Night, first, would fail; and even now the hour

Calls me to rest either on board my bark,   400

Or here; meantime, I in yourselves confide,

And in the Gods to shape my conduct home.

 He ceased; the whole assembly silent sat,

Charm’d into ecstacy by his discourse

Throughout the twilight hall, till, at the last,

Areta iv’ry arm’d them thus bespake.

 Phæacians! how appears he in your eyes

This stranger, graceful as he is in port,

In stature noble, and in mind discrete?

My guest he is, but ye all share with me   410

That honour; him dismiss not, therefore, hence

With haste, nor from such indigence withhold

Supplies gratuitous; for ye are rich,

And by kind heav’n with rare possessions blest.

 The Hero, next, Echeneus spake, a Chief

Now ancient, eldest of Phæacia’s sons.

 Your prudent Queen, my friends, speaks not beside

Her proper scope, but as beseems her well.

Her voice obey; yet the effect of all

Must on Alcinoüs himself depend.   420

 To whom Alcinoüs, thus, the King, replied.

I ratify the word. So shall be done,

As surely as myself shall live supreme

O’er all Phæacia’s maritime domain.

Then let the guest, though anxious to depart,

Wait till the morrow, that I may complete

The whole donation. His safe conduct home

Shall be the gen’ral care, but mine in Chief,

To whom dominion o’er the rest belongs.

 Him answer’d, then, Ulysses ever-wise.   430

Alcinoüs! Prince! exalted high o’er all

Phæacia’s sons! should ye solicit, kind,

My stay throughout the year, preparing still

My conduct home, and with illustrious gifts

Enriching me the while, ev’n that request

Should please me well; the wealthier I return’d,

The happier my condition; welcome more

And more respectable I should appear

In ev’ry eye to Ithaca restored.

 To whom Alcinoüs answer thus return’d.   440

Ulysses! viewing thee, no fears we feel

Lest thou, at length, some false pretender prove,

Or subtle hypocrite, of whom no few

Disseminated o’er its face the earth

Sustains, adepts in fiction, and who frame

Fables, where fables could be least surmised.

Thy phrase well turn’d, and thy ingenuous mind

Proclaim thee diff’rent far, who hast in strains

Musical as a poet’s voice, the woes

Rehears’d of all thy Greecians, and thy own.   450

But say, and tell me true. Beheld’st thou there

None of thy followers to the walls of Troy

Slain in that warfare? Lo! the night is long — 

A night of utmost length; nor yet the hour

Invites to sleep. Tell me thy wond’rous deeds,

For I could watch till sacred dawn, could’st thou

So long endure to tell me of thy toils.

 Then thus Ulysses, ever-wise, replied.

Alcinoüs! high exalted over all

Phæacia’s sons! the time suffices yet   460

For converse both and sleep, and if thou wish

To hear still more, I shall not spare to unfold

More pitiable woes than these, sustain’d

By my companions, in the end destroy’d;

Who, saved from perils of disast’rous war

At Ilium, perish’d yet in their return,

Victims of a pernicious woman’s crime.

 Now, when chaste Proserpine had wide dispers’d

Those female shades, the spirit sore distress’d

Of Agamemnon, Atreus’ son, appear’d;   470

Encircled by a throng, he came; by all

Who with himself beneath Ægisthus’ roof

Their fate fulfill’d, perishing by the sword.

He drank the blood, and knew me; shrill he wail’d

And querulous; tears trickling bathed his cheeks,

And with spread palms, through ardour of desire

He sought to enfold me fast, but vigour none,

Or force, as erst, his agile limbs inform’d.

I, pity-moved, wept at the sight, and him,

In accents wing’d by friendship, thus address’d.   480

 Ah glorious son of Atreus, King of men!

What hand inflicted the all-numbing stroke

Of death on thee? Say, didst thou perish sunk

By howling tempests irresistible

Which Neptune raised, or on dry land by force

Of hostile multitudes, while cutting off

Beeves from the herd, or driving flocks away,

Or fighting for Achaia’s daughters, shut

Within some city’s bulwarks close besieged?

 I ceased, when Agamemnon thus replied.   490

Ulysses, noble Chief, Laertes’ son

For wisdom famed! I neither perish’d sunk

By howling tempests irresistible

Which Neptune raised, nor on dry land received

From hostile multitudes the fatal blow,

But me Ægisthus slew; my woeful death

Confed’rate with my own pernicious wife

He plotted, with a show of love sincere

Bidding me to his board, where as the ox

Is slaughter’d at his crib, he slaughter’d me.   500

Such was my dreadful death; carnage ensued

Continual of my friends slain all around,

Num’rous as boars bright-tusk’d at nuptial feast,

Or feast convivial of some wealthy Chief.

Thou hast already witness’d many a field

With warriors overspread, slain one by one,

But that dire scene had most thy pity moved,

For we, with brimming beakers at our side,

And underneath full tables bleeding lay.

Blood floated all the pavement. Then the cries   510

Of Priam’s daughter sounded in my ears

Most pitiable of all. Cassandra’s cries,

Whom Clytemnestra close beside me slew.

Expiring as I lay, I yet essay’d

To grasp my faulchion, but the trayt’ress quick

Withdrew herself, nor would vouchsafe to close

My languid eyes, or prop my drooping chin

Ev’n in the moment when I sought the shades.

So that the thing breathes not, ruthless and fell

As woman once resolv’d on such a deed   520

Detestable, as my base wife contrived,

The murther of the husband of her youth.

I thought to have return’d welcome to all,

To my own children and domestic train;

But she, past measure profligate, hath poured

Shame on herself, on women yet unborn,

And even on the virtuous of her sex.

 He ceas’d, to whom, thus, answer I return’d.

Gods! how severely hath the thund’rer plagued

The house of Atreus even from the first,   530

By female counsels! we for Helen’s sake

Have num’rous died, and Clytemnestra framed,

While thou wast far remote, this snare for thee!

 So I, to whom Atrides thus replied.

Thou, therefore, be not pliant overmuch

To woman; trust her not with all thy mind,

But half disclose to her, and half conceal.

Yet, from thy consort’s hand no bloody death,

My friend, hast thou to fear; for passing wise

Icarius’ daughter is, far other thoughts,   540

Intelligent, and other plans, to frame.

Her, going to the wars we left a bride

New-wedded, and thy boy hung at her breast,

Who, man himself, consorts ere now with men

A prosp’rous youth; his father, safe restored

To his own Ithaca, shall see him soon,

And he shall clasp his father in his arms

As nature bids; but me, my cruel one

Indulged not with the dear delight to gaze

On my Orestes, for she slew me first.   550

But listen; treasure what I now impart.

Steer secret to thy native isle; avoid

Notice; for woman merits trust no more.

Now tell me truth. Hear ye in whose abode

My son resides? dwells he in Pylus, say,

Or in Orchomenos, or else beneath

My brother’s roof in Sparta’s wide domain?

For my Orestes is not yet a shade.

 So he, to whom I answer thus return’d.

Atrides, ask not me. Whether he live,   560

Or have already died, I nothing know;

Mere words are vanity, and better spared.

 Thus we discoursing mutual stood, and tears

Shedding disconsolate. The shade, meantime,

Came of Achilles, Peleus’ mighty son;

Patroclus also, and Antilochus

Appear’d, with Ajax, for proportion just

And stature tall, (Pelides sole except)

Distinguish’d above all Achaia’s sons.

The soul of swift Æacides at once   570

Knew me, and in wing’d accents thus began.

 Brave Laertiades, for wiles renown’d!

What mightier enterprise than all the past

Hath made thee here a guest? rash as thou art!

How hast thou dared to penetrate the gloom

Of Ades, dwelling of the shadowy dead,

Semblances only of what once they were?

 He spake, to whom I, answ’ring, thus replied.

O Peleus’ son! Achilles! bravest far

Of all Achaia’s race! I here arrived   580

Seeking Tiresias, from his lips to learn,

Perchance, how I might safe regain the coast

Of craggy Ithaca; for tempest-toss’d

Perpetual, I have neither yet approach’d

Achaia’s shore, or landed on my own.

But as for thee, Achilles! never man

Hath known felicity like thine, or shall,

Whom living we all honour’d as a God,

And who maintain’st, here resident, supreme

Controul among the dead; indulge not then,   590

Achilles, causeless grief that thou hast died.

 I ceased, and answer thus instant received.

Renown’d Ulysses! think not death a theme

Of consolation; I had rather live

The servile hind for hire, and eat the bread

Of some man scantily himself sustain’d,

Than sov’reign empire hold o’er all the shades.

But come — speak to me of my noble boy;

Proceeds he, as he promis’d, brave in arms,

Or shuns he war? Say also, hast thou heard   600

Of royal Peleus? shares he still respect

Among his num’rous Myrmidons, or scorn

In Hellas and in Phthia, for that age

Predominates in his enfeebled limbs?

For help is none in me; the glorious sun

No longer sees me such, as when in aid

Of the Achaians I o’erspread the field

Of spacious Troy with all their bravest slain.

Oh might I, vigorous as then, repair

For one short moment to my father’s house,   610

They all should tremble; I would shew an arm,

Such as should daunt the fiercest who presumes

To injure him, or to despise his age.

 Achilles spake, to whom I thus replied.

Of noble Peleus have I nothing heard;

But I will tell thee, as thou bidd’st, the truth

Unfeign’d of Neoptolemus thy son;

For him, myself, on board my hollow bark

From Scyros to Achaia’s host convey’d.

Oft as in council under Ilium’s walls   620

We met, he ever foremost was in speech,

Nor spake erroneous; Nestor and myself

Except, no Greecian could with him compare.

Oft, too, as we with battle hemm’d around

Troy’s bulwarks, from among the mingled crowd

Thy son sprang foremost into martial act,

Inferior in heroic worth to none.

Beneath him num’rous fell the sons of Troy

In dreadful fight, nor have I pow’r to name

Distinctly all, who by his glorious arm   630

Exerted in the cause of Greece, expired.

Yet will I name Eurypylus, the son

Of Telephus, an Hero whom his sword

Of life bereaved, and all around him strew’d

The plain with his Cetean warriors, won

To Ilium’s side by bribes to women giv’n.

Save noble Memnon only, I beheld

No Chief at Ilium beautiful as he.

Again, when we within the horse of wood

Framed by Epeüs sat, an ambush chos’n   640

Of all the bravest Greeks, and I in trust

Was placed to open or to keep fast-closed

The hollow fraud; then, ev’ry Chieftain there

And Senator of Greece wiped from his cheeks

The tears, and tremors felt in ev’ry limb;

But never saw I changed to terror’s hue

His ruddy cheek, no tears wiped he away,

But oft he press’d me to go forth, his suit

With pray’rs enforcing, griping hard his hilt

And his brass-burthen’d spear, and dire revenge   650

Denouncing, ardent, on the race of Troy.

At length, when we had sack’d the lofty town

Of Priam, laden with abundant spoils

He safe embark’d, neither by spear or shaft

Aught hurt, or in close fight by faulchion’s edge,

As oft in war befalls, where wounds are dealt

Promiscuous at the will of fiery Mars.

 So I; then striding large, the spirit thence

Withdrew of swift Æacides, along

The hoary mead pacing, with joy elate   660

That I had blazon’d bright his son’s renown.

 The other souls of men by death dismiss’d

Stood mournful by, sad uttering each his woes;

The soul alone I saw standing remote

Of Telamonian Ajax, still incensed

That in our public contest for the arms

Worn by Achilles, and by Thetis thrown

Into dispute, my claim had strongest proved,

Troy and Minerva judges of the cause.

Disastrous victory! which I could wish   670

Not to have won, since for that armour’s sake

The earth hath cover’d Ajax, in his form

And martial deeds superior far to all

The Greecians, Peleus’ matchless son except.

I, seeking to appease him, thus began.

 O Ajax, son of glorious Telamon!

Canst thou remember, even after death,

Thy wrath against me, kindled for the sake

Of those pernicious arms? arms which the Gods

Ordain’d of such dire consequence to Greece,   680

Which caused thy death, our bulwark! Thee we mourn

With grief perpetual, nor the death lament

Of Peleus’ son, Achilles, more than thine.

Yet none is blameable; Jove evermore

With bitt’rest hate pursued Achaia’s host,

And he ordain’d thy death. Hero! approach,

That thou may’st hear the words with which I seek

To sooth thee; let thy long displeasure cease!

Quell all resentment in thy gen’rous breast!

 I spake; nought answer’d he, but sullen join’d   690

His fellow-ghosts; yet, angry as he was,

I had prevail’d even on him to speak,

Or had, at least, accosted him again,

But that my bosom teem’d with strong desire

Urgent, to see yet others of the dead.

 There saw I Minos, offspring famed of Jove;

His golden sceptre in his hand, he sat

Judge of the dead; they, pleading each in turn,

His cause, some stood, some sat, filling the house

Whose spacious folding-gates are never closed.   700

 Orion next, huge ghost, engaged my view,

Droves urging o’er the grassy mead, of beasts

Which he had slain, himself, on the wild hills,

With strong club arm’d of ever-during brass.

 There also Tityus on the ground I saw

Extended, offspring of the glorious earth;

Nine acres he o’erspread, and, at his side

Station’d, two vultures on his liver prey’d,

Scooping his entrails; nor sufficed his hands

To fray them thence; for he had sought to force   710

Latona, illustrious concubine of Jove,

What time the Goddess journey’d o’er the rocks

Of Pytho into pleasant Panopeus.

 Next, suff’ring grievous torments, I beheld

Tantalus; in a pool he stood, his chin

Wash’d by the wave; thirst-parch’d he seem’d, but found

Nought to assuage his thirst; for when he bow’d

His hoary head, ardent to quaff, the flood

Vanish’d absorb’d, and, at his feet, adust

The soil appear’d, dried, instant, by the Gods.   720

Tall trees, fruit-laden, with inflected heads

Stoop’d to him, pomegranates, apples bright,

The luscious fig, and unctuous olive smooth;

Which when with sudden grasp he would have seized,

Winds hurl’d them high into the dusky clouds.

 There, too, the hard-task’d Sisyphus I saw,

Thrusting before him, strenuous, a vast rock.

With hands and feet struggling, he shoved the stone

Up to a hill-top; but the steep well-nigh

Vanquish’d, by some great force repulsed, the mass   730

Rush’d again, obstinate, down to the plain.

Again, stretch’d prone, severe he toiled, the sweat

Bathed all his weary limbs, and his head reek’d.

 The might of Hercules I, next, survey’d;

His semblance; for himself their banquet shares

With the Immortal Gods, and in his arms

Enfolds neat-footed Hebe, daughter fair

Of Jove, and of his golden-sandal’d spouse.

Around him, clamorous as birds, the dead

Swarm’d turbulent; he, gloomy-brow’d as night,   740

With uncased bow and arrow on the string

Peer’d terrible from side to side, as one

Ever in act to shoot; a dreadful belt

He bore athwart his bosom, thong’d with gold.

There, broider’d shone many a stupendous form,

Bears, wild boars, lions with fire-flashing eyes,

Fierce combats, battles, bloodshed, homicide.

The artist, author of that belt, none such

Before, produced, or after. Me his eye

No sooner mark’d, than knowing me, in words   750

By sorrow quick suggested, he began.

 Laertes’ noble son, for wiles renown’d!

Ah, hapless Hero! thou art, doubtless, charged,

Thou also, with some arduous labour, such

As in the realms of day I once endured.

Son was I of Saturnian Jove, yet woes

Immense sustain’d, subjected to a King

Inferior far to me, whose harsh commands

Enjoin’d me many a terrible exploit.

He even bade me on a time lead hence   760

The dog, that task believing above all

Impracticable; yet from Ades him

I dragg’d reluctant into light, by aid

Of Hermes, and of Pallas azure-eyed.

 So saying, he penetrated deep again

The abode of Pluto; but I still unmoved

There stood expecting, curious, other shades

To see of Heroes in old time deceased.

And now, more ancient worthies still, and whom

I wish’d, I had beheld, Pirithoüs   770

And Theseus, glorious progeny of Gods,

But nations, first, numberless of the dead

Came shrieking hideous; me pale horror seized,

Lest awful Proserpine should thither send

The Gorgon-head from Ades, sight abhorr’d!

I, therefore, hasting to the vessel, bade

My crew embark, and cast the hawsers loose.

They, quick embarking, on the benches sat.

Down the Oceanus the current bore

My galley, winning, at the first, her way   780

With oars, then, wafted by propitious gales.
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Key Passages from ‘The Odyssey’
 

Book II
 

Few match their fathers. Any tongue can tell
 The more are worse: yea, almost none their sires excel.
 

Book II, lines 276–7 (Worsley).
 

 
 

Book III
 

Telemachus, thine own mind will conceive
 Somewhat, and other will a god suggest.
 

Book III, lines 26–7 (Worsley).
 

 
 

Book IV
 

Nor can I not bewail one fall’n in death severe.
 ’Tis the sole boon to wretched mortals given,
 The lock to sever and the tear to shed.
 

Book IV, line 195 (Worsley).
 

 
 

Book VI
 

Since nought is lovelier on the earth than this,
 When in the house one-minded to the last
 Dwell man and wife — a pain to foes, I wis,
 And joy to friends — but most themselves know their own bliss.
 

Book VI, lines 182–5 (Worsley).
 

Zeus both to good and evil doth divide
 Wealth as he listeth.
 

Book VI, line 188 (Worsley).
 

The best thing in the world
 being a strong house held in serenity
 where man and wife agree.
 

Book VI, lines 182–4 (translated by Robert Fitzgerald).
 

 
 

Book VII
 

Nothing more shameless is than Appetite,
 Who still, whatever anguish load our breast,
 Makes us remember in our own despite
 Both food and drink.
 

Book VII, lines 216–8 (Worsley).
 

 
 

Book VIII
 

Not all fair gifts to all doth God divide,
 Eloquence, beauty, and a noble heart.
 

Book VIII, lines 167–8 (Worsley).
 

Variant: We cannot all hope to combine the pleasing qualities of good looks, brains, and eloquence.
 

Now mark how evil-workers thrive not well.
 The swift is overtaken of the slow.
 Ares, the fleetest that on high doth dwell,
 Is by Hephaestus, who doth limping go,
 Caught with shrewd cunning, and doth forfeit owe.
 

Book VIII, lines 329–331 (Worsley).
 

A rogue’s word was ever found
 Poor voucher.
 

Book VIII, line 351 (Worsley).
 

 
 

Book IX
 

More than all pleasures that were ever made
 Parents and fatherland our life still bless.
 Though we rich home in a strange land possess,
 Still the old memories about us cling.
 

Book IX, lines 34–6 (Worsley).
 

 
 

Book X
 

The fleeting shadows of the dead.
 

Book X, line 521 (translated by G. A. Schomberg).
 

 
 

Book XI
 

His cold remains all naked to the sky,
 On distant shores unwept, unburied lie.
 

Book XI, lines 72–3 (Pope).
 

 
 

No more are women to be trusted now.
 

Book XI, line 456 (Worsley).
 

Rather I’d choose laboriously to bear
 A weight of woes, and breathe the vital air,
 A slave to some poor hind that toils for bread,
 Than reign the sceptred monarch of the dead.
 

Book XI, lines 489–492 (Pope).
 

 
 

The enormous weight
 Back to the nether plain rolled tumbling down.
 

Book XI, line 598 (Worsley).
 

 
 

Book XII
 

Friends, we are not in dangers all unlearned.
 

Book XII, line 209 (Worsley).
 

 
 

Most grievous of all deaths it is to die of hunger.
 

Book XII, line 343; translation cited in T. B. Harbottle, Dictionary of Quotations (1897), .
 

I’d sooner die outright, beneath the waves o’erwhelmed,
 Than on this desert island slowly waste away.
 

Book XII, lines 351–2 (Worsley); translation reported in Harbottle’s Dictionary of Quotations (1897), .
 

 
 

The wordy tale, once told, were hard to tell again.
 

Book XII, lines 453–4 (Worsley).
 

 
 

Book XIV
 

O friend, I dare not, though a worse man sought
 These doors, a stranger use discourteously.
 All strangers and all poor by Zeus are brought;
 Sweet is our gift, yet small.
 

Book XIV, lines 56–9 (Worsley).
 

I speak for glory, since by wine made bold
 Often to singing even the wise will fall,
 Light laughter and the dance, nor can withhold
 Words that in sooth were better far untold.
 

Book XIV, lines 463–6 (Worsley).
 

 
 

Book XV
 

    Watch, lest in thy despite
 Some fair possession from thy home he get:
 Since, well thou knowest, a woman’s soul is set
 His house to prosper whom she chance to wed.
 Linked to another she discards all debt
 Due to the children of her former bed,
 Nor thinks at all of him, her dear-loved husband dead.
 

Book XV, lines 19–23 (Worsley).
 

He to my mind an equal sin doth show
 Who, when a guest would linger, hints good-bye,
 And who, if one desire to part, says no.
 

Book XV, lines 72–3 (Worsley).
 

 
 

Welcome the coming, speed the parting guest.
 

Book XV, line 74 (Pope).
 

For now the nights move slowly and scarce end;
 Yea, there is room for slumber, and to keep
 Watch, and a listening ear to sweet words lend.
 Needs not at all unto thy couch to creep
 For some while yet. Harm comes from even too much sleep.
 

Book XV, lines 392–4 (Worsley).
 

But we two, drinking wine and eating bread,
 Will charm our dear hearts each with other’s pain.
 Past sorrow, and the tears a man hath shed,
 Who far hath wandered over earth and main,
 Yield comfort.
 

Book XV, lines 398–401 (Worsley).
 

 
 

Book XVII
 

See how God ever like with like doth pair,
 And still the worthless doth the worthless lead!
 

Book XVII, lines 217–8 (Worsley).
 

 
 

Bad herdsmen waste the flocks which thou hast left behind.
 

Book XVII, line 246 (Worsley).
 

Servants, when their lords no longer sway,
 Their minds no more to righteous courses bend.
 

Book XVII, lines 320–1 (Worsley).
 

Half that man’s virtue doth Zeus take away,
 Whom he surrenders to the servile day.
 

Book XVII, lines 322–3 (Worsley).
 

 
 

Shame is no comrade for the poor, I weet.
 

Book XVII, line 347 (Worsley).
 

Light is their reckoning, no remorse they feel,
 Food not their own to lavish from so brave a meal.
 

Book XVII, lines 451–2 (Worsley).
 

 
 

If indeed there be a god in heaven.
 

Book XVII, line 484 (translated by S. H. Butcher, with Andrew Lang).
 

 
 

Book XVIII
 

Earth than a man no poorer feebler thing
 Rears, of all creatures that here breathe and move.
 

Book XVIII, lines 130–1 (Worsley).
 

 
 

Receive in silence what the Father brings.
 

Book XVIII, line 142 (Worsley).
 

 
 

Book XIX
 

Steel itself oft lures a man to fight.
 

Book XIX, line 13 (Worsley).
 

Two diverse gates there are of bodiless dreams,
 These of sawn ivory, and those of horn.
 Such dreams as issue where the ivory gleams
 Fly without fate, and turn our hopes to scorn.
 But dreams which issue through the burnished horn,
 What man soe’er beholds them on his bed,
 These work with virtue and of truth are born.
 

Book XIX, lines 563–8 (Worsley).
 

Yet not for ever void of sleep remains
 Man; for the gods by rule of life dispense
 Sleep on all mortals whom the earth maintains.
 

Book XIX, lines 592–4 (Worsley).
 

 
 

Book XX
 

Bear up, my soul, a little longer yet;
 A little longer to thy purpose cling!
 

Book XX, line 18 (Worsley).
 

Then the gods send us their refreshful sleep,
 Which good and evil from our mind doth sweep.
 

Book XX, lines 85–6 (Worsley).
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Sappho
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Hymn to Aphrodite
 

Translated by Edwin Marion Cox
 

Shimmering-throned immortal Aphrodite,
 Daughter of Zeus, Enchantress, I implore thee,
 Spare me, O queen, this agony and anguish,
 Crush not my spirit.

Whenever before thou hast hearkened to me — 
 To my voice calling to thee in the distance,
 And heeding, thou hast come, leaving thy father’s
 Golden dominions,

With chariot yoked to thy fleet-winged coursers,
 Fluttering swift pinions over earth’s darkness,
 And bringing thee through the infinite, gliding
 Downwards from heaven,

Then, soon they arrived and thou, blessed goddess,
 With divine contenance smiling, didst ask me
 What new woe had befallen me now and why,
 Thus I had called thee.

What in my mad heart was my greatest desire,
 Who was it now that must feel my allurements,
 Who was the fair one that must be persuaded,
 Who wronged thee Sappho?


 For if now she flees, quickly she shall follow
 And if she spurns gifts, soon shall she offer them
 Yea, if she knows not love, soon shall she feel it
 Even reluctant.


 Come then, I pray, grant me surcease from sorrow,
 Drive away care, I beseech thee, O goddess
 Fulfil for me what I yearn to accomplish,
 Be thou my ally. 
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Third Poem: My Beloved
 

A troop of horse, the serried ranks of marchers,
 A noble fleet, some think these of all on earth
 Most beautiful. For me naught else regarding
 Is my beloved.

To understand this is for all most simple,
 For thus gazing much on mortal perfection
 And knowing already what life could give her,
 Him chose fair Helen,

Him the betrayer of Ilium’s honour.
 Then recked she not of adored child or parent,
 But yielded to love, and forced by her passion,
 Dared Fate in exile.

Thus quickly is bent the will of that woman
 To whom things near and dear seem to be nothing.
 So mightest thou fail, My Anactoria,
 If she were with you.

She whose gentle footfall and radiant face
 Hold the power to charm more than a vision
 Of chariots and the mail-clad battalions
 Of Lydia’s army.

So must we learn in a world made as this one
 Man can never attain his greatest desire,
 But must pray for what good fortune Fate holdeth,
 Never unmindful. 
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Virgil
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Eclogue I
 

MELIBOEUS    TITYRUS
 

MELIBOEUS
 You, Tityrus, ‘neath a broad beech-canopy
 Reclining, on the slender oat rehearse
 Your silvan ditties: I from my sweet fields,
 And home’s familiar bounds, even now depart.
 Exiled from home am I; while, Tityrus, you
 Sit careless in the shade, and, at your call,
 “Fair Amaryllis” bid the woods resound.
 

TITYRUS
 O Meliboeus, ’twas a god vouchsafed
 This ease to us, for him a god will I
 Deem ever, and from my folds a tender lamb
 Oft with its life-blood shall his altar stain.
 His gift it is that, as your eyes may see,
 My kine may roam at large, and I myself
 Play on my shepherd’s pipe what songs I will.
 

MELIBOEUS
 I grudge you not the boon, but marvel more,
 Such wide confusion fills the country-side.
 See, sick at heart I drive my she-goats on,
 And this one, O my Tityrus, scarce can lead:
 For ‘mid the hazel-thicket here but now
 She dropped her new-yeaned twins on the bare flint,
 Hope of the flock- an ill, I mind me well,
 Which many a time, but for my blinded sense,
 The thunder-stricken oak foretold, oft too
 From hollow trunk the raven’s ominous cry.
 But who this god of yours? Come, Tityrus, tell.
 

TITYRUS
 The city, Meliboeus, they call Rome,
 I, simpleton, deemed like this town of ours,
 Whereto we shepherds oft are wont to drive
 The younglings of the flock: so too I knew
 Whelps to resemble dogs, and kids their dams,
 Comparing small with great; but this as far
 Above all other cities rears her head
 As cypress above pliant osier towers.
 

MELIBOEUS
 And what so potent cause took you to Rome?
 

TITYRUS
 Freedom, which, though belated, cast at length
 Her eyes upon the sluggard, when my beard
 ‘Gan whiter fall beneath the barber’s blade-
 Cast eyes, I say, and, though long tarrying, came,
 Now when, from Galatea’s yoke released,
 I serve but Amaryllis: for I will own,
 While Galatea reigned over me, I had
 No hope of freedom, and no thought to save.
 Though many a victim from my folds went forth,
 Or rich cheese pressed for the unthankful town,
 Never with laden hands returned I home.
 

MELIBOEUS
 I used to wonder, Amaryllis, why
 You cried to heaven so sadly, and for whom
 You left the apples hanging on the trees;
 ’Twas Tityrus was away. Why, Tityrus,
 The very pines, the very water-springs,
 The very vineyards, cried aloud for you.
 

TITYRUS
 What could I do? how else from bonds be freed,
 Or otherwhere find gods so nigh to aid?
 There, Meliboeus, I saw that youth to whom
 Yearly for twice six days my altars smoke.
 There instant answer gave he to my suit,
 “Feed, as before, your kine, boys, rear your bulls.”
 

MELIBOEUS
 So in old age, you happy man, your fields
 Will still be yours, and ample for your need!
 Though, with bare stones o’erspread, the pastures all
 Be choked with rushy mire, your ewes with young
 By no strange fodder will be tried, nor hurt
 Through taint contagious of a neighbouring flock.
 Happy old man, who ‘mid familiar streams
 And hallowed springs, will court the cooling shade!
 Here, as of old, your neighbour’s bordering hedge,
 That feasts with willow-flower the Hybla bees,
 Shall oft with gentle murmur lull to sleep,
 While the leaf-dresser beneath some tall rock
 Uplifts his song, nor cease their cooings hoarse
 The wood-pigeons that are your heart’s delight,
 Nor doves their moaning in the elm-tree top.
 

TITYRUS
 Sooner shall light stags, therefore, feed in air,
 The seas their fish leave naked on the strand,
 Germans and Parthians shift their natural bounds,
 And these the Arar, those the Tigris drink,
 Than from my heart his face and memory fade.
 

MELIBOEUS
 But we far hence, to burning Libya some,
 Some to the Scythian steppes, or thy swift flood,
 Cretan Oaxes, now must wend our way,
 Or Britain, from the whole world sundered far.
 Ah! shall I ever in aftertime behold
 My native bounds- see many a harvest hence
 With ravished eyes the lowly turf-roofed cot
 Where I was king? These fallows, trimmed so fair,
 Some brutal soldier will possess these fields
 An alien master. Ah! to what a pass
 Has civil discord brought our hapless folk!
 For such as these, then, were our furrows sown!
 Now, Meliboeus, graft your pears, now set
 Your vines in order! Go, once happy flock,
 My she-goats, go. Never again shall I,
 Stretched in green cave, behold you from afar
 Hang from the bushy rock; my songs are sung;
 Never again will you, with me to tend,
 On clover-flower, or bitter willows, browse.
 

TITYRUS
 Yet here, this night, you might repose with me,
 On green leaves pillowed: apples ripe have I,
 Soft chestnuts, and of curdled milk enow.
 And, see, the farm-roof chimneys smoke afar,
 And from the hills the shadows lengthening fall!
 

Nos patriae fines et dulcia linquimus arva.
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Eclogue III
 

MENALCAS    DAMOETAS    PALAEMON
 

MENALCAS
 Who owns the flock, Damoetas? Meliboeus?
 

DAMOETAS
 Nay, they are Aegon’s sheep, of late by him
 Committed to my care.
 

MENALCAS
 

O every way
 Unhappy sheep, unhappy flock! while he
 Still courts Neaera, fearing lest her choice
 Should fall on me, this hireling shepherd here
 Wrings hourly twice their udders, from the flock
 Filching the life-juice, from the lambs their milk.
 

DAMOETAS
 Hold! not so ready with your jeers at men!
 We know who once, and in what shrine with you-
 The he-goats looked aside- the light nymphs laughed-
 

MENALCAS
 Ay, then, I warrant, when they saw me slash
 Micon’s young vines and trees with spiteful hook.
 

DAMOETAS
 Or here by these old beeches, when you broke
 The bow and arrows of Damon; for you chafed
 When first you saw them given to the boy,
 Cross-grained Menalcas, ay, and had you not
 Done him some mischief, would have chafed to death.
 

MENALCAS
 With thieves so daring, what can masters do?
 Did I not see you, rogue, in ambush lie
 For Damon’s goat, while loud Lycisca barked?
 And when I cried, “Where is he off to now?
 Gather your flock together, Tityrus,”
 You hid behind the sedges.
 

DAMOETAS
 

Well, was he
 Whom I had conquered still to keep the goat.
 Which in the piping-match my pipe had won!
 You may not know it, but the goat was mine.
 

MENALCAS
 You out-pipe him? when had you ever pipe
 Wax-welded? in the cross-ways used you not
 On grating straw some miserable tune
 To mangle?
 

DAMOETAS
 

Well, then, shall we try our skill
 Each against each in turn? Lest you be loth,
 I pledge this heifer; every day she comes
 Twice to the milking-pail, and feeds withal
 Two young ones at her udder: say you now
 What you will stake upon the match with me.
 

MENALCAS
 Naught from the flock I’ll venture, for at home
 I have a father and a step-dame harsh,
 And twice a day both reckon up the flock,
 And one withal the kids. But I will stake,
 Seeing you are so mad, what you yourself
 Will own more priceless far- two beechen cups
 By the divine art of Alcimedon
 Wrought and embossed, whereon a limber vine,
 Wreathed round them by the graver’s facile tool,
 Twines over clustering ivy-berries pale.
 Two figures, one Conon, in the midst he set,
 And one- how call you him, who with his wand
 Marked out for all men the whole round of heaven,
 That they who reap, or stoop behind the plough,
 Might know their several seasons? Nor as yet
 Have I set lip to them, but lay them by.
 

DAMOETAS
 For me too wrought the same Alcimedon
 A pair of cups, and round the handles wreathed
 Pliant acanthus, Orpheus in the midst,
 The forests following in his wake; nor yet
 Have I set lip to them, but lay them by.
 Matched with a heifer, who would prate of cups?
 

MENALCAS
 You shall not balk me now; where’er you bid,
 I shall be with you; only let us have
 For auditor- or see, to serve our turn,
 Yonder Palaemon comes! In singing-bouts
 I’ll see you play the challenger no more.
 

DAMOETAS
 Out then with what you have; I shall not shrink,
 Nor budge for any man: only do you,
 Neighbour Palaemon, with your whole heart’s skill-
 For it is no slight matter-play your part.
 

PALAEMON
 Say on then, since on the greensward we sit,
 And now is burgeoning both field and tree;
 Now is the forest green, and now the year
 At fairest. Do you first, Damoetas, sing,
 Then you, Menalcas, in alternate strain:
 Alternate strains are to the Muses dear.
 

DAMOETAS
 “From Jove the Muse began; Jove filleth all,
 Makes the earth fruitful, for my songs hath care.”
 

MENALCAS
 “Me Phoebus loves; for Phoebus his own gifts,
 Bays and sweet-blushing hyacinths, I keep.”
 

DAMOETAS
 “Gay Galatea throws an apple at me,
 Then hies to the willows, hoping to be seen.”
 

MENALCAS
 “My dear Amyntas comes unasked to me;
 Not Delia to my dogs is better known.”
 

DAMOETAS
 “Gifts for my love I’ve found; mine eyes have marked
 Where the wood-pigeons build their airy nests.”
 

MENALCAS
 “Ten golden apples have I sent my boy,
 All that I could, to-morrow as many more.”
 

DAMOETAS
 “What words to me, and uttered O how oft,
 Hath Galatea spoke! waft some of them,
 Ye winds, I pray you, for the gods to hear.”
 

MENALCAS
 “It profiteth me naught, Amyntas mine,
 That in your very heart you spurn me not,
 If, while you hunt the boar, I guard the nets.”
 

DAMOETAS
 “Prithee, Iollas, for my birthday guest
 Send me your Phyllis; when for the young crops
 I slay my heifer, you yourself shall come.”
 

MENALCAS
 “I am all hers; she wept to see me go,
 And, lingering on the word, ‘farewell’ she said,
 ‘My beautiful Iollas, fare you well.’”
 

DAMOETAS
 “Fell as the wolf is to the folded flock,
 Rain to ripe corn, Sirocco to the trees,
 The wrath of Amaryllis is to me.”
 

MENALCAS
 “As moisture to the corn, to ewes with young
 Lithe willow, as arbute to the yeanling kids,
 So sweet Amyntas, and none else, to me.”
 

DAMOETAS
 “My Muse, although she be but country-bred,
 Is loved by Pollio: O Pierian Maids,
 Pray you, a heifer for your reader feed!”
 

MENALCAS
 “Pollio himself too doth new verses make:
 Feed ye a bull now ripe to butt with horn,
 And scatter with his hooves the flying sand.”
 

DAMOETAS
 “Who loves thee, Pollio, may he thither come
 Where thee he joys beholding; ay, for him
 Let honey flow, the thorn-bush spices bear.”
 

MENALCAS
 “Who hates not Bavius, let him also love
 Thy songs, O Maevius, ay, and therewithal
 Yoke foxes to his car, and he-goats milk.”
 

DAMOETAS
 “You, picking flowers and strawberries that grow
 So near the ground, fly hence, boys, get you gone!
 There’s a cold adder lurking in the grass.”
 

MENALCAS
 “Forbear, my sheep, to tread too near the brink;
 Yon bank is ill to trust to; even now
 The ram himself, see, dries his dripping fleece!”
 

DAMOETAS
 “Back with the she-goats, Tityrus, grazing there
 So near the river! I, when time shall serve,
 Will take them all, and wash them in the pool.”
 

MENALCAS
 “Boys, get your sheep together; if the heat,
 As late it did, forestall us with the milk,
 Vainly the dried-up udders shall we wring.”
 

DAMOETAS
 “How lean my bull amid the fattening vetch!
 Alack! alack! for herdsman and for herd!
 It is the self-same love that wastes us both.”
 

MENALCAS
 “These truly- nor is even love the cause-
 Scarce have the flesh to keep their bones together
 Some evil eye my lambkins hath bewitched.”
 

DAMOETAS
 “Say in what clime- and you shall be withal
 My great Apollo- the whole breadth of heaven
 Opens no wider than three ells to view.”
 

MENALCAS
 “Say in what country grow such flowers as bear
 The names of kings upon their petals writ,
 And you shall have fair Phyllis for your own.”
 

PALAEMON
 Not mine betwixt such rivals to decide:
 You well deserve the heifer, so does he,
 With all who either fear the sweets of love,
 Or taste its bitterness. Now, boys, shut off
 The sluices, for the fields have drunk their fill.
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Eclogue X
 

GALLUS
 

This now, the very latest of my toils,
 Vouchsafe me, Arethusa! needs must I
 Sing a brief song to Gallus- brief, but yet
 Such as Lycoris’ self may fitly read.
 Who would not sing for Gallus? So, when thou
 Beneath Sicanian billows glidest on,
 May Doris blend no bitter wave with thine,
 Begin! The love of Gallus be our theme,
 And the shrewd pangs he suffered, while, hard by,
 The flat-nosed she-goats browse the tender brush.
 We sing not to deaf ears; no word of ours
 But the woods echo it. What groves or lawns
 Held you, ye Dryad-maidens, when for love-
 Love all unworthy of a loss so dear-
 Gallus lay dying? for neither did the slopes
 Of Pindus or Parnassus stay you then,
 No, nor Aonian Aganippe. Him
 Even the laurels and the tamarisks wept;
 For him, outstretched beneath a lonely rock,
 Wept pine-clad Maenalus, and the flinty crags
 Of cold Lycaeus. The sheep too stood around-
 Of us they feel no shame, poet divine;
 Nor of the flock be thou ashamed: even fair
 Adonis by the rivers fed his sheep-
 Came shepherd too, and swine-herd footing slow,
 And, from the winter-acorns dripping-wet
 Menalcas. All with one accord exclaim:
 “From whence this love of thine?” Apollo came;
 “Gallus, art mad?” he cried, “thy bosom’s care
 Another love is following.”Therewithal
 Silvanus came, with rural honours crowned;
 The flowering fennels and tall lilies shook
 Before him. Yea, and our own eyes beheld
 Pan, god of Arcady, with blood-red juice
 Of the elder-berry, and with vermilion, dyed.
 “Wilt ever make an end?” quoth he, “behold
 Love recks not aught of it: his heart no more
 With tears is sated than with streams the grass,
 Bees with the cytisus, or goats with leaves.”
 “Yet will ye sing, Arcadians, of my woes
 Upon your mountains,” sadly he replied-
 “Arcadians, that alone have skill to sing.
 O then how softly would my ashes rest,
 If of my love, one day, your flutes should tell!
 And would that I, of your own fellowship,
 Or dresser of the ripening grape had been,
 Or guardian of the flock! for surely then,
 Let Phyllis, or Amyntas, or who else,
 Bewitch me- what if swart Amyntas be?
 Dark is the violet, dark the hyacinth-
 Among the willows, ‘neath the limber vine,
 Reclining would my love have lain with me,
 Phyllis plucked garlands, or Amyntas sung.
 Here are cool springs, soft mead and grove, Lycoris;
 Here might our lives with time have worn away.
 But me mad love of the stern war-god holds
 Armed amid weapons and opposing foes.
 Whilst thou- Ah! might I but believe it not!-
 Alone without me, and from home afar,
 Look’st upon Alpine snows and frozen Rhine.
 Ah! may the frost not hurt thee, may the sharp
 And jagged ice not wound thy tender feet!
 I will depart, re-tune the songs I framed
 In verse Chalcidian to the oaten reed
 Of the Sicilian swain. Resolved am I
 In the woods, rather, with wild beasts to couch,
 And bear my doom, and character my love
 Upon the tender tree-trunks: they will grow,
 And you, my love, grow with them. And meanwhile
 I with the Nymphs will haunt Mount Maenalus,
 Or hunt the keen wild boar. No frost so cold
 But I will hem with hounds thy forest-glades,
 Parthenius. Even now, methinks, I range
 O’er rocks, through echoing groves, and joy to launch
 Cydonian arrows from a Parthian bow.-
 As if my madness could find healing thus,
 Or that god soften at a mortal’s grief!
 Now neither Hamadryads, no, nor songs
 Delight me more: ye woods, away with you!
 No pangs of ours can change him; not though we
 In the mid-frost should drink of Hebrus’ stream,
 And in wet winters face Sithonian snows,
 Or, when the bark of the tall elm-tree bole
 Of drought is dying, should, under Cancer’s Sign,
 In Aethiopian deserts drive our flocks.
 Love conquers all things; yield we too to love!”
 

These songs, Pierian Maids, shall it suffice
 Your poet to have sung, the while he sat,
 And of slim mallow wove a basket fine:
 To Gallus ye will magnify their worth,
 Gallus, for whom my love grows hour by hour,
 As the green alder shoots in early Spring.
 Come, let us rise: the shade is wont to be
 Baneful to singers; baneful is the shade
 Cast by the juniper, crops sicken too
 In shade. Now homeward, having fed your fill — 
 Eve’s star is rising-go, my she-goats, go.
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Georgic I
 

Translated by J. B. Greenough
 

What makes the cornfield smile; beneath what star
 Maecenas, it is meet to turn the sod
 Or marry elm with vine; how tend the steer;
 What pains for cattle-keeping, or what proof
 Of patient trial serves for thrifty bees;-
 Such are my themes.
 O universal lights
 Most glorious! ye that lead the gliding year
 Along the sky, Liber and Ceres mild,
 If by your bounty holpen earth once changed
 Chaonian acorn for the plump wheat-ear,
 And mingled with the grape, your new-found gift,
 The draughts of Achelous; and ye Fauns
 To rustics ever kind, come foot it, Fauns
 And Dryad-maids together; your gifts I sing.
 And thou, for whose delight the war-horse first
 Sprang from earth’s womb at thy great trident’s stroke,
 Neptune; and haunter of the groves, for whom
 Three hundred snow-white heifers browse the brakes,
 The fertile brakes of Ceos; and clothed in power,
 Thy native forest and Lycean lawns,
 Pan, shepherd-god, forsaking, as the love
 Of thine own Maenalus constrains thee, hear
 And help, O lord of Tegea! And thou, too,
 Minerva, from whose hand the olive sprung;
 And boy-discoverer of the curved plough;
 And, bearing a young cypress root-uptorn,
 Silvanus, and Gods all and Goddesses,
 Who make the fields your care, both ye who nurse
 The tender unsown increase, and from heaven
 Shed on man’s sowing the riches of your rain:
 And thou, even thou, of whom we know not yet
 What mansion of the skies shall hold thee soon,
 Whether to watch o’er cities be thy will,
 Great Caesar, and to take the earth in charge,
 That so the mighty world may welcome thee
 Lord of her increase, master of her times,
 Binding thy mother’s myrtle round thy brow,
 Or as the boundless ocean’s God thou come,
 Sole dread of seamen, till far Thule bow
 Before thee, and Tethys win thee to her son
 With all her waves for dower; or as a star
 Lend thy fresh beams our lagging months to cheer,
 Where ‘twixt the Maid and those pursuing Claws
 A space is opening; see! red Scorpio’s self
 His arms draws in, yea, and hath left thee more
 Than thy full meed of heaven: be what thou wilt-
 For neither Tartarus hopes to call thee king,
 Nor may so dire a lust of sovereignty
 E’er light upon thee, howso Greece admire
 Elysium’s fields, and Proserpine not heed
 Her mother’s voice entreating to return-
 Vouchsafe a prosperous voyage, and smile on this
 My bold endeavour, and pitying, even as I,
 These poor way-wildered swains, at once begin,
 Grow timely used unto the voice of prayer.
 In early spring-tide, when the icy drip
 Melts from the mountains hoar, and Zephyr’s breath
 Unbinds the crumbling clod, even then ’tis time;
 Press deep your plough behind the groaning ox,
 And teach the furrow-burnished share to shine.
 That land the craving farmer’s prayer fulfils,
 Which twice the sunshine, twice the frost has felt;
 Ay, that’s the land whose boundless harvest-crops
 Burst, see! the barns.
 But ere our metal cleave
 An unknown surface, heed we to forelearn
 The winds and varying temper of the sky,
 The lineal tilth and habits of the spot,
 What every region yields, and what denies.
 Here blithelier springs the corn, and here the grape,
 There earth is green with tender growth of trees
 And grass unbidden. See how from Tmolus comes
 The saffron’s fragrance, ivory from Ind,
 From Saba’s weakling sons their frankincense,
 Iron from the naked Chalybs, castor rank
 From Pontus, from Epirus the prize-palms
 O’ the mares of Elis.
 Such the eternal bond
 And such the laws by Nature’s hand imposed
 On clime and clime, e’er since the primal dawn
 When old Deucalion on the unpeopled earth
 Cast stones, whence men, a flinty race, were reared.
 Up then! if fat the soil, let sturdy bulls
 Upturn it from the year’s first opening months,
 And let the clods lie bare till baked to dust
 By the ripe suns of summer; but if the earth
 Less fruitful just ere Arcturus rise
 With shallower trench uptilt it- ‘twill suffice;
 There, lest weeds choke the crop’s luxuriance, here,
 Lest the scant moisture fail the barren sand.
 Then thou shalt suffer in alternate years
 The new-reaped fields to rest, and on the plain
 A crust of sloth to harden; or, when stars
 Are changed in heaven, there sow the golden grain
 Where erst, luxuriant with its quivering pod,
 Pulse, or the slender vetch-crop, thou hast cleared,
 And lupin sour, whose brittle stalks arise,
 A hurtling forest. For the plain is parched
 By flax-crop, parched by oats, by poppies parched
 In Lethe-slumber drenched. Nathless by change
 The travailing earth is lightened, but stint not
 With refuse rich to soak the thirsty soil,
 And shower foul ashes o’er the exhausted fields.
 Thus by rotation like repose is gained,
 Nor earth meanwhile uneared and thankless left.
 Oft, too, ‘twill boot to fire the naked fields,
 And the light stubble burn with crackling flames;
 Whether that earth therefrom some hidden strength
 And fattening food derives, or that the fire
 Bakes every blemish out, and sweats away
 Each useless humour, or that the heat unlocks
 New passages and secret pores, whereby
 Their life-juice to the tender blades may win;
 Or that it hardens more and helps to bind
 The gaping veins, lest penetrating showers,
 Or fierce sun’s ravening might, or searching blast
 Of the keen north should sear them. Well, I wot,
 He serves the fields who with his harrow breaks
 The sluggish clods, and hurdles osier-twined
 Hales o’er them; from the far Olympian height
 Him golden Ceres not in vain regards;
 And he, who having ploughed the fallow plain
 And heaved its furrowy ridges, turns once more
 Cross-wise his shattering share, with stroke on stroke
 The earth assails, and makes the field his thrall.
 Pray for wet summers and for winters fine,
 Ye husbandmen; in winter’s dust the crops
 Exceedingly rejoice, the field hath joy;
 No tilth makes Mysia lift her head so high,
 Nor Gargarus his own harvests so admire.
 Why tell of him, who, having launched his seed,
 Sets on for close encounter, and rakes smooth
 The dry dust hillocks, then on the tender corn
 Lets in the flood, whose waters follow fain;
 And when the parched field quivers, and all the blades
 Are dying, from the brow of its hill-bed,
 See! see! he lures the runnel; down it falls,
 Waking hoarse murmurs o’er the polished stones,
 And with its bubblings slakes the thirsty fields?
 Or why of him, who lest the heavy ears
 O’erweigh the stalk, while yet in tender blade
 Feeds down the crop’s luxuriance, when its growth
 First tops the furrows? Why of him who drains
 The marsh-land’s gathered ooze through soaking sand,
 Chiefly what time in treacherous moons a stream
 Goes out in spate, and with its coat of slime
 Holds all the country, whence the hollow dykes
 Sweat steaming vapour?
 But no whit the more
 For all expedients tried and travail borne
 By man and beast in turning oft the soil,
 Do greedy goose and Strymon-haunting cranes
 And succory’s bitter fibres cease to harm,
 Or shade not injure. The great Sire himself
 No easy road to husbandry assigned,
 And first was he by human skill to rouse
 The slumbering glebe, whetting the minds of men
 With care on care, nor suffering realm of his
 In drowsy sloth to stagnate. Before Jove
 Fields knew no taming hand of husbandmen;
 To mark the plain or mete with boundary-line-
 Even this was impious; for the common stock
 They gathered, and the earth of her own will
 All things more freely, no man bidding, bore.
 He to black serpents gave their venom-bane,
 And bade the wolf go prowl, and ocean toss;
 Shook from the leaves their honey, put fire away,
 And curbed the random rivers running wine,
 That use by gradual dint of thought on thought
 Might forge the various arts, with furrow’s help
 The corn-blade win, and strike out hidden fire
 From the flint’s heart. Then first the streams were ware
 Of hollowed alder-hulls: the sailor then
 Their names and numbers gave to star and star,
 Pleiads and Hyads, and Lycaon’s child
 Bright Arctos; how with nooses then was found
 To catch wild beasts, and cozen them with lime,
 And hem with hounds the mighty forest-glades.
 Soon one with hand-net scourges the broad stream,
 Probing its depths, one drags his dripping toils
 Along the main; then iron’s unbending might,
 And shrieking saw-blade,- for the men of old
 With wedges wont to cleave the splintering log;-
 Then divers arts arose; toil conquered all,
 Remorseless toil, and poverty’s shrewd push
 In times of hardship. Ceres was the first
 Set mortals on with tools to turn the sod,
 When now the awful groves ‘gan fail to bear
 Acorns and arbutes, and her wonted food
 Dodona gave no more. Soon, too, the corn
 Gat sorrow’s increase, that an evil blight
 Ate up the stalks, and thistle reared his spines
 An idler in the fields; the crops die down;
 Upsprings instead a shaggy growth of burrs
 And caltrops; and amid the corn-fields trim
 Unfruitful darnel and wild oats have sway.
 Wherefore, unless thou shalt with ceaseless rake
 The weeds pursue, with shouting scare the birds,
 Prune with thy hook the dark field’s matted shade,
 Pray down the showers, all vainly thou shalt eye,
 Alack! thy neighbour’s heaped-up harvest-mow,
 And in the greenwood from a shaken oak
 Seek solace for thine hunger.
 Now to tell
 The sturdy rustics’ weapons, what they are,
 Without which, neither can be sown nor reared
 The fruits of harvest; first the bent plough’s share
 And heavy timber, and slow-lumbering wains
 Of the Eleusinian mother, threshing-sleighs
 And drags, and harrows with their crushing weight;
 Then the cheap wicker-ware of Celeus old,
 Hurdles of arbute, and thy mystic fan,
 Iacchus; which, full tale, long ere the time
 Thou must with heed lay by, if thee await
 Not all unearned the country’s crown divine.
 While yet within the woods, the elm is tamed
 And bowed with mighty force to form the stock,
 And take the plough’s curved shape, then nigh the root
 A pole eight feet projecting, earth-boards twain,
 And share-beam with its double back they fix.
 For yoke is early hewn a linden light,
 And a tall beech for handle, from behind
 To turn the car at lowest: then o’er the hearth
 The wood they hang till the smoke knows it well.
 Many the precepts of the men of old
 I can recount thee, so thou start not back,
 And such slight cares to learn not weary thee.
 And this among the first: thy threshing-floor
 With ponderous roller must be levelled smooth,
 And wrought by hand, and fixed with binding chalk,
 Lest weeds arise, or dust a passage win
 Splitting the surface, then a thousand plagues
 Make sport of it: oft builds the tiny mouse
 Her home, and plants her granary, underground,
 Or burrow for their bed the purblind moles,
 Or toad is found in hollows, and all the swarm
 Of earth’s unsightly creatures; or a huge
 Corn-heap the weevil plunders, and the ant,
 Fearful of coming age and penury.
 Mark too, what time the walnut in the woods
 With ample bloom shall clothe her, and bow down
 Her odorous branches, if the fruit prevail,
 Like store of grain will follow, and there shall come
 A mighty winnowing-time with mighty heat;
 But if the shade with wealth of leaves abound,
 Vainly your threshing-floor will bruise the stalks
 Rich but in chaff. Many myself have seen
 Steep, as they sow, their pulse-seeds, drenching them
 With nitre and black oil-lees, that the fruit
 Might swell within the treacherous pods, and they
 Make speed to boil at howso small a fire.
 Yet, culled with caution, proved with patient toil,
 These have I seen degenerate, did not man
 Put forth his hand with power, and year by year
 Choose out the largest. So, by fate impelled,
 Speed all things to the worse, and backward borne
 Glide from us; even as who with struggling oars
 Up stream scarce pulls a shallop, if he chance
 His arms to slacken, lo! with headlong force
 The current sweeps him down the hurrying tide.
 Us too behoves Arcturus’ sign observe,
 And the Kids’ seasons and the shining Snake,
 No less than those who o’er the windy main
 Borne homeward tempt the Pontic, and the jaws
 Of oyster-rife Abydos. When the Scales
 Now poising fair the hours of sleep and day
 Give half the world to sunshine, half to shade,
 Then urge your bulls, my masters; sow the plain
 Even to the verge of tameless winter’s showers
 With barley: then, too, time it is to hide
 Your flax in earth, and poppy, Ceres’ joy,
 Aye, more than time to bend above the plough,
 While earth, yet dry, forbids not, and the clouds
 Are buoyant. With the spring comes bean-sowing;
 Thee, too, Lucerne, the crumbling furrows then
 Receive, and millet’s annual care returns,
 What time the white bull with his gilded horns
 Opens the year, before whose threatening front,
 Routed the dog-star sinks. But if it be
 For wheaten harvest and the hardy spelt,
 Thou tax the soil, to corn-ears wholly given,
 Let Atlas’ daughters hide them in the dawn,
 The Cretan star, a crown of fire, depart,
 Or e’er the furrow’s claim of seed thou quit,
 Or haste thee to entrust the whole year’s hope
 To earth that would not. Many have begun
 Ere Maia’s star be setting; these, I trow,
 Their looked-for harvest fools with empty ears.
 But if the vetch and common kidney-bean
 Thou’rt fain to sow, nor scorn to make thy care
 Pelusiac lentil, no uncertain sign
 Bootes’ fall will send thee; then begin,
 Pursue thy sowing till half the frosts be done.
 Therefore it is the golden sun, his course
 Into fixed parts dividing, rules his way
 Through the twelve constellations of the world.
 Five zones the heavens contain; whereof is one
 Aye red with flashing sunlight, fervent aye
 From fire; on either side to left and right
 Are traced the utmost twain, stiff with blue ice,
 And black with scowling storm-clouds, and betwixt
 These and the midmost, other twain there lie,
 By the Gods’ grace to heart-sick mortals given,
 And a path cleft between them, where might wheel
 On sloping plane the system of the Signs.
 And as toward Scythia and Rhipaean heights
 The world mounts upward, likewise sinks it down
 Toward Libya and the south, this pole of ours
 Still towering high, that other, ‘neath their feet,
 By dark Styx frowned on, and the abysmal shades.
 Here glides the huge Snake forth with sinuous coils
 ‘Twixt the two Bears and round them river-wise-
 The Bears that fear ‘neath Ocean’s brim to dip.
 There either, say they, reigns the eternal hush
 Of night that knows no seasons, her black pall
 Thick-mantling fold on fold; or thitherward
 From us returning Dawn brings back the day;
 And when the first breath of his panting steeds
 On us the Orient flings, that hour with them
 Red Vesper ‘gins to trim his his ‘lated fires.
 Hence under doubtful skies forebode we can
 The coming tempests, hence both harvest-day
 And seed-time, when to smite the treacherous main
 With driving oars, when launch the fair-rigged fleet,
 Or in ripe hour to fell the forest-pine.
 Hence, too, not idly do we watch the stars-
 Their rising and their setting-and the year,
 Four varying seasons to one law conformed.
 If chilly showers e’er shut the farmer’s door,
 Much that had soon with sunshine cried for haste,
 He may forestall; the ploughman batters keen
 His blunted share’s hard tooth, scoops from a tree
 His troughs, or on the cattle stamps a brand,
 Or numbers on the corn-heaps; some make sharp
 The stakes and two-pronged forks, and willow-bands
 Amerian for the bending vine prepare.
 Now let the pliant basket plaited be
 Of bramble-twigs; now set your corn to parch
 Before the fire; now bruise it with the stone.
 Nay even on holy days some tasks to ply
 Is right and lawful: this no ban forbids,
 To turn the runnel’s course, fence corn-fields in,
 Make springes for the birds, burn up the briars,
 And plunge in wholesome stream the bleating flock.
 Oft too with oil or apples plenty-cheap
 The creeping ass’s ribs his driver packs,
 And home from town returning brings instead
 A dented mill-stone or black lump of pitch.
 The moon herself in various rank assigns
 The days for labour lucky: fly the fifth;
 Then sprang pale Orcus and the Eumenides;
 Earth then in awful labour brought to light
 Coeus, Iapetus, and Typhoeus fell,
 And those sworn brethren banded to break down
 The gates of heaven; thrice, sooth to say, they strove
 Ossa on Pelion’s top to heave and heap,
 Aye, and on Ossa to up-roll amain
 Leafy Olympus; thrice with thunderbolt
 Their mountain-stair the Sire asunder smote.
 Seventh after tenth is lucky both to set
 The vine in earth, and take and tame the steer,
 And fix the leashes to the warp; the ninth
 To runagates is kinder, cross to thieves.
 Many the tasks that lightlier lend themselves
 In chilly night, or when the sun is young,
 And Dawn bedews the world. By night ’tis best
 To reap light stubble, and parched fields by night;
 For nights the suppling moisture never fails.
 And one will sit the long late watches out
 By winter fire-light, shaping with keen blade
 The torches to a point; his wife the while,
 Her tedious labour soothing with a song,
 Speeds the shrill comb along the warp, or else
 With Vulcan’s aid boils the sweet must-juice down,
 And skims with leaves the quivering cauldron’s wave.
 But ruddy Ceres in mid heat is mown,
 And in mid heat the parched ears are bruised
 Upon the floor; to plough strip, strip to sow;
 Winter’s the lazy time for husbandmen.
 In the cold season farmers wont to taste
 The increase of their toil, and yield themselves
 To mutual interchange of festal cheer.
 Boon winter bids them, and unbinds their cares,
 As laden keels, when now the port they touch,
 And happy sailors crown the sterns with flowers.
 Nathless then also time it is to strip
 Acorns from oaks, and berries from the bay,
 Olives, and bleeding myrtles, then to set
 Snares for the crane, and meshes for the stag,
 And hunt the long-eared hares, then pierce the doe
 With whirl of hempen-thonged Balearic sling,
 While snow lies deep, and streams are drifting ice.
 What need to tell of autumn’s storms and stars,
 And wherefore men must watch, when now the day
 Grows shorter, and more soft the summer’s heat?
 When Spring the rain-bringer comes rushing down,
 Or when the beards of harvest on the plain
 Bristle already, and the milky corn
 On its green stalk is swelling? Many a time,
 When now the farmer to his yellow fields
 The reaping-hind came bringing, even in act
 To lop the brittle barley stems, have I
 Seen all the windy legions clash in war
 Together, as to rend up far and wide
 The heavy corn-crop from its lowest roots,
 And toss it skyward: so might winter’s flaw,
 Dark-eddying, whirl light stalks and flying straws.
 Oft too comes looming vast along the sky
 A march of waters; mustering from above,
 The clouds roll up the tempest, heaped and grim
 With angry showers: down falls the height of heaven,
 And with a great rain floods the smiling crops,
 The oxen’s labour: now the dikes fill fast,
 And the void river-beds swell thunderously,
 And all the panting firths of Ocean boil.
 The Sire himself in midnight of the clouds
 Wields with red hand the levin; through all her bulk
 Earth at the hurly quakes; the beasts are fled,
 And mortal hearts of every kindred sunk
 In cowering terror; he with flaming brand
 Athos, or Rhodope, or Ceraunian crags
 Precipitates: then doubly raves the South
 With shower on blinding shower, and woods and coasts
 Wail fitfully beneath the mighty blast.
 This fearing, mark the months and Signs of heaven,
 Whither retires him Saturn’s icy star,
 And through what heavenly cycles wandereth
 The glowing orb Cyllenian. Before all
 Worship the Gods, and to great Ceres pay
 Her yearly dues upon the happy sward
 With sacrifice, anigh the utmost end
 Of winter, and when Spring begins to smile.
 Then lambs are fat, and wines are mellowest then;
 Then sleep is sweet, and dark the shadows fall
 Upon the mountains. Let your rustic youth
 To Ceres do obeisance, one and all;
 And for her pleasure thou mix honeycombs
 With milk and the ripe wine-god; thrice for luck
 Around the young corn let the victim go,
 And all the choir, a joyful company,
 Attend it, and with shouts bid Ceres come
 To be their house-mate; and let no man dare
 Put sickle to the ripened ears until,
 With woven oak his temples chapleted,
 He foot the rugged dance and chant the lay.
 Aye, and that these things we might win to know
 By certain tokens, heats, and showers, and winds
 That bring the frost, the Sire of all himself
 Ordained what warnings in her monthly round
 The moon should give, what bodes the south wind’s fall,
 What oft-repeated sights the herdsman seeing
 Should keep his cattle closer to their stalls.
 No sooner are the winds at point to rise,
 Than either Ocean’s firths begin to toss
 And swell, and a dry crackling sound is heard
 Upon the heights, or one loud ferment booms
 The beach afar, and through the forest goes
 A murmur multitudinous. By this
 Scarce can the billow spare the curved keels,
 When swift the sea-gulls from the middle main
 Come winging, and their shrieks are shoreward borne,
 When ocean-loving cormorants on dry land
 Besport them, and the hern, her marshy haunts
 Forsaking, mounts above the soaring cloud.
 Oft, too, when wind is toward, the stars thou’lt see
 From heaven shoot headlong, and through murky night
 Long trails of fire white-glistening in their wake,
 Or light chaff flit in air with fallen leaves,
 Or feathers on the wave-top float and play.
 But when from regions of the furious North
 It lightens, and when thunder fills the halls
 Of Eurus and of Zephyr, all the fields
 With brimming dikes are flooded, and at sea
 No mariner but furls his dripping sails.
 Never at unawares did shower annoy:
 Or, as it rises, the high-soaring cranes
 Flee to the vales before it, with face
 Upturned to heaven, the heifer snuffs the gale
 Through gaping nostrils, or about the meres
 Shrill-twittering flits the swallow, and the frogs
 Crouch in the mud and chant their dirge of old.
 Oft, too, the ant from out her inmost cells,
 Fretting the narrow path, her eggs conveys;
 Or the huge bow sucks moisture; or a host
 Of rooks from food returning in long line
 Clamour with jostling wings. Now mayst thou see
 The various ocean-fowl and those that pry
 Round Asian meads within thy fresher-pools,
 Cayster, as in eager rivalry,
 About their shoulders dash the plenteous spray,
 Now duck their head beneath the wave, now run
 Into the billows, for sheer idle joy
 Of their mad bathing-revel. Then the crow
 With full voice, good-for-naught, inviting rain,
 Stalks on the dry sand mateless and alone.
 Nor e’en the maids, that card their nightly task,
 Know not the storm-sign, when in blazing crock
 They see the lamp-oil sputtering with a growth
 Of mouldy snuff-clots.
 So too, after rain,
 Sunshine and open skies thou mayst forecast,
 And learn by tokens sure, for then nor dimmed
 Appear the stars’ keen edges, nor the moon
 As borrowing of her brother’s beams to rise,
 Nor fleecy films to float along the sky.
 Not to the sun’s warmth then upon the shore
 Do halcyons dear to Thetis ope their wings,
 Nor filthy swine take thought to toss on high
 With scattering snout the straw-wisps. But the clouds
 Seek more the vales, and rest upon the plain,
 And from the roof-top the night-owl for naught
 Watching the sunset plies her ‘lated song.
 Distinct in clearest air is Nisus seen
 Towering, and Scylla for the purple lock
 Pays dear; for whereso, as she flies, her wings
 The light air winnow, lo! fierce, implacable,
 Nisus with mighty whirr through heaven pursues;
 Where Nisus heavenward soareth, there her wings
 Clutch as she flies, the light air winnowing still.
 Soft then the voice of rooks from indrawn throat
 Thrice, four times, o’er repeated, and full oft
 On their high cradles, by some hidden joy
 Gladdened beyond their wont, in bustling throngs
 Among the leaves they riot; so sweet it is,
 When showers are spent, their own loved nests again
 And tender brood to visit. Not, I deem,
 That heaven some native wit to these assigned,
 Or fate a larger prescience, but that when
 The storm and shifting moisture of the air
 Have changed their courses, and the sky-god now,
 Wet with the south-wind, thickens what was rare,
 And what was gross releases, then, too, change
 Their spirits’ fleeting phases, and their breasts
 Feel other motions now, than when the wind
 Was driving up the cloud-rack. Hence proceeds
 That blending of the feathered choirs afield,
 The cattle’s exultation, and the rooks’
 Deep-throated triumph.
 But if the headlong sun
 And moons in order following thou regard,
 Ne’er will to-morrow’s hour deceive thee, ne’er
 Wilt thou be caught by guile of cloudless night.
 When first the moon recalls her rallying fires,
 If dark the air clipped by her crescent dim,
 For folks afield and on the open sea
 A mighty rain is brewing; but if her face
 With maiden blush she mantle, ‘twill be wind,
 For wind turns Phoebe still to ruddier gold.
 But if at her fourth rising, for ’tis that
 Gives surest counsel, clear she ride thro’ heaven
 With horns unblunted, then shall that whole day,
 And to the month’s end those that spring from it,
 Rainless and windless be, while safe ashore
 Shall sailors pay their vows to Panope,
 Glaucus, and Melicertes, Ino’s child.
 The sun too, both at rising, and when soon
 He dives beneath the waves, shall yield thee signs;
 For signs, none trustier, travel with the sun,
 Both those which in their course with dawn he brings,
 And those at star-rise. When his springing orb
 With spots he pranketh, muffled in a cloud,
 And shrinks mid-circle, then of showers beware;
 For then the South comes driving from the deep,
 To trees and crops and cattle bringing bane.
 Or when at day-break through dark clouds his rays
 Burst and are scattered, or when rising pale
 Aurora quits Tithonus’ saffron bed,
 But sorry shelter then, alack I will yield
 Vine-leaf to ripening grapes; so thick a hail
 In spiky showers spins rattling on the roof.
 And this yet more ‘twill boot thee bear in mind,
 When now, his course upon Olympus run,
 He draws to his decline: for oft we see
 Upon the sun’s own face strange colours stray;
 Dark tells of rain, of east winds fiery-red;
 If spots with ruddy fire begin to mix,
 Then all the heavens convulsed in wrath thou’lt see-
 Storm-clouds and wind together. Me that night
 Let no man bid fare forth upon the deep,
 Nor rend the rope from shore. But if, when both
 He brings again and hides the day’s return,
 Clear-orbed he shineth, idly wilt thou dread
 The storm-clouds, and beneath the lustral North
 See the woods waving. What late eve in fine
 Bears in her bosom, whence the wind that brings
 Fair-weather-clouds, or what the rain South
 Is meditating, tokens of all these
 The sun will give thee. Who dare charge the sun
 With leasing? He it is who warneth oft
 Of hidden broils at hand and treachery,
 And secret swelling of the waves of war.
 He too it was, when Caesar’s light was quenched,
 For Rome had pity, when his bright head he veiled
 In iron-hued darkness, till a godless age
 Trembled for night eternal; at that time
 Howbeit earth also, and the ocean-plains,
 And dogs obscene, and birds of evil bode
 Gave tokens. Yea, how often have we seen
 Etna, her furnace-walls asunder riven,
 In billowy floods boil o’er the Cyclops’ fields,
 And roll down globes of fire and molten rocks!
 A clash of arms through all the heaven was heard
 By Germany; strange heavings shook the Alps.
 Yea, and by many through the breathless groves
 A voice was heard with power, and wondrous-pale
 Phantoms were seen upon the dusk of night,
 And cattle spake, portentous! streams stand still,
 And the earth yawns asunder, ivory weeps
 For sorrow in the shrines, and bronzes sweat.
 Up-twirling forests with his eddying tide,
 Madly he bears them down, that lord of floods,
 Eridanus, till through all the plain are swept
 Beasts and their stalls together. At that time
 In gloomy entrails ceased not to appear
 Dark-threatening fibres, springs to trickle blood,
 And high-built cities night-long to resound
 With the wolves’ howling. Never more than then
 From skies all cloudless fell the thunderbolts,
 Nor blazed so oft the comet’s fire of bale.
 Therefore a second time Philippi saw
 The Roman hosts with kindred weapons rush
 To battle, nor did the high gods deem it hard
 That twice Emathia and the wide champaign
 Of Haemus should be fattening with our blood.
 Ay, and the time will come when there anigh,
 Heaving the earth up with his curved plough,
 Some swain will light on javelins by foul rust
 Corroded, or with ponderous harrow strike
 On empty helmets, while he gapes to see
 Bones as of giants from the trench untombed.
 Gods of my country, heroes of the soil,
 And Romulus, and Mother Vesta, thou
 Who Tuscan Tiber and Rome’s Palatine
 Preservest, this new champion at the least
 Our fallen generation to repair
 Forbid not. To the full and long ago
 Our blood thy Trojan perjuries hath paid,
 Laomedon. Long since the courts of heaven
 Begrudge us thee, our Caesar, and complain
 That thou regard’st the triumphs of mankind,
 Here where the wrong is right, the right is wrong,
 Where wars abound so many, and myriad-faced
 Is crime; where no meet honour hath the plough;
 The fields, their husbandmen led far away,
 Rot in neglect, and curved pruning-hooks
 Into the sword’s stiff blade are fused and forged.
 Euphrates here, here Germany new strife
 Is stirring; neighbouring cities are in arms,
 The laws that bound them snapped; and godless war
 Rages through all the universe; as when
 The four-horse chariots from the barriers poured
 Still quicken o’er the course, and, idly now
 Grasping the reins, the driver by his team
 Is onward borne, nor heeds the car his curb.
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Georgic IV
 

Of air-born honey, gift of heaven, I now
 Take up the tale. Upon this theme no less
 Look thou, Maecenas, with indulgent eye.
 A marvellous display of puny powers,
 High-hearted chiefs, a nation’s history,
 Its traits, its bent, its battles and its clans,
 All, each, shall pass before you, while I sing.
 Slight though the poet’s theme, not slight the praise,
 So frown not heaven, and Phoebus hear his call.
 First find your bees a settled sure abode,
 Where neither winds can enter (winds blow back
 The foragers with food returning home)
 Nor sheep and butting kids tread down the flowers,
 Nor heifer wandering wide upon the plain
 Dash off the dew, and bruise the springing blades.
 Let the gay lizard too keep far aloof
 His scale-clad body from their honied stalls,
 And the bee-eater, and what birds beside,
 And Procne smirched with blood upon the breast
 From her own murderous hands. For these roam wide
 Wasting all substance, or the bees themselves
 Strike flying, and in their beaks bear home, to glut
 Those savage nestlings with the dainty prey.
 But let clear springs and moss-green pools be near,
 And through the grass a streamlet hurrying run,
 Some palm-tree o’er the porch extend its shade,
 Or huge-grown oleaster, that in Spring,
 Their own sweet Spring-tide, when the new-made chiefs
 Lead forth the young swarms, and, escaped their comb,
 The colony comes forth to sport and play,
 The neighbouring bank may lure them from the heat,
 Or bough befriend with hospitable shade.
 O’er the mid-waters, whether swift or still,
 Cast willow-branches and big stones enow,
 Bridge after bridge, where they may footing find
 And spread their wide wings to the summer sun,
 If haply Eurus, swooping as they pause,
 Have dashed with spray or plunged them in the deep.
 And let green cassias and far-scented thymes,
 And savory with its heavy-laden breath
 Bloom round about, and violet-beds hard by
 Sip sweetness from the fertilizing springs.
 For the hive’s self, or stitched of hollow bark,
 Or from tough osier woven, let the doors
 Be strait of entrance; for stiff winter’s cold
 Congeals the honey, and heat resolves and thaws,
 To bees alike disastrous; not for naught
 So haste they to cement the tiny pores
 That pierce their walls, and fill the crevices
 With pollen from the flowers, and glean and keep
 To this same end the glue, that binds more fast
 Than bird-lime or the pitch from Ida’s pines.
 Oft too in burrowed holes, if fame be true,
 They make their cosy subterranean home,
 And deeply lodged in hollow rocks are found,
 Or in the cavern of an age-hewn tree.
 Thou not the less smear round their crannied cribs
 With warm smooth mud-coat, and strew leaves above;
 But near their home let neither yew-tree grow,
 Nor reddening crabs be roasted, and mistrust
 Deep marish-ground and mire with noisome smell,
 Or where the hollow rocks sonorous ring,
 And the word spoken buffets and rebounds.
 What more? When now the golden sun has put
 Winter to headlong flight beneath the world,
 And oped the doors of heaven with summer ray,
 Forthwith they roam the glades and forests o’er,
 Rifle the painted flowers, or sip the streams,
 Light-hovering on the surface. Hence it is
 With some sweet rapture, that we know not of,
 Their little ones they foster, hence with skill
 Work out new wax or clinging honey mould.
 So when the cage-escaped hosts you see
 Float heavenward through the hot clear air, until
 You marvel at yon dusky cloud that spreads
 And lengthens on the wind, then mark them well;
 For then ’tis ever the fresh springs they seek
 And bowery shelter: hither must you bring
 The savoury sweets I bid, and sprinkle them,
 Bruised balsam and the wax-flower’s lowly weed,
 And wake and shake the tinkling cymbals heard
 By the great Mother: on the anointed spots
 Themselves will settle, and in wonted wise
 Seek of themselves the cradle’s inmost depth.
 But if to battle they have hied them forth-
 For oft ‘twixt king and king with uproar dire
 Fierce feud arises, and at once from far
 You may discern what passion sways the mob,
 And how their hearts are throbbing for the strife;
 Hark! the hoarse brazen note that warriors know
 Chides on the loiterers, and the ear may catch
 A sound that mocks the war-trump’s broken blasts;
 Then in hot haste they muster, then flash wings,
 Sharpen their pointed beaks and knit their thews,
 And round the king, even to his royal tent,
 Throng rallying, and with shouts defy the foe.
 So, when a dry Spring and clear space is given,
 Forth from the gates they burst, they clash on high;
 A din arises; they are heaped and rolled
 Into one mighty mass, and headlong fall,
 Not denselier hail through heaven, nor pelting so
 Rains from the shaken oak its acorn-shower.
 Conspicuous by their wings the chiefs themselves
 Press through the heart of battle, and display
 A giant’s spirit in each pigmy frame,
 Steadfast no inch to yield till these or those
 The victor’s ponderous arm has turned to flight.
 Such fiery passions and such fierce assaults
 A little sprinkled dust controls and quells.
 And now, both leaders from the field recalled,
 Who hath the worser seeming, do to death,
 Lest royal waste wax burdensome, but let
 His better lord it on the empty throne.
 One with gold-burnished flakes will shine like fire,
 For twofold are their kinds, the nobler he,
 Of peerless front and lit with flashing scales;
 That other, from neglect and squalor foul,
 Drags slow a cumbrous belly. As with kings,
 So too with people, diverse is their mould,
 Some rough and loathly, as when the wayfarer
 Scapes from a whirl of dust, and scorched with heat
 Spits forth the dry grit from his parched mouth:
 The others shine forth and flash with lightning-gleam,
 Their backs all blazoned with bright drops of gold
 Symmetric: this the likelier breed; from these,
 When heaven brings round the season, thou shalt strain
 Sweet honey, nor yet so sweet as passing clear,
 And mellowing on the tongue the wine-god’s fire.
 But when the swarms fly aimlessly abroad,
 Disport themselves in heaven and spurn their cells,
 Leaving the hive unwarmed, from such vain play
 Must you refrain their volatile desires,
 Nor hard the task: tear off the monarchs’ wings;
 While these prove loiterers, none beside will dare
 Mount heaven, or pluck the standards from the camp.
 Let gardens with the breath of saffron flowers
 Allure them, and the lord of Hellespont,
 Priapus, wielder of the willow-scythe,
 Safe in his keeping hold from birds and thieves.
 And let the man to whom such cares are dear
 Himself bring thyme and pine-trees from the heights,
 And strew them in broad belts about their home;
 No hand but his the blistering task should ply,
 Plant the young slips, or shed the genial showers.
 And I myself, were I not even now
 Furling my sails, and, nigh the journey’s end,
 Eager to turn my vessel’s prow to shore,
 Perchance would sing what careful husbandry
 Makes the trim garden smile; of Paestum too,
 Whose roses bloom and fade and bloom again;
 How endives glory in the streams they drink,
 And green banks in their parsley, and how the gourd
 Twists through the grass and rounds him to paunch;
 Nor of Narcissus had my lips been dumb,
 That loiterer of the flowers, nor supple-stemmed
 Acanthus, with the praise of ivies pale,
 And myrtles clinging to the shores they love.
 For ‘neath the shade of tall Oebalia’s towers,
 Where dark Galaesus laves the yellowing fields,
 An old man once I mind me to have seen-
 From Corycus he came- to whom had fallen
 Some few poor acres of neglected land,
 And they nor fruitful’ neath the plodding steer,
 Meet for the grazing herd, nor good for vines.
 Yet he, the while his meagre garden-herbs
 Among the thorns he planted, and all round
 White lilies, vervains, and lean poppy set,
 In pride of spirit matched the wealth of kings,
 And home returning not till night was late,
 With unbought plenty heaped his board on high.
 He was the first to cull the rose in spring,
 He the ripe fruits in autumn; and ere yet
 Winter had ceased in sullen ire to rive
 The rocks with frost, and with her icy bit
 Curb in the running waters, there was he
 Plucking the rathe faint hyacinth, while he chid
 Summer’s slow footsteps and the lagging West.
 Therefore he too with earliest brooding bees
 And their full swarms o’erflowed, and first was he
 To press the bubbling honey from the comb;
 Lime-trees were his, and many a branching pine;
 And all the fruits wherewith in early bloom
 The orchard-tree had clothed her, in full tale
 Hung there, by mellowing autumn perfected.
 He too transplanted tall-grown elms a-row,
 Time-toughened pear, thorns bursting with the plum
 And plane now yielding serviceable shade
 For dry lips to drink under: but these things,
 Shut off by rigorous limits, I pass by,
 And leave for others to sing after me.
 Come, then, I will unfold the natural powers
 Great Jove himself upon the bees bestowed,
 The boon for which, led by the shrill sweet strains
 Of the Curetes and their clashing brass,
 They fed the King of heaven in Dicte’s cave.
 Alone of all things they receive and hold
 Community of offspring, and they house
 Together in one city, and beneath
 The shelter of majestic laws they live;
 And they alone fixed home and country know,
 And in the summer, warned of coming cold,
 Make proof of toil, and for the general store
 Hoard up their gathered harvesting. For some
 Watch o’er the victualling of the hive, and these
 By settled order ply their tasks afield;
 And some within the confines of their home
 Plant firm the comb’s first layer, Narcissus’ tear,
 And sticky gum oozed from the bark of trees,
 Then set the clinging wax to hang therefrom.
 Others the while lead forth the full-grown young,
 Their country’s hope, and others press and pack
 The thrice repured honey, and stretch their cells
 To bursting with the clear-strained nectar sweet.
 Some, too, the wardship of the gates befalls,
 Who watch in turn for showers and cloudy skies,
 Or ease returning labourers of their load,
 Or form a band and from their precincts drive
 The drones, a lazy herd. How glows the work!
 How sweet the honey smells of perfumed thyme
 Like the Cyclopes, when in haste they forge
 From the slow-yielding ore the thunderbolts,
 Some from the bull’s-hide bellows in and out
 Let the blasts drive, some dip i’ the water-trough
 The sputtering metal: with the anvil’s weight
 Groans Etna: they alternately in time
 With giant strength uplift their sinewy arms,
 Or twist the iron with the forceps’ grip-
 Not otherwise, to measure small with great,
 The love of getting planted in their breasts
 Goads on the bees, that haunt old Cecrops’ heights,
 Each in his sphere to labour. The old have charge
 To keep the town, and build the walled combs,
 And mould the cunning chambers; but the youth,
 Their tired legs packed with thyme, come labouring home
 Belated, for afar they range to feed
 On arbutes and the grey-green willow-leaves,
 And cassia and the crocus blushing red,
 Glue-yielding limes, and hyacinths dusky-eyed.
 One hour for rest have all, and one for toil:
 With dawn they hurry from the gates- no room
 For loiterers there: and once again, when even
 Now bids them quit their pasturing on the plain,
 Then homeward make they, then refresh their strength:
 A hum arises: hark! they buzz and buzz
 About the doors and threshold; till at length
 Safe laid to rest they hush them for the night,
 And welcome slumber laps their weary limbs.
 But from the homestead not too far they fare,
 When showers hang like to fall, nor, east winds nigh,
 Confide in heaven, but ‘neath the city walls
 Safe-circling fetch them water, or essay
 Brief out-goings, and oft weigh-up tiny stones,
 As light craft ballast in the tossing tide,
 Wherewith they poise them through the cloudy vast.
 This law of life, too, by the bees obeyed,
 Will move thy wonder, that nor sex with sex
 Yoke they in marriage, nor yield their limbs to love,
 Nor know the pangs of labour, but alone
 From leaves and honied herbs, the mothers, each,
 Gather their offspring in their mouths, alone
 Supply new kings and pigmy commonwealth,
 And their old court and waxen realm repair.
 Oft, too, while wandering, against jagged stones
 Their wings they fray, and ‘neath the burden yield
 Their liberal lives: so deep their love of flowers,
 So glorious deem they honey’s proud acquist.
 Therefore, though each a life of narrow span,
 Ne’er stretched to summers more than seven, befalls,
 Yet deathless doth the race endure, and still
 Perennial stands the fortune of their line,
 From grandsire unto grandsire backward told.
 Moreover, not Aegyptus, nor the realm
 Of boundless Lydia, no, nor Parthia’s hordes,
 Nor Median Hydaspes, to their king
 Do such obeisance: lives the king unscathed,
 One will inspires the million: is he dead,
 Snapt is the bond of fealty; they themselves
 Ravage their toil-wrought honey, and rend amain
 Their own comb’s waxen trellis. He is the lord
 Of all their labour; him with awful eye
 They reverence, and with murmuring throngs surround,
 In crowds attend, oft shoulder him on high,
 Or with their bodies shield him in the fight,
 And seek through showering wounds a glorious death.
 Led by these tokens, and with such traits to guide,
 Some say that unto bees a share is given
 Of the Divine Intelligence, and to drink
 Pure draughts of ether; for God permeates all-
 Earth, and wide ocean, and the vault of heaven-
 From whom flocks, herds, men, beasts of every kind,
 Draw each at birth the fine essential flame;
 Yea, and that all things hence to Him return,
 Brought back by dissolution, nor can death
 Find place: but, each into his starry rank,
 Alive they soar, and mount the heights of heaven.
 If now their narrow home thou wouldst unseal,
 And broach the treasures of the honey-house,
 With draught of water first toment thy lips,
 And spread before thee fumes of trailing smoke.
 Twice is the teeming produce gathered in,
 Twofold their time of harvest year by year,
 Once when Taygete the Pleiad uplifts
 Her comely forehead for the earth to see,
 With foot of scorn spurning the ocean-streams,
 Once when in gloom she flies the watery Fish,
 And dips from heaven into the wintry wave.
 Unbounded then their wrath; if hurt, they breathe
 Venom into their bite, cleave to the veins
 And let the sting lie buried, and leave their lives
 Behind them in the wound. But if you dread
 Too rigorous a winter, and would fain
 Temper the coming time, and their bruised hearts
 And broken estate to pity move thy soul,
 Yet who would fear to fumigate with thyme,
 Or cut the empty wax away? for oft
 Into their comb the newt has gnawed unseen,
 And the light-loathing beetles crammed their bed,
 And he that sits at others’ board to feast,
 The do-naught drone; or ‘gainst the unequal foe
 Swoops the fierce hornet, or the moth’s fell tribe;
 Or spider, victim of Minerva’s spite,
 Athwart the doorway hangs her swaying net.
 The more impoverished they, the keenlier all
 To mend the fallen fortunes of their race
 Will nerve them, fill the cells up, tier on tier,
 And weave their granaries from the rifled flowers.
 Now, seeing that life doth even to bee-folk bring
 Our human chances, if in dire disease
 Their bodies’ strength should languish- which anon
 By no uncertain tokens may be told-
 Forthwith the sick change hue; grim leanness mars
 Their visage; then from out the cells they bear
 Forms reft of light, and lead the mournful pomp;
 Or foot to foot about the porch they hang,
 Or within closed doors loiter, listless all
 From famine, and benumbed with shrivelling cold.
 Then is a deep note heard, a long-drawn hum,
 As when the chill South through the forests sighs,
 As when the troubled ocean hoarsely booms
 With back-swung billow, as ravening tide of fire
 Surges, shut fast within the furnace-walls.
 Then do I bid burn scented galbanum,
 And, honey-streams through reeden troughs instilled,
 Challenge and cheer their flagging appetite
 To taste the well-known food; and it shall boot
 To mix therewith the savour bruised from gall,
 And rose-leaves dried, or must to thickness boiled
 By a fierce fire, or juice of raisin-grapes
 From Psithian vine, and with its bitter smell
 Centaury, and the famed Cecropian thyme.
 There is a meadow-flower by country folk
 Hight star-wort; ’tis a plant not far to seek;
 For from one sod an ample growth it rears,
 Itself all golden, but girt with plenteous leaves,
 Where glory of purple shines through violet gloom.
 With chaplets woven hereof full oft are decked
 Heaven’s altars: harsh its taste upon the tongue;
 Shepherds in vales smooth-shorn of nibbling flocks
 By Mella’s winding waters gather it.
 The roots of this, well seethed in fragrant wine,
 Set in brimmed baskets at their doors for food.
 But if one’s whole stock fail him at a stroke,
 Nor hath he whence to breed the race anew,
 ’Tis time the wondrous secret to disclose
 Taught by the swain of Arcady, even how
 The blood of slaughtered bullocks oft has borne
 Bees from corruption. I will trace me back
 To its prime source the story’s tangled thread,
 And thence unravel. For where thy happy folk,
 Canopus, city of Pellaean fame,
 Dwell by the Nile’s lagoon-like overflow,
 And high o’er furrows they have called their own
 Skim in their painted wherries; where, hard by,
 The quivered Persian presses, and that flood
 Which from the swart-skinned Aethiop bears him down,
 Swift-parted into sevenfold branching mouths
 With black mud fattens and makes Aegypt green,
 That whole domain its welfare’s hope secure
 Rests on this art alone. And first is chosen
 A strait recess, cramped closer to this end,
 Which next with narrow roof of tiles atop
 ‘Twixt prisoning walls they pinch, and add hereto
 From the four winds four slanting window-slits.
 Then seek they from the herd a steer, whose horns
 With two years’ growth are curling, and stop fast,
 Plunge madly as he may, the panting mouth
 And nostrils twain, and done with blows to death,
 Batter his flesh to pulp i’ the hide yet whole,
 And shut the doors, and leave him there to lie.
 But ‘neath his ribs they scatter broken boughs,
 With thyme and fresh-pulled cassias: this is done
 When first the west winds bid the waters flow,
 Ere flush the meadows with new tints, and ere
 The twittering swallow buildeth from the beams.
 Meanwhile the juice within his softened bones
 Heats and ferments, and things of wondrous birth,
 Footless at first, anon with feet and wings,
 Swarm there and buzz, a marvel to behold;
 And more and more the fleeting breeze they take,
 Till, like a shower that pours from summer-clouds,
 Forth burst they, or like shafts from quivering string
 When Parthia’s flying hosts provoke the fray.
 Say what was he, what God, that fashioned forth
 This art for us, O Muses? of man’s skill
 Whence came the new adventure? From thy vale,
 Peneian Tempe, turning, bee-bereft,
 So runs the tale, by famine and disease,
 Mournful the shepherd Aristaeus stood
 Fast by the haunted river-head, and thus
 With many a plaint to her that bare him cried:
 “Mother, Cyrene, mother, who hast thy home
 Beneath this whirling flood, if he thou sayest,
 Apollo, lord of Thymbra, be my sire,
 Sprung from the Gods’ high line, why barest thou me
 With fortune’s ban for birthright? Where is now
 Thy love to me-ward banished from thy breast?
 O! wherefore didst thou bid me hope for heaven?
 Lo! even the crown of this poor mortal life,
 Which all my skilful care by field and fold,
 No art neglected, scarce had fashioned forth,
 Even this falls from me, yet thou call’st me son.
 Nay, then, arise! With thine own hands pluck up
 My fruit-plantations: on the homestead fling
 Pitiless fire; make havoc of my crops;
 Burn the young plants, and wield the stubborn axe
 Against my vines, if there hath taken the
 Such loathing of my greatness.” But that cry,
 Even from her chamber in the river-deeps,
 His mother heard: around her spun the nymphs
 Milesian wool stained through with hyaline dye,
 Drymo, Xantho, Ligea, Phyllodoce,
 Their glossy locks o’er snowy shoulders shed,
 Cydippe and Lycorias yellow-haired,
 A maiden one, one newly learned even then
 To bear Lucina’s birth-pang. Clio, too,
 And Beroe, sisters, ocean-children both,
 Both zoned with gold and girt with dappled fell,
 Ephyre and Opis, and from Asian meads
 Deiopea, and, bow at length laid by,
 Fleet-footed Arethusa. But in their midst
 Fair Clymene was telling o’er the tale
 Of Vulcan’s idle vigilance and the stealth
 Of Mars’ sweet rapine, and from Chaos old
 Counted the jostling love-joys of the Gods.
 Charmed by whose lay, the while their woolly tasks
 With spindles down they drew, yet once again
 Smote on his mother’s ears the mournful plaint
 Of Aristaeus; on their glassy thrones
 Amazement held them all; but Arethuse
 Before the rest put forth her auburn head,
 Peering above the wave-top, and from far
 Exclaimed, “Cyrene, sister, not for naught
 Scared by a groan so deep, behold! ’tis he,
 Even Aristaeus, thy heart’s fondest care,
 Here by the brink of the Peneian sire
 Stands woebegone and weeping, and by name
 Cries out upon thee for thy cruelty.”
 To whom, strange terror knocking at her heart,
 “Bring, bring him to our sight,” the mother cried;
 “His feet may tread the threshold even of Gods.”
 So saying, she bids the flood yawn wide and yield
 A pathway for his footsteps; but the wave
 Arched mountain-wise closed round him, and within
 Its mighty bosom welcomed, and let speed
 To the deep river-bed. And now, with eyes
 Of wonder gazing on his mother’s hall
 And watery kingdom and cave-prisoned pools
 And echoing groves, he went, and, stunned by that
 Stupendous whirl of waters, separate saw
 All streams beneath the mighty earth that glide,
 Phasis and Lycus, and that fountain-head
 Whence first the deep Enipeus leaps to light,
 Whence father Tiber, and whence Anio’s flood,
 And Hypanis that roars amid his rocks,
 And Mysian Caicus, and, bull-browed
 ‘Twixt either gilded horn, Eridanus,
 Than whom none other through the laughing plains
 More furious pours into the purple sea.
 Soon as the chamber’s hanging roof of stone
 Was gained, and now Cyrene from her son
 Had heard his idle weeping, in due course
 Clear water for his hands the sisters bring,
 With napkins of shorn pile, while others heap
 The board with dainties, and set on afresh
 The brimming goblets; with Panchaian fires
 Upleap the altars; then the mother spake,
 “Take beakers of Maconian wine,” she said,
 “Pour we to Ocean.” Ocean, sire of all,
 She worships, and the sister-nymphs who guard
 The hundred forests and the hundred streams;
 Thrice Vesta’s fire with nectar clear she dashed,
 Thrice to the roof-top shot the flame and shone:
 Armed with which omen she essayed to speak:
 “In Neptune’s gulf Carpathian dwells a seer,
 Caerulean Proteus, he who metes the main
 With fish-drawn chariot of two-footed steeds;
 Now visits he his native home once more,
 Pallene and the Emathian ports; to him
 We nymphs do reverence, ay, and Nereus old;
 For all things knows the seer, both those which are
 And have been, or which time hath yet to bring;
 So willed it Neptune, whose portentous flocks,
 And loathly sea-calves ‘neath the surge he feeds.
 Him first, my son, behoves thee seize and bind
 That he may all the cause of sickness show,
 And grant a prosperous end. For save by force
 No rede will he vouchsafe, nor shalt thou bend
 His soul by praying; whom once made captive, ply
 With rigorous force and fetters; against these
 His wiles will break and spend themselves in vain.
 I, when the sun has lit his noontide fires,
 When the blades thirst, and cattle love the shade,
 Myself will guide thee to the old man’s haunt,
 Whither he hies him weary from the waves,
 That thou mayst safelier steal upon his sleep.
 But when thou hast gripped him fast with hand and gyve,
 Then divers forms and bestial semblances
 Shall mock thy grasp; for sudden he will change
 To bristly boar, fell tigress, dragon scaled,
 And tawny-tufted lioness, or send forth
 A crackling sound of fire, and so shake of
 The fetters, or in showery drops anon
 Dissolve and vanish. But the more he shifts
 His endless transformations, thou, my son,
 More straitlier clench the clinging bands, until
 His body’s shape return to that thou sawest,
 When with closed eyelids first he sank to sleep.”
 So saying, an odour of ambrosial dew
 She sheds around, and all his frame therewith
 Steeps throughly; forth from his trim-combed locks
 Breathed effluence sweet, and a lithe vigour leapt
 Into his limbs. There is a cavern vast
 Scooped in the mountain-side, where wave on wave
 By the wind’s stress is driven, and breaks far up
 Its inmost creeks- safe anchorage from of old
 For tempest-taken mariners: therewithin,
 Behind a rock’s huge barrier, Proteus hides.
 Here in close covert out of the sun’s eye
 The youth she places, and herself the while
 Swathed in a shadowy mist stands far aloof.
 And now the ravening dog-star that burns up
 The thirsty Indians blazed in heaven; his course
 The fiery sun had half devoured: the blades
 Were parched, and the void streams with droughty jaws
 Baked to their mud-beds by the scorching ray,
 When Proteus seeking his accustomed cave
 Strode from the billows: round him frolicking
 The watery folk that people the waste sea
 Sprinkled the bitter brine-dew far and wide.
 Along the shore in scattered groups to feed
 The sea-calves stretch them: while the seer himself,
 Like herdsman on the hills when evening bids
 The steers from pasture to their stall repair,
 And the lambs’ bleating whets the listening wolves,
 Sits midmost on the rock and tells his tale.
 But Aristaeus, the foe within his clutch,
 Scarce suffering him compose his aged limbs,
 With a great cry leapt on him, and ere he rose
 Forestalled him with the fetters; he nathless,
 All unforgetful of his ancient craft,
 Transforms himself to every wondrous thing,
 Fire and a fearful beast, and flowing stream.
 But when no trickery found a path for flight,
 Baffled at length, to his own shape returned,
 With human lips he spake, “Who bade thee, then,
 So reckless in youth’s hardihood, affront
 Our portals? or what wouldst thou hence?”- But he,
 “Proteus, thou knowest, of thine own heart thou knowest;
 For thee there is no cheating, but cease thou
 To practise upon me: at heaven’s behest
 I for my fainting fortunes hither come
 An oracle to ask thee.” There he ceased.
 Whereat the seer, by stubborn force constrained,
 Shot forth the grey light of his gleaming eyes
 Upon him, and with fiercely gnashing teeth
 Unlocks his lips to spell the fates of heaven:
 “Doubt not ’tis wrath divine that plagues thee thus,
 Nor light the debt thou payest; ’tis Orpheus’ self,
 Orpheus unhappy by no fault of his,
 So fates prevent not, fans thy penal fires,
 Yet madly raging for his ravished bride.
 She in her haste to shun thy hot pursuit
 Along the stream, saw not the coming death,
 Where at her feet kept ward upon the bank
 In the tall grass a monstrous water-snake.
 But with their cries the Dryad-band her peers
 Filled up the mountains to their proudest peaks:
 Wailed for her fate the heights of Rhodope,
 And tall Pangaea, and, beloved of Mars,
 The land that bowed to Rhesus, Thrace no less
 With Hebrus’ stream; and Orithyia wept,
 Daughter of Acte old. But Orpheus’ self,
 Soothing his love-pain with the hollow shell,
 Thee his sweet wife on the lone shore alone,
 Thee when day dawned and when it died he sang.
 Nay to the jaws of Taenarus too he came,
 Of Dis the infernal palace, and the grove
 Grim with a horror of great darkness- came,
 Entered, and faced the Manes and the King
 Of terrors, the stone heart no prayer can tame.
 Then from the deepest deeps of Erebus,
 Wrung by his minstrelsy, the hollow shades
 Came trooping, ghostly semblances of forms
 Lost to the light, as birds by myriads hie
 To greenwood boughs for cover, when twilight-hour
 Or storms of winter chase them from the hills;
 Matrons and men, and great heroic frames
 Done with life’s service, boys, unwedded girls,
 Youths placed on pyre before their fathers’ eyes.
 Round them, with black slime choked and hideous weed,
 Cocytus winds; there lies the unlovely swamp
 Of dull dead water, and, to pen them fast,
 Styx with her ninefold barrier poured between.
 Nay, even the deep Tartarean Halls of death
 Stood lost in wonderment, and the Eumenides,
 Their brows with livid locks of serpents twined;
 Even Cerberus held his triple jaws agape,
 And, the wind hushed, Ixion’s wheel stood still.
 And now with homeward footstep he had passed
 All perils scathless, and, at length restored,
 Eurydice to realms of upper air
 Had well-nigh won, behind him following-
 So Proserpine had ruled it- when his heart
 A sudden mad desire surprised and seized-
 Meet fault to be forgiven, might Hell forgive.
 For at the very threshold of the day,
 Heedless, alas! and vanquished of resolve,
 He stopped, turned, looked upon Eurydice
 His own once more. But even with the look,
 Poured out was all his labour, broken the bond
 Of that fell tyrant, and a crash was heard
 Three times like thunder in the meres of hell.
 ‘Orpheus! what ruin hath thy frenzy wrought
 On me, alas! and thee? Lo! once again
 The unpitying fates recall me, and dark sleep
 Closes my swimming eyes. And now farewell:
 Girt with enormous night I am borne away,
 Outstretching toward thee, thine, alas! no more,
 These helpless hands.’ She spake, and suddenly,
 Like smoke dissolving into empty air,
 Passed and was sundered from his sight; nor him
 Clutching vain shadows, yearning sore to speak,
 Thenceforth beheld she, nor no second time
 Hell’s boatman brooks he pass the watery bar.
 What should he do? fly whither, twice bereaved?
 Move with what tears the Manes, with what voice
 The Powers of darkness? She indeed even now
 Death-cold was floating on the Stygian barge!
 For seven whole months unceasingly, men say,
 Beneath a skyey crag, by thy lone wave,
 Strymon, he wept, and in the caverns chill
 Unrolled his story, melting tigers’ hearts,
 And leading with his lay the oaks along.
 As in the poplar-shade a nightingale
 Mourns her lost young, which some relentless swain,
 Spying, from the nest has torn unfledged, but she
 Wails the long night, and perched upon a spray
 With sad insistence pipes her dolorous strain,
 Till all the region with her wrongs o’erflows.
 No love, no new desire, constrained his soul:
 By snow-bound Tanais and the icy north,
 Far steppes to frost Rhipaean forever wed,
 Alone he wandered, lost Eurydice
 Lamenting, and the gifts of Dis ungiven.
 Scorned by which tribute the Ciconian dames,
 Amid their awful Bacchanalian rites
 And midnight revellings, tore him limb from limb,
 And strewed his fragments over the wide fields.
 Then too, even then, what time the Hebrus stream,
 Oeagrian Hebrus, down mid-current rolled,
 Rent from the marble neck, his drifting head,
 The death-chilled tongue found yet a voice to cry
 ‘Eurydice! ah! poor Eurydice!’
 With parting breath he called her, and the banks
 From the broad stream caught up ‘Eurydice!’”
 So Proteus ending plunged into the deep,
 And, where he plunged, beneath the eddying whirl
 Churned into foam the water, and was gone;
 But not Cyrene, who unquestioned thus
 Bespake the trembling listener: “Nay, my son,
 From that sad bosom thou mayst banish care:
 Hence came that plague of sickness, hence the nymphs,
 With whom in the tall woods the dance she wove,
 Wrought on thy bees, alas! this deadly bane.
 Bend thou before the Dell-nymphs, gracious powers:
 Bring gifts, and sue for pardon: they will grant
 Peace to thine asking, and an end of wrath.
 But how to approach them will I first unfold-
 Four chosen bulls of peerless form and bulk,
 That browse to-day the green Lycaean heights,
 Pick from thy herds, as many kine to match,
 Whose necks the yoke pressed never: then for these
 Build up four altars by the lofty fanes,
 And from their throats let gush the victims’ blood,
 And in the greenwood leave their bodies lone.
 Then, when the ninth dawn hath displayed its beams,
 To Orpheus shalt thou send his funeral dues,
 Poppies of Lethe, and let slay a sheep
 Coal-black, then seek the grove again, and soon
 For pardon found adore Eurydice
 With a slain calf for victim.”
 No delay:
 The self-same hour he hies him forth to do
 His mother’s bidding: to the shrine he came,
 The appointed altars reared, and thither led
 Four chosen bulls of peerless form and bulk,
 With kine to match, that never yoke had known;
 Then, when the ninth dawn had led in the day,
 To Orpheus sent his funeral dues, and sought
 The grove once more. But sudden, strange to tell
 A portent they espy: through the oxen’s flesh,
 Waxed soft in dissolution, hark! there hum
 Bees from the belly; the rent ribs overboil
 In endless clouds they spread them, till at last
 On yon tree-top together fused they cling,
 And drop their cluster from the bending boughs.
 So sang I of the tilth of furrowed fields,
 Of flocks and trees, while Caesar’s majesty
 Launched forth the levin-bolts of war by deep
 Euphrates, and bare rule o’er willing folk
 Though vanquished, and essayed the heights of heaven.
 I Virgil then, of sweet Parthenope
 The nursling, wooed the flowery walks of peace
 Inglorious, who erst trilled for shepherd-wights
 The wanton ditty, and sang in saucy youth
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The Aeneid
 

Opening of the Epic: Book I
 

Translated by John Dryden
 

Arms, and the man I sing, who, forc’d by fate,
 And haughty Juno’s unrelenting hate,
 Expell’d and exil’d, left the Trojan shore.
 Long labors, both by sea and land, he bore,
 And in the doubtful war, before he won
 The Latian realm, and built the destin’d town;
 His banish’d gods restor’d to rites divine,
 And settled sure succession in his line,
 From whence the race of Alban fathers come,
 And the long glories of majestic Rome.
 

O Muse! the causes and the crimes relate;
 What goddess was provok’d, and whence her hate;
 For what offense the Queen of Heav’n began
 To persecute so brave, so just a man;
 Involv’d his anxious life in endless cares,
 Expos’d to wants, and hurried into wars!
 Can heav’nly minds such high resentment show,
 Or exercise their spite in human woe?
 

Against the Tiber’s mouth, but far away,
 An ancient town was seated on the sea;
 A Tyrian colony; the people made
 Stout for the war, and studious of their trade:
 Carthage the name; belov’d by Juno more
 Than her own Argos, or the Samian shore.
 Here stood her chariot; here, if Heav’n were kind,
 The seat of awful empire she design’d.
 Yet she had heard an ancient rumor fly,
 (Long cited by the people of the sky,)
 That times to come should see the Trojan race
 Her Carthage ruin, and her tow’rs deface;
 Nor thus confin’d, the yoke of sov’reign sway
 Should on the necks of all the nations lay.
 She ponder’d this, and fear’d it was in fate;
 Nor could forget the war she wag’d of late
 For conqu’ring Greece against the Trojan state.
 Besides, long causes working in her mind,
 And secret seeds of envy, lay behind;
 Deep graven in her heart the doom remain’d
 Of partial Paris, and her form disdain’d;
 The grace bestow’d on ravish’d Ganymed,
 Electra’s glories, and her injur’d bed.
 Each was a cause alone; and all combin’d
 To kindle vengeance in her haughty mind.
 For this, far distant from the Latian coast
 She drove the remnants of the Trojan host;
 And sev’n long years th’ unhappy wand’ring train
 Were toss’d by storms, and scatter’d thro’ the main.
 Such time, such toil, requir’d the Roman name,
 Such length of labor for so vast a frame.
 

Now scarce the Trojan fleet, with sails and oars,
 Had left behind the fair Sicilian shores,
 Ent’ring with cheerful shouts the wat’ry reign,
 And plowing frothy furrows in the main;
 When, lab’ring still with endless discontent,
 The Queen of Heav’n did thus her fury vent:
 

“Then am I vanquish’d? must I yield?” said she,
 “And must the Trojans reign in Italy?
 So Fate will have it, and Jove adds his force;
 Nor can my pow’r divert their happy course.
 Could angry Pallas, with revengeful spleen,
 The Grecian navy burn, and drown the men?
 She, for the fault of one offending foe,
 The bolts of Jove himself presum’d to throw:
 With whirlwinds from beneath she toss’d the ship,
 And bare expos’d the bosom of the deep;
 Then, as an eagle gripes the trembling game,
 The wretch, yet hissing with her father’s flame,
 She strongly seiz’d, and with a burning wound
 Transfix’d, and naked, on a rock she bound.
 But I, who walk in awful state above,
 The majesty of heav’n, the sister wife of Jove,
 For length of years my fruitless force employ
 Against the thin remains of ruin’d Troy!
 What nations now to Juno’s pow’r will pray,
 Or off’rings on my slighted altars lay?”
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The Sack of Troy: Book II
 

All were attentive to the godlike man,
 When from his lofty couch he thus began:
 “Great queen, what you command me to relate
 Renews the sad remembrance of our fate:
 An empire from its old foundations rent,
 And ev’ry woe the Trojans underwent;
 A peopled city made a desart place;
 All that I saw, and part of which I was:
 Not ev’n the hardest of our foes could hear,
 Nor stern Ulysses tell without a tear.
 And now the latter watch of wasting night,
 And setting stars, to kindly rest invite;
 But, since you take such int’rest in our woe,
 And Troy’s disastrous end desire to know,
 I will restrain my tears, and briefly tell
 What in our last and fatal night befell.
 

“By destiny compell’d, and in despair,
 The Greeks grew weary of the tedious war,
 And by Minerva’s aid a fabric rear’d,
 Which like a steed of monstrous height appear’d:
 The sides were plank’d with pine; they feign’d it made
 For their return, and this the vow they paid.
 Thus they pretend, but in the hollow side
 Selected numbers of their soldiers hide:
 With inward arms the dire machine they load,
 And iron bowels stuff the dark abode.
 In sight of Troy lies Tenedos, an isle
 (While Fortune did on Priam’s empire smile)
 Renown’d for wealth; but, since, a faithless bay,
 Where ships expos’d to wind and weather lay.
 There was their fleet conceal’d. We thought, for Greece
 Their sails were hoisted, and our fears release.
 The Trojans, coop’d within their walls so long,
 Unbar their gates, and issue in a throng,
 Like swarming bees, and with delight survey
 The camp deserted, where the Grecians lay:
 The quarters of the sev’ral chiefs they show’d;
 Here Phoenix, here Achilles, made abode;
 Here join’d the battles; there the navy rode.
 Part on the pile their wond’ring eyes employ:
 The pile by Pallas rais’d to ruin Troy.
 Thymoetes first (‘t is doubtful whether hir’d,
 Or so the Trojan destiny requir’d)
 Mov’d that the ramparts might be broken down,
 To lodge the monster fabric in the town.
 But Capys, and the rest of sounder mind,
 The fatal present to the flames designed,
 Or to the wat’ry deep; at least to bore
 The hollow sides, and hidden frauds explore.
 The giddy vulgar, as their fancies guide,
 With noise say nothing, and in parts divide.
 Laocoon, follow’d by a num’rous crowd,
 Ran from the fort, and cried, from far, aloud:
 ‘O wretched countrymen! what fury reigns?
 What more than madness has possess’d your brains?
 Think you the Grecians from your coasts are gone?
 And are Ulysses’ arts no better known?
 This hollow fabric either must inclose,
 Within its blind recess, our secret foes;
 Or ‘t is an engine rais’d above the town,
 T’ o’erlook the walls, and then to batter down.
 Somewhat is sure design’d, by fraud or force:
 Trust not their presents, nor admit the horse.’
 Thus having said, against the steed he threw
 His forceful spear, which, hissing as flew,
 Pierc’d thro’ the yielding planks of jointed wood,
 And trembling in the hollow belly stood.
 The sides, transpierc’d, return a rattling sound,
 And groans of Greeks inclos’d come issuing thro’ the wound
 And, had not Heav’n the fall of Troy design’d,
 Or had not men been fated to be blind,
 Enough was said and done t’inspire a better mind.
 Then had our lances pierc’d the treach’rous wood,
 And Ilian tow’rs and Priam’s empire stood.
 Meantime, with shouts, the Trojan shepherds bring
 A captive Greek, in bands, before the king;
 Taken to take; who made himself their prey,
 T’ impose on their belief, and Troy betray;
 Fix’d on his aim, and obstinately bent
 To die undaunted, or to circumvent.
 About the captive, tides of Trojans flow;
 All press to see, and some insult the foe.
 Now hear how well the Greeks their wiles disguis’d;
 Behold a nation in a man compris’d.
 Trembling the miscreant stood, unarm’d and bound;
 He star’d, and roll’d his haggard eyes around,
 Then said: ‘Alas! what earth remains, what sea
 Is open to receive unhappy me?
 What fate a wretched fugitive attends,
 Scorn’d by my foes, abandon’d by my friends?’
 He said, and sigh’d, and cast a rueful eye:
 Our pity kindles, and our passions die.
 We cheer youth to make his own defense,
 And freely tell us what he was, and whence:
 What news he could impart, we long to know,
 And what to credit from a captive foe.
 

“His fear at length dismiss’d, he said: ‘Whate’er
 My fate ordains, my words shall be sincere:
 I neither can nor dare my birth disclaim;
 Greece is my country, Sinon is my name.
 Tho’ plung’d by Fortune’s pow’r in misery,
 ‘T is not in Fortune’s pow’r to make me lie.
 If any chance has hither brought the name
 Of Palamedes, not unknown to fame,
 Who suffer’d from the malice of the times,
 Accus’d and sentenc’d for pretended crimes,
 Because these fatal wars he would prevent;
 Whose death the wretched Greeks too late lament-
 Me, then a boy, my father, poor and bare
 Of other means, committed to his care,
 His kinsman and companion in the war.
 While Fortune favor’d, while his arms support
 The cause, and rul’d the counsels, of the court,
 I made some figure there; nor was my name
 Obscure, nor I without my share of fame.
 But when Ulysses, with fallacious arts,
 Had made impression in the people’s hearts,
 And forg’d a treason in my patron’s name
 (I speak of things too far divulg’d by fame),
 My kinsman fell. Then I, without support,
 In private mourn’d his loss, and left the court.
 Mad as I was, I could not bear his fate
 With silent grief, but loudly blam’d the state,
 And curs’d the direful author of my woes.
 ‘T was told again; and hence my ruin rose.
 I threaten’d, if indulgent Heav’n once more
 Would land me safely on my native shore,
 His death with double vengeance to restore.
 This mov’d the murderer’s hate; and soon ensued
 Th’ effects of malice from a man so proud.
 Ambiguous rumors thro’ the camp he spread,
 And sought, by treason, my devoted head;
 New crimes invented; left unturn’d no stone,
 To make my guilt appear, and hide his own;
 Till Calchas was by force and threat’ning wrought-
 But why- why dwell I on that anxious thought?
 If on my nation just revenge you seek,
 And ‘t is t’ appear a foe, t’ appear a Greek;
 Already you my name and country know;
 Assuage your thirst of blood, and strike the blow:
 My death will both the kingly brothers please,
 And set insatiate Ithacus at ease.’
 This fair unfinish’d tale, these broken starts,
 Rais’d expectations in our longing hearts:
 Unknowing as we were in Grecian arts.
 His former trembling once again renew’d,
 With acted fear, the villain thus pursued:
 

“‘Long had the Grecians (tir’d with fruitless care,
 And wearied with an unsuccessful war)
 Resolv’d to raise the siege, and leave the town;
 And, had the gods permitted, they had gone;
 But oft the wintry seas and southern winds
 Withstood their passage home, and chang’d their minds.
 Portents and prodigies their souls amaz’d;
 But most, when this stupendous pile was rais’d:
 Then flaming meteors, hung in air, were seen,
 And thunders rattled thro’ a sky serene.
 Dismay’d, and fearful of some dire event,
 Eurypylus t’ enquire their fate was sent.
 He from the gods this dreadful answer brought:
 

“O Grecians, when the Trojan shores you sought,
 Your passage with a virgin’s blood was bought:
 So must your safe return be bought again,
 And Grecian blood once more atone the main.”
 The spreading rumor round the people ran;
 All fear’d, and each believ’d himself the man.
 Ulysses took th’ advantage of their fright;
 Call’d Calchas, and produc’d in open sight:
 Then bade him name the wretch, ordain’d by fate
 The public victim, to redeem the state.
 Already some presag’d the dire event,
 And saw what sacrifice Ulysses meant.
 For twice five days the good old seer withstood
 Th’ intended treason, and was dumb to blood,
 Till, tir’d, with endless clamors and pursuit
 Of Ithacus, he stood no longer mute;
 But, as it was agreed, pronounc’d that I
 Was destin’d by the wrathful gods to die.
 All prais’d the sentence, pleas’d the storm should fall
 On one alone, whose fury threaten’d all.
 The dismal day was come; the priests prepare
 Their leaven’d cakes, and fillets for my hair.
 I follow’d nature’s laws, and must avow
 I broke my bonds and fled the fatal blow.
 Hid in a weedy lake all night I lay,
 Secure of safety when they sail’d away.
 But now what further hopes for me remain,
 To see my friends, or native soil, again;
 My tender infants, or my careful sire,
 Whom they returning will to death require;
 Will perpetrate on them their first design,
 And take the forfeit of their heads for mine?
 Which, O! if pity mortal minds can move,
 If there be faith below, or gods above,
 If innocence and truth can claim desert,
 Ye Trojans, from an injur’d wretch avert.’
 

“False tears true pity move; the king commands
 To loose his fetters, and unbind his hands:
 Then adds these friendly words: ‘Dismiss thy fears;
 Forget the Greeks; be mine as thou wert theirs.
 But truly tell, was it for force or guile,
 Or some religious end, you rais’d the pile?’
 Thus said the king. He, full of fraudful arts,
 This well-invented tale for truth imparts:
 ‘Ye lamps of heav’n!’ he said, and lifted high
 His hands now free, ‘thou venerable sky!
 Inviolable pow’rs, ador’d with dread!
 Ye fatal fillets, that once bound this head!
 Ye sacred altars, from whose flames I fled!
 Be all of you adjur’d; and grant I may,
 Without a crime, th’ ungrateful Greeks betray,
 Reveal the secrets of the guilty state,
 And justly punish whom I justly hate!
 But you, O king, preserve the faith you gave,
 If I, to save myself, your empire save.
 The Grecian hopes, and all th’ attempts they made,
 Were only founded on Minerva’s aid.
 But from the time when impious Diomede,
 And false Ulysses, that inventive head,
 Her fatal image from the temple drew,
 The sleeping guardians of the castle slew,
 Her virgin statue with their bloody hands
 Polluted, and profan’d her holy bands;
 From thence the tide of fortune left their shore,
 And ebb’d much faster than it flow’d before:
 Their courage languish’d, as their hopes decay’d;
 And Pallas, now averse, refus’d her aid.
 Nor did the goddess doubtfully declare
 Her alter’d mind and alienated care.
 When first her fatal image touch’d the ground,
 She sternly cast her glaring eyes around,
 That sparkled as they roll’d, and seem’d to threat:
 Her heav’nly limbs distill’d a briny sweat.
 Thrice from the ground she leap’d, was seen to wield
 Her brandish’d lance, and shake her horrid shield.
 Then Calchas bade our host for flight
 And hope no conquest from the tedious war,
 Till first they sail’d for Greece; with pray’rs besought
 Her injur’d pow’r, and better omens brought.
 And now their navy plows the wat’ry main,
 Yet soon expect it on your shores again,
 With Pallas pleas’d; as Calchas did ordain.
 But first, to reconcile the blue-ey’d maid
 For her stol’n statue and her tow’r betray’d,
 Warn’d by the seer, to her offended name
 We rais’d and dedicate this wondrous frame,
 So lofty, lest thro’ your forbidden gates
 It pass, and intercept our better fates:
 For, once admitted there, our hopes are lost;
 And Troy may then a new Palladium boast;
 For so religion and the gods ordain,
 That, if you violate with hands profane
 Minerva’s gift, your town in flames shall burn,
 (Which omen, O ye gods, on Graecia turn!)
 But if it climb, with your assisting hands,
 The Trojan walls, and in the city stands;
 Then Troy shall Argos and Mycenae burn,
 And the reverse of fate on us return.’
 

“With such deceits he gain’d their easy hearts,
 Too prone to credit his perfidious arts.
 What Diomede, nor Thetis’ greater son,
 A thousand ships, nor ten years’ siege, had done-
 False tears and fawning words the city won.
 

“A greater omen, and of worse portent,
 Did our unwary minds with fear torment,
 Concurring to produce the dire event.
 Laocoon, Neptune’s priest by lot that year,
 With solemn pomp then sacrific’d a steer;
 When, dreadful to behold, from sea we spied
 Two serpents, rank’d abreast, the seas divide,
 And smoothly sweep along the swelling tide.
 Their flaming crests above the waves they show;
 Their bellies seem to burn the seas below;
 Their speckled tails advance to steer their course,
 And on the sounding shore the flying billows force.
 And now the strand, and now the plain they held;
 Their ardent eyes with bloody streaks were fill’d;
 Their nimble tongues they brandish’d as they came,
 And lick’d their hissing jaws, that sputter’d flame.
 We fled amaz’d; their destin’d way they take,
 And to Laocoon and his children make;
 And first around the tender boys they wind,
 Then with their sharpen’d fangs their limbs and bodies grind.
 The wretched father, running to their aid
 With pious haste, but vain, they next invade;
 Twice round his waist their winding volumes roll’d;
 And twice about his gasping throat they fold.
 The priest thus doubly chok’d, their crests divide,
 And tow’ring o’er his head in triumph ride.
 With both his hands he labors at the knots;
 His holy fillets the blue venom blots;
 His roaring fills the flitting air around.
 Thus, when an ox receives a glancing wound,
 He breaks his bands, the fatal altar flies,
 And with loud bellowings breaks the yielding skies.
 Their tasks perform’d, the serpents quit their prey,
 And to the tow’r of Pallas make their way:
 Couch’d at her feet, they lie protected there
 By her large buckler and protended spear.
 Amazement seizes all; the gen’ral cry
 Proclaims Laocoon justly doom’d to die,
 Whose hand the will of Pallas had withstood,
 And dared to violate the sacred wood.
 All vote t’ admit the steed, that vows be paid
 And incense offer’d to th’ offended maid.
 A spacious breach is made; the town lies bare;
 Some hoisting-levers, some the wheels prepare
 And fasten to the horse’s feet; the rest
 With cables haul along th’ unwieldly beast.
 Each on his fellow for assistance calls;
 At length the fatal fabric mounts the walls,
 Big with destruction. Boys with chaplets crown’d,
 And choirs of virgins, sing and dance around.
 Thus rais’d aloft, and then descending down,
 It enters o’er our heads, and threats the town.
 O sacred city, built by hands divine!
 O valiant heroes of the Trojan line!
 Four times he struck: as oft the clashing sound
 Of arms was heard, and inward groans rebound.
 Yet, mad with zeal, and blinded with our fate,
 We haul along the horse in solemn state;
 Then place the dire portent within the tow’r.
 Cassandra cried, and curs’d th’ unhappy hour;
 Foretold our fate; but, by the god’s decree,
 All heard, and none believ’d the prophecy.
 With branches we the fanes adorn, and waste,
 In jollity, the day ordain’d to be the last.
 Meantime the rapid heav’ns roll’d down the light,
 And on the shaded ocean rush’d the night;
 Our men, secure, nor guards nor sentries held,
 But easy sleep their weary limbs compell’d.
 The Grecians had embark’d their naval pow’rs
 From Tenedos, and sought our well-known shores,
 Safe under covert of the silent night,
 And guided by th’ imperial galley’s light;
 When Sinon, favor’d by the partial gods,
 Unlock’d the horse, and op’d his dark abodes;
 Restor’d to vital air our hidden foes,
 Who joyful from their long confinement rose.
 Tysander bold, and Sthenelus their guide,
 And dire Ulysses down the cable slide:
 Then Thoas, Athamas, and Pyrrhus haste;
 Nor was the Podalirian hero last,
 Nor injur’d Menelaus, nor the fam’d
 Epeus, who the fatal engine fram’d.
 A nameless crowd succeed; their forces join
 T’ invade the town, oppress’d with sleep and wine.
 Those few they find awake first meet their fate;
 Then to their fellows they unbar the gate.
 

“‘T was in the dead of night, when sleep repairs
 Our bodies worn with toils, our minds with cares,
 When Hector’s ghost before my sight appears:
 A bloody shroud he seem’d, and bath’d in tears;
 Such as he was, when, by Pelides slain,
 Thessalian coursers dragg’d him o’er the plain.
 Swoln were his feet, as when the thongs were thrust
 Thro’ the bor’d holes; his body black with dust;
 Unlike that Hector who return’d from toils
 Of war, triumphant, in Aeacian spoils,
 Or him who made the fainting Greeks retire,
 And launch’d against their navy Phrygian fire.
 His hair and beard stood stiffen’d with his gore;
 And all the wounds he for his country bore
 Now stream’d afresh, and with new purple ran.
 I wept to see the visionary man,
 And, while my trance continued, thus began:
 ‘O light of Trojans, and support of Troy,
 Thy father’s champion, and thy country’s joy!
 O, long expected by thy friends! from whence
 Art thou so late return’d for our defense?
 Do we behold thee, wearied as we are
 With length of labors, and with toils of war?
 After so many fun’rals of thy own
 Art thou restor’d to thy declining town?
 But say, what wounds are these? What new disgrace
 Deforms the manly features of thy face?’
 

“To this the specter no reply did frame,
 But answer’d to the cause for which he came,
 And, groaning from the bottom of his breast,
 This warning in these mournful words express’d:
 ‘O goddess-born! escape, by timely flight,
 The flames and horrors of this fatal night.
 The foes already have possess’d the wall;
 Troy nods from high, and totters to her fall.
 Enough is paid to Priam’s royal name,
 More than enough to duty and to fame.
 If by a mortal hand my father’s throne
 Could be defended, ‘t was by mine alone.
 Now Troy to thee commends her future state,
 And gives her gods companions of thy fate:
 From their assistance walls expect,
 Which, wand’ring long, at last thou shalt erect.’
 He said, and brought me, from their blest abodes,
 The venerable statues of the gods,
 With ancient Vesta from the sacred choir,
 The wreaths and relics of th’ immortal fire.
 

“Now peals of shouts come thund’ring from afar,
 Cries, threats, and loud laments, and mingled war:
 The noise approaches, tho’ our palace stood
 Aloof from streets, encompass’d with a wood.
 Louder, and yet more loud, I hear th’ alarms
 Of human cries distinct, and clashing arms.
 Fear broke my slumbers; I no longer stay,
 But mount the terrace, thence the town survey,
 And hearken what the frightful sounds convey.
 Thus, when a flood of fire by wind is borne,
 Crackling it rolls, and mows the standing corn;
 Or deluges, descending on the plains,
 Sweep o’er the yellow year, destroy the pains
 Of lab’ring oxen and the peasant’s gains;
 Unroot the forest oaks, and bear away
 Flocks, folds, and trees, and undistinguish’d prey:
 The shepherd climbs the cliff, and sees from far
 The wasteful ravage of the wat’ry war.
 Then Hector’s faith was manifestly clear’d,
 And Grecian frauds in open light appear’d.
 The palace of Deiphobus ascends
 In smoky flames, and catches on his friends.
 Ucalegon burns next: the seas are bright
 With splendor not their own, and shine with Trojan light.
 New clamors and new clangors now arise,
 The sound of trumpets mix’d with fighting cries.
 With frenzy seiz’d, I run to meet th’ alarms,
 Resolv’d on death, resolv’d to die in arms,
 But first to gather friends, with them t’ oppose
 (If fortune favor’d) and repel the foes;
 Spurr’d by my courage, by my country fir’d,
 With sense of honor and revenge inspir’d.
 

“Pantheus, Apollo’s priest, a sacred name,
 Had scap’d the Grecian swords, and pass’d the flame:
 With relics loaden. to my doors he fled,
 And by the hand his tender grandson led.
 ‘What hope, O Pantheus? whither can we run?
 Where make a stand? and what may yet be done?’
 Scarce had I said, when Pantheus, with a groan:
 ‘Troy is no more, and Ilium was a town!
 The fatal day, th’ appointed hour, is come,
 When wrathful Jove’s irrevocable doom
 Transfers the Trojan state to Grecian hands.
 The fire consumes the town, the foe commands;
 And armed hosts, an unexpected force,
 Break from the bowels of the fatal horse.
 Within the gates, proud Sinon throws about
 The flames; and foes for entrance press without,
 With thousand others, whom I fear to name,
 More than from Argos or Mycenae came.
 To sev’ral posts their parties they divide;
 Some block the narrow streets, some scour the wide:
 The bold they kill, th’ unwary they surprise;
 Who fights finds death, and death finds him who flies.
 The warders of the gate but scarce maintain
 Th’ unequal combat, and resist in vain.’
 

“I heard; and Heav’n, that well-born souls inspires,
 Prompts me thro’ lifted swords and rising fires
 To run where clashing arms and clamor calls,
 And rush undaunted to defend the walls.
 Ripheus and Iph’itus by my side engage,
 For valor one renown’d, and one for age.
 Dymas and Hypanis by moonlight knew
 My motions and my mien, and to my party drew;
 With young Coroebus, who by love was led
 To win renown and fair Cassandra’s bed,
 And lately brought his troops to Priam’s aid,
 Forewarn’d in vain by the prophetic maid.
 Whom when I saw resolv’d in arms to fall,
 And that one spirit animated all:
 ‘Brave souls!’ said I,- ‘but brave, alas! in vain-
 Come, finish what our cruel fates ordain.
 You see the desp’rate state of our affairs,
 And heav’n’s protecting pow’rs are deaf to pray’rs.
 The passive gods behold the Greeks defile
 Their temples, and abandon to the spoil
 Their own abodes: we, feeble few, conspire
 To save a sinking town, involv’d in fire.
 Then let us fall, but fall amidst our foes:
 Despair of life the means of living shows.’
 So bold a speech incourag’d their desire
 Of death, and added fuel to their fire.
 

“As hungry wolves, with raging appetite,
 Scour thro’ the fields, nor fear the stormy night-
 Their whelps at home expect the promis’d food,
 And long to temper their dry chaps in blood-
 So rush’d we forth at once; resolv’d to die,
 Resolv’d, in death, the last extremes to try.
 We leave the narrow lanes behind, and dare
 Th’ unequal combat in the public square:
 Night was our friend; our leader was despair.
 What tongue can tell the slaughter of that night?
 What eyes can weep the sorrows and affright?
 An ancient and imperial city falls:
 The streets are fill’d with frequent funerals;
 Houses and holy temples float in blood,
 And hostile nations make a common flood.
 Not only Trojans fall; but, in their turn,
 The vanquish’d triumph, and the victors mourn.
 Ours take new courage from despair and night:
 Confus’d the fortune is, confus’d the fight.
 All parts resound with tumults, plaints, and fears;
 And grisly Death in sundry shapes appears.
 Androgeos fell among us, with his band,
 Who thought us Grecians newly come to land.
 ‘From whence,’ said he, ‘my friends, this long delay?
 You loiter, while the spoils are borne away:
 Our ships are laden with the Trojan store;
 And you, like truants, come too late ashore.’
 He said, but soon corrected his mistake,
 Found, by the doubtful answers which we make:
 Amaz’d, he would have shunn’d th’ unequal fight;
 But we, more num’rous, intercept his flight.
 As when some peasant, in a bushy brake,
 Has with unwary footing press’d a snake;
 He starts aside, astonish’d, when he spies
 His rising crest, blue neck, and rolling eyes;
 So from our arms surpris’d Androgeos flies.
 In vain; for him and his we compass’d round,
 Possess’d with fear, unknowing of the ground,
 And of their lives an easy conquest found.
 Thus Fortune on our first endeavor smil’d.
 Coroebus then, with youthful hopes beguil’d,
 Swoln with success, and a daring mind,
 This new invention fatally design’d.
 ‘My friends,’ said he, ‘since Fortune shows the way,
 ‘T is fit we should th’ auspicious guide obey.
 For what has she these Grecian arms bestow’d,
 But their destruction, and the Trojans’ good?
 Then change we shields, and their devices bear:
 Let fraud supply the want of force in war.
 They find us arms.’ This said, himself he dress’d
 In dead Androgeos’ spoils, his upper vest,
 His painted buckler, and his plumy crest.
 Thus Ripheus, Dymas, all the Trojan train,
 Lay down their own attire, and strip the slain.
 Mix’d with the Greeks, we go with ill presage,
 Flatter’d with hopes to glut our greedy rage;
 Unknown, assaulting whom we blindly meet,
 And strew with Grecian carcasses the street.
 Thus while their straggling parties we defeat,
 Some to the shore and safer ships retreat;
 And some, oppress’d with more ignoble fear,
 Remount the hollow horse, and pant in secret there.
 

“But, ah! what use of valor can be made,
 When heav’n’s propitious pow’rs refuse their aid!
 Behold the royal prophetess, the fair
 Cassandra, dragg’d by her dishevel’d hair,
 Whom not Minerva’s shrine, nor sacred bands,
 In safety could protect from sacrilegious hands:
 On heav’n she cast her eyes, she sigh’d, she cried-
 ‘T was all she could- her tender arms were tied.
 So sad a sight Coroebus could not bear;
 But, fir’d with rage, distracted with despair,
 Amid the barb’rous ravishers he flew:
 Our leader’s rash example we pursue.
 But storms of stones, from the proud temple’s height,
 Pour down, and on our batter’d helms alight:
 We from our friends receiv’d this fatal blow,
 Who thought us Grecians, as we seem’d in show.
 They aim at the mistaken crests, from high;
 And ours beneath the pond’rous ruin lie.
 Then, mov’d with anger and disdain, to see
 Their troops dispers’d, the royal virgin free,
 The Grecians rally, and their pow’rs unite,
 With fury charge us, and renew the fight.
 The brother kings with Ajax join their force,
 And the whole squadron of Thessalian horse.
 

“Thus, when the rival winds their quarrel try,
 Contending for the kingdom of the sky,
 South, east, and west, on airy coursers borne;
 The whirlwind gathers, and the woods are torn:
 Then Nereus strikes the deep; the billows rise,
 And, mix’d with ooze and sand, pollute the skies.
 The troops we squander’d first again appear
 From several quarters, and enclose the rear.
 They first observe, and to the rest betray,
 Our diff’rent speech; our borrow’d arms survey.
 Oppress’d with odds, we fall; Coroebus first,
 At Pallas’ altar, by Peneleus pierc’d.
 Then Ripheus follow’d, in th’ unequal fight;
 Just of his word, observant of the right:
 Heav’n thought not so. Dymas their fate attends,
 With Hypanis, mistaken by their friends.
 Nor, Pantheus, thee, thy miter, nor the bands
 Of awful Phoebus, sav’d from impious hands.
 Ye Trojan flames, your testimony bear,
 What I perform’d, and what I suffer’d there;
 No sword avoiding in the fatal strife,
 Expos’d to death, and prodigal of life;
 Witness, ye heavens! I live not by my fault:
 I strove to have deserv’d the death I sought.
 But, when I could not fight, and would have died,
 Borne off to distance by the growing tide,
 Old Iphitus and I were hurried thence,
 With Pelias wounded, and without defense.
 New clamors from th’ invested palace ring:
 We run to die, or disengage the king.
 So hot th’ assault, so high the tumult rose,
 While ours defend, and while the Greeks oppose
 As all the Dardan and Argolic race
 Had been contracted in that narrow space;
 Or as all Ilium else were void of fear,
 And tumult, war, and slaughter, only there.
 Their targets in a tortoise cast, the foes,
 Secure advancing, to the turrets rose:
 Some mount the scaling ladders; some, more bold,
 Swerve upwards, and by posts and pillars hold;
 Their left hand gripes their bucklers in th’ ascent,
 While with their right they seize the battlement.
 From their demolish’d tow’rs the Trojans throw
 Huge heaps of stones, that, falling, crush the foe;
 And heavy beams and rafters from the sides
 (Such arms their last necessity provides)
 And gilded roofs, come tumbling from on high,
 The marks of state and ancient royalty.
 The guards below, fix’d in the pass, attend
 The charge undaunted, and the gate defend.
 Renew’d in courage with recover’d breath,
 A second time we ran to tempt our death,
 To clear the palace from the foe, succeed
 The weary living, and revenge the dead.
 

“A postern door, yet unobserv’d and free,
 Join’d by the length of a blind gallery,
 To the king’s closet led: a way well known
 To Hector’s wife, while Priam held the throne,
 Thro’ which she brought Astyanax, unseen,
 To cheer his grandsire and his grandsire’s queen.
 Thro’ this we pass, and mount the tow’r, from whence
 With unavailing arms the Trojans make defense.
 From this the trembling king had oft descried
 The Grecian camp, and saw their navy ride.
 Beams from its lofty height with swords we hew,
 Then, wrenching with our hands, th’ assault renew;
 And, where the rafters on the columns meet,
 We push them headlong with our arms and feet.
 The lightning flies not swifter than the fall,
 Nor thunder louder than the ruin’d wall:
 Down goes the top at once; the Greeks beneath
 Are piecemeal torn, or pounded into death.
 Yet more succeed, and more to death are sent;
 We cease not from above, nor they below relent.
 Before the gate stood Pyrrhus, threat’ning loud,
 With glitt’ring arms conspicuous in the crowd.
 So shines, renew’d in youth, the crested snake,
 Who slept the winter in a thorny brake,
 And, casting off his slough when spring returns,
 Now looks aloft, and with new glory burns;
 Restor’d with poisonous herbs, his ardent sides
 Reflect the sun; and rais’d on spires he rides;
 High o’er the grass, hissing he rolls along,
 And brandishes by fits his forky tongue.
 Proud Periphas, and fierce Automedon,
 His father’s charioteer, together run
 To force the gate; the Scyrian infantry
 Rush on in crowds, and the barr’d passage free.
 Ent’ring the court, with shouts the skies they rend;
 And flaming firebrands to the roofs ascend.
 Himself, among the foremost, deals his blows,
 And with his ax repeated strokes bestows
 On the strong doors; then all their shoulders ply,
 Till from the posts the brazen hinges fly.
 He hews apace; the double bars at length
 Yield to his ax and unresisted strength.
 A mighty breach is made: the rooms conceal’d
 Appear, and all the palace is reveal’d;
 The halls of audience, and of public state,
 And where the lonely queen in secret sate.
 Arm’d soldiers now by trembling maids are seen,
 With not a door, and scarce a space, between.
 The house is fill’d with loud laments and cries,
 And shrieks of women rend the vaulted skies;
 The fearful matrons run from place to place,
 And kiss the thresholds, and the posts embrace.
 The fatal work inhuman Pyrrhus plies,
 And all his father sparkles in his eyes;
 Nor bars, nor fighting guards, his force sustain:
 The bars are broken, and the guards are slain.
 In rush the Greeks, and all the apartments fill;
 Those few defendants whom they find, they kill.
 Not with so fierce a rage the foaming flood
 Roars, when he finds his rapid course withstood;
 Bears down the dams with unresisted sway,
 And sweeps the cattle and the cots away.
 These eyes beheld him when he march’d between
 The brother kings: I saw th’ unhappy queen,
 The hundred wives, and where old Priam stood,
 To stain his hallow’d altar with his brood.
 The fifty nuptial beds (such hopes had he,
 So large a promise, of a progeny),
 The posts, of plated gold, and hung with spoils,
 Fell the reward of the proud victor’s toils.
 Where’er the raging fire had left a space,
 The Grecians enter and possess the place.
 

“Perhaps you may of Priam’s fate enquire.
 He, when he saw his regal town on fire,
 His ruin’d palace, and his ent’ring foes,
 On ev’ry side inevitable woes,
 In arms, disus’d, invests his limbs, decay’d,
 Like them, with age; a late and useless aid.
 His feeble shoulders scarce the weight sustain;
 Loaded, not arm’d, he creeps along with pain,
 Despairing of success, ambitious to be slain!
 Uncover’d but by heav’n, there stood in view
 An altar; near the hearth a laurel grew,
 Dodder’d with age, whose boughs encompass round
 The household gods, and shade the holy ground.
 Here Hecuba, with all her helpless train
 Of dames, for shelter sought, but sought in vain.
 Driv’n like a flock of doves along the sky,
 Their images they hug, and to their altars fly.
 The Queen, when she beheld her trembling lord,
 And hanging by his side a heavy sword,
 ‘What rage,’ she cried, ‘has seiz’d my husband’s mind?
 What arms are these, and to what use design’d?
 These times want other aids! Were Hector here,
 Ev’n Hector now in vain, like Priam, would appear.
 With us, one common shelter thou shalt find,
 Or in one common fate with us be join’d.’
 She said, and with a last salute embrac’d
 The poor old man, and by the laurel plac’d.
 Behold! Polites, one of Priam’s sons,
 Pursued by Pyrrhus, there for safety runs.
 Thro’ swords and foes, amaz’d and hurt, he flies
 Thro’ empty courts and open galleries.
 Him Pyrrhus, urging with his lance, pursues,
 And often reaches, and his thrusts renews.
 The youth, transfix’d, with lamentable cries,
 Expires before his wretched parent’s eyes:
 Whom gasping at his feet when Priam saw,
 The fear of death gave place to nature’s law;
 And, shaking more with anger than with age,
 ‘The gods,’ said he, ‘requite thy brutal rage!
 As sure they will, barbarian, sure they must,
 If there be gods in heav’n, and gods be just-
 Who tak’st in wrongs an insolent delight;
 With a son’s death t’ infect a father’s sight.
 Not he, whom thou and lying fame conspire
 To call thee his- not he, thy vaunted sire,
 Thus us’d my wretched age: the gods he fear’d,
 The laws of nature and of nations heard.
 He cheer’d my sorrows, and, for sums of gold,
 The bloodless carcass of my Hector sold;
 Pitied the woes a parent underwent,
 And sent me back in safety from his tent.’
 

“This said, his feeble hand a javelin threw,
 Which, flutt’ring, seem’d to loiter as it flew:
 Just, and but barely, to the mark it held,
 And faintly tinkled on the brazen shield.
 

“Then Pyrrhus thus: ‘Go thou from me to fate,
 And to my father my foul deeds relate.
 Now die!’ With that he dragg’d the trembling sire,
 Slidd’ring thro’ clotter’d blood and holy mire,
 (The mingled paste his murder’d son had made,)
 Haul’d from beneath the violated shade,
 And on the sacred pile the royal victim laid.
 His right hand held his bloody falchion bare,
 His left he twisted in his hoary hair;
 Then, with a speeding thrust, his heart he found:
 The lukewarm blood came rushing thro’ the wound,
 And sanguine streams distain’d the sacred ground.
 Thus Priam fell, and shar’d one common fate
 With Troy in ashes, and his ruin’d state:
 He, who the scepter of all Asia sway’d,
 Whom monarchs like domestic slaves obey’d.
 On the bleak shore now lies th’ abandon’d king,
 A headless carcass, and a nameless thing.
 

“Then, not before, I felt my cruddled blood
 Congeal with fear, my hair with horror stood:
 My father’s image fill’d my pious mind,
 Lest equal years might equal fortune find.
 Again I thought on my forsaken wife,
 And trembled for my son’s abandon’d life.
 I look’d about, but found myself alone,
 Deserted at my need! My friends were gone.
 Some spent with toil, some with despair oppress’d,
 Leap’d headlong from the heights; the flames consum’d the rest.
 Thus, wand’ring in my way, without a guide,
 The graceless Helen in the porch I spied
 Of Vesta’s temple; there she lurk’d alone;
 Muffled she sate, and, what she could, unknown:
 But, by the flames that cast their blaze around,
 That common bane of Greece and Troy I found.
 For Ilium burnt, she dreads the Trojan sword;
 More dreads the vengeance of her injur’d lord;
 Ev’n by those gods who refug’d her abhorr’d.
 Trembling with rage, the strumpet I regard,
 Resolv’d to give her guilt the due reward:
 ‘Shall she triumphant sail before the wind,
 And leave in flames unhappy Troy behind?
 Shall she her kingdom and her friends review,
 In state attended with a captive crew,
 While unreveng’d the good old Priam falls,
 And Grecian fires consume the Trojan walls?
 For this the Phrygian fields and Xanthian flood
 Were swell’d with bodies, and were drunk with blood?
 ‘T is true, a soldier can small honor gain,
 And boast no conquest, from a woman slain:
 Yet shall the fact not pass without applause,
 Of vengeance taken in so just a cause;
 The punish’d crime shall set my soul at ease,
 And murm’ring manes of my friends appease.’
 Thus while I rave, a gleam of pleasing light
 Spread o’er the place; and, shining heav’nly bright,
 My mother stood reveal’d before my sight
 Never so radiant did her eyes appear;
 Not her own star confess’d a light so clear:
 Great in her charms, as when on gods above
 She looks, and breathes herself into their love.
 She held my hand, the destin’d blow to break;
 Then from her rosy lips began to speak:
 ‘My son, from whence this madness, this neglect
 Of my commands, and those whom I protect?
 Why this unmanly rage? Recall to mind
 Whom you forsake, what pledges leave behind.
 Look if your helpless father yet survive,
 Or if Ascanius or Creusa live.
 Around your house the greedy Grecians err;
 And these had perish’d in the nightly war,
 But for my presence and protecting care.
 Not Helen’s face, nor Paris, was in fault;
 But by the gods was this destruction brought.
 Now cast your eyes around, while I dissolve
 The mists and films that mortal eyes involve,
 Purge from your sight the dross, and make you see
 The shape of each avenging deity.
 Enlighten’d thus, my just commands fulfil,
 Nor fear obedience to your mother’s will.
 Where yon disorder’d heap of ruin lies,
 Stones rent from stones; where clouds of dust arise-
 Amid that smother Neptune holds his place,
 Below the wall’s foundation drives his mace,
 And heaves the building from the solid base.
 Look where, in arms, imperial Juno stands
 Full in the Scaean gate, with loud commands,
 Urging on shore the tardy Grecian bands.
 See! Pallas, of her snaky buckler proud,
 Bestrides the tow’r, refulgent thro’ the cloud:
 See! Jove new courage to the foe supplies,
 And arms against the town the partial deities.
 Haste hence, my son; this fruitless labor end:
 Haste, where your trembling spouse and sire attend:
 Haste; and a mother’s care your passage shall befriend.’
 She said, and swiftly vanish’d from my sight,
 Obscure in clouds and gloomy shades of night.
 I look’d, I listen’d; dreadful sounds I hear;
 And the dire forms of hostile gods appear.
 Troy sunk in flames I saw (nor could prevent),
 And Ilium from its old foundations rent;
 Rent like a mountain ash, which dar’d the winds,
 And stood the sturdy strokes of lab’ring hinds.
 About the roots the cruel ax resounds;
 The stumps are pierc’d with oft-repeated wounds:
 The war is felt on high; the nodding crown
 Now threats a fall, and throws the leafy honors down.
 To their united force it yields, tho’ late,
 And mourns with mortal groans th’ approaching fate:
 The roots no more their upper load sustain;
 But down she falls, and spreads a ruin thro’ the plain.
 

“Descending thence, I scape thro’ foes and fire:
 Before the goddess, foes and flames retire.
 Arriv’d at home, he, for whose only sake,
 Or most for his, such toils I undertake,
 The good Anchises, whom, by timely flight,
 I purpos’d to secure on Ida’s height,
 Refus’d the journey, resolute to die
 And add his fun’rals to the fate of Troy,
 Rather than exile and old age sustain.
 ‘Go you, whose blood runs warm in ev’ry vein.
 Had Heav’n decreed that I should life enjoy,
 Heav’n had decreed to save unhappy Troy.
 ‘T is, sure, enough, if not too much, for one,
 Twice to have seen our Ilium overthrown.
 Make haste to save the poor remaining crew,
 And give this useless corpse a long adieu.
 These weak old hands suffice to stop my breath;
 At least the pitying foes will aid my death,
 To take my spoils, and leave my body bare:
 As for my sepulcher, let Heav’n take care.
 ‘T is long since I, for my celestial wife
 Loath’d by the gods, have dragg’d a ling’ring life;
 Since ev’ry hour and moment I expire,
 Blasted from heav’n by Jove’s avenging fire.’
 This oft repeated, he stood fix’d to die:
 Myself, my wife, my son, my family,
 Intreat, pray, beg, and raise a doleful cry-
 ‘What, will he still persist, on death resolve,
 And in his ruin all his house involve!’
 He still persists his reasons to maintain;
 Our pray’rs, our tears, our loud laments, are vain.
 

“Urg’d by despair, again I go to try
 The fate of arms, resolv’d in fight to die:
 ‘What hope remains, but what my death must give?
 Can I, without so dear a father, live?
 You term it prudence, what I baseness call:
 Could such a word from such a parent fall?
 If Fortune please, and so the gods ordain,
 That nothing should of ruin’d Troy remain,
 And you conspire with Fortune to be slain,
 The way to death is wide, th’ approaches near:
 For soon relentless Pyrrhus will appear,
 Reeking with Priam’s blood- the wretch who slew
 The son (inhuman) in the father’s view,
 And then the sire himself to the dire altar drew.
 O goddess mother, give me back to Fate;
 Your gift was undesir’d, and came too late!
 Did you, for this, unhappy me convey
 Thro’ foes and fires, to see my house a prey?
 Shall I my father, wife, and son behold,
 Welt’ring in blood, each other’s arms infold?
 Haste! gird my sword, tho’ spent and overcome:
 ‘T is the last summons to receive our doom.
 I hear thee, Fate; and I obey thy call!
 Not unreveng’d the foe shall see my fall.
 Restore me to the yet unfinish’d fight:
 My death is wanting to conclude the night.’
 Arm’d once again, my glitt’ring sword I wield,
 While th’ other hand sustains my weighty shield,
 And forth I rush to seek th’ abandon’d field.
 I went; but sad Creusa stopp’d my way,
 And cross the threshold in my passage lay,
 Embrac’d my knees, and, when I would have gone,
 Shew’d me my feeble sire and tender son:
 ‘If death be your design, at least,’ said she,
 ‘Take us along to share your destiny.
 If any farther hopes in arms remain,
 This place, these pledges of your love, maintain.
 To whom do you expose your father’s life,
 Your son’s, and mine, your now forgotten wife!’
 While thus she fills the house with clam’rous cries,
 Our hearing is diverted by our eyes:
 For, while I held my son, in the short space
 Betwixt our kisses and our last embrace;
 Strange to relate, from young Iulus’ head
 A lambent flame arose, which gently spread
 Around his brows, and on his temples fed.
 Amaz’d, with running water we prepare
 To quench the sacred fire, and slake his hair;
 But old Anchises, vers’d in omens, rear’d
 His hands to heav’n, and this request preferr’d:
 ‘If any vows, almighty Jove, can bend
 Thy will; if piety can pray’rs commend,
 Confirm the glad presage which thou art pleas’d to send.’
 Scarce had he said, when, on our left, we hear
 A peal of rattling thunder roll in air:
 There shot a streaming lamp along the sky,
 Which on the winged lightning seem’d to fly;
 From o’er the roof the blaze began to move,
 And, trailing, vanish’d in th’ Idaean grove.
 It swept a path in heav’n, and shone a guide,
 Then in a steaming stench of sulphur died.
 

“The good old man with suppliant hands implor’d
 The gods’ protection, and their star ador’d.
 ‘Now, now,’ said he, ‘my son, no more delay!
 I yield, I follow where Heav’n shews the way.
 Keep, O my country gods, our dwelling place,
 And guard this relic of the Trojan race,
 This tender child! These omens are your own,
 And you can yet restore the ruin’d town.
 At least accomplish what your signs foreshow:
 I stand resign’d, and am prepar’d to go.’
 

“He said. The crackling flames appear on high.
 And driving sparkles dance along the sky.
 With Vulcan’s rage the rising winds conspire,
 And near our palace roll the flood of fire.
 ‘Haste, my dear father, (‘t is no time to wait,)
 And load my shoulders with a willing freight.
 Whate’er befalls, your life shall be my care;
 One death, or one deliv’rance, we will share.
 My hand shall lead our little son; and you,
 My faithful consort, shall our steps pursue.
 Next, you, my servants, heed my strict commands:
 Without the walls a ruin’d temple stands,
 To Ceres hallow’d once; a cypress nigh
 Shoots up her venerable head on high,
 By long religion kept; there bend your feet,
 And in divided parties let us meet.
 Our country gods, the relics, and the bands,
 Hold you, my father, in your guiltless hands:
 In me ‘t is impious holy things to bear,
 Red as I am with slaughter, new from war,
 Till in some living stream I cleanse the guilt
 Of dire debate, and blood in battle spilt.’
 Thus, ord’ring all that prudence could provide,
 I clothe my shoulders with a lion’s hide
 And yellow spoils; then, on my bending back,
 The welcome load of my dear father take;
 While on my better hand Ascanius hung,
 And with unequal paces tripp’d along.
 Creusa kept behind; by choice we stray
 Thro’ ev’ry dark and ev’ry devious way.
 I, who so bold and dauntless, just before,
 The Grecian darts and shock of lances bore,
 At ev’ry shadow now am seiz’d with fear,
 Not for myself, but for the charge I bear;
 Till, near the ruin’d gate arriv’d at last,
 Secure, and deeming all the danger past,
 A frightful noise of trampling feet we hear.
 My father, looking thro’ the shades, with fear,
 Cried out: ‘Haste, haste, my son, the foes are nigh;
 Their swords and shining armor I descry.’
 Some hostile god, for some unknown offense,
 Had sure bereft my mind of better sense;
 For, while thro’ winding ways I took my flight,
 And sought the shelter of the gloomy night,
 Alas! I lost Creusa: hard to tell
 If by her fatal destiny she fell,
 Or weary sate, or wander’d with affright;
 But she was lost for ever to my sight.
 I knew not, or reflected, till I meet
 My friends, at Ceres’ now deserted seat.
 We met: not one was wanting; only she
 Deceiv’d her friends, her son, and wretched me.
 

“What mad expressions did my tongue refuse!
 Whom did I not, of gods or men, accuse!
 This was the fatal blow, that pain’d me more
 Than all I felt from ruin’d Troy before.
 Stung with my loss, and raving with despair,
 Abandoning my now forgotten care,
 Of counsel, comfort, and of hope bereft,
 My sire, my son, my country gods I left.
 In shining armor once again I sheathe
 My limbs, not feeling wounds, nor fearing death.
 Then headlong to the burning walls I run,
 And seek the danger I was forc’d to shun.
 I tread my former tracks; thro’ night explore
 Each passage, ev’ry street I cross’d before.
 All things were full of horror and affright,
 And dreadful ev’n the silence of the night.
 Then to my father’s house I make repair,
 With some small glimpse of hope to find her there.
 Instead of her, the cruel Greeks I met;
 The house was fill’d with foes, with flames beset.
 Driv’n on the wings of winds, whole sheets of fire,
 Thro’ air transported, to the roofs aspire.
 From thence to Priam’s palace I resort,
 And search the citadel and desart court.
 Then, unobserv’d, I pass by Juno’s church:
 A guard of Grecians had possess’d the porch;
 There Phoenix and Ulysses watch prey,
 And thither all the wealth of Troy convey:
 The spoils which they from ransack’d houses brought,
 And golden bowls from burning altars caught,
 The tables of the gods, the purple vests,
 The people’s treasure, and the pomp of priests.
 A rank of wretched youths, with pinion’d hands,
 And captive matrons, in long order stands.
 Then, with ungovern’d madness, I proclaim,
 Thro’ all the silent street, Creusa’s name:
 Creusa still I call; at length she hears,
 And sudden thro’ the shades of night appears-
 Appears, no more Creusa, nor my wife,
 But a pale specter, larger than the life.
 Aghast, astonish’d, and struck dumb with fear,
 I stood; like bristles rose my stiffen’d hair.
 Then thus the ghost began to soothe my grief
 ‘Nor tears, nor cries, can give the dead relief.
 Desist, my much-lov’d lord,’t indulge your pain;
 You bear no more than what the gods ordain.
 My fates permit me not from hence to fly;
 Nor he, the great controller of the sky.
 Long wand’ring ways for you the pow’rs decree;
 On land hard labors, and a length of sea.
 Then, after many painful years are past,
 On Latium’s happy shore you shall be cast,
 Where gentle Tiber from his bed beholds
 The flow’ry meadows, and the feeding folds.
 There end your toils; and there your fates provide
 A quiet kingdom, and a royal bride:
 There fortune shall the Trojan line restore,
 And you for lost Creusa weep no more.
 Fear not that I shall watch, with servile shame,
 Th’ imperious looks of some proud Grecian dame;
 Or, stooping to the victor’s lust, disgrace
 My goddess mother, or my royal race.
 And now, farewell! The parent of the gods
 Restrains my fleeting soul in her abodes:
 I trust our common issue to your care.’
 She said, and gliding pass’d unseen in air.
 I strove to speak: but horror tied my tongue;
 And thrice about her neck my arms I flung,
 And, thrice deceiv’d, on vain embraces hung.
 Light as an empty dream at break of day,
 Or as a blast of wind, she rush’d away.
 

“Thus having pass’d the night in fruitless pain,
 I to my longing friends return again,
 Amaz’d th’ augmented number to behold,
 Of men and matrons mix’d, of young and old;
 A wretched exil’d crew together brought,
 With arms appointed, and with treasure fraught,
 Resolv’d, and willing, under my command,
 To run all hazards both of sea and land.
 The Morn began, from Ida, to display
 Her rosy cheeks; and Phosphor led the day:
 Before the gates the Grecians took their post,
 And all pretense of late relief was lost.
 I yield to Fate, unwillingly retire,
 And, loaded, up the hill convey my sire.”
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Dido’s Appeal to Aeneas and Her Death: Book IV
 

But soon the queen perceives the thin disguise:
 (What arts can blind a jealous woman’s eyes!)
 She was the first to find the secret fraud,
 Before the fatal news was blaz’d abroad.
 Love the first motions of the lover hears,
 Quick to presage, and ev’n in safety fears.
 Nor impious Fame was wanting to report
 The ships repair’d, the Trojans’ thick resort,
 And purpose to forsake the Tyrian court.
 Frantic with fear, impatient of the wound,
 And impotent of mind, she roves the city round.
 Less wild the Bacchanalian dames appear,
 When, from afar, their nightly god they hear,
 And howl about the hills, and shake the wreathy spear.
 At length she finds the dear perfidious man;
 Prevents his form’d excuse, and thus began:
 “Base and ungrateful! could you hope to fly,
 And undiscover’d scape a lover’s eye?
 Nor could my kindness your compassion move.
 Nor plighted vows, nor dearer bands of love?
 Or is the death of a despairing queen
 Not worth preventing, tho’ too well foreseen?
 Ev’n when the wintry winds command your stay,
 You dare the tempests, and defy the sea.
 False as you are, suppose you were not bound
 To lands unknown, and foreign coasts to sound;
 Were Troy restor’d, and Priam’s happy reign,
 Now durst you tempt, for Troy, the raging main?
 See whom you fly! am I the foe you shun?
 Now, by those holy vows, so late begun,
 By this right hand, (since I have nothing more
 To challenge, but the faith you gave before;)
 I beg you by these tears too truly shed,
 By the new pleasures of our nuptial bed;
 If ever Dido, when you most were kind,
 Were pleasing in your eyes, or touch’d your mind;
 By these my pray’rs, if pray’rs may yet have place,
 Pity the fortunes of a falling race.
 For you I have provok’d a tyrant’s hate,
 Incens’d the Libyan and the Tyrian state;
 For you alone I suffer in my fame,
 Bereft of honor, and expos’d to shame.
 Whom have I now to trust, ungrateful guest?
 (That only name remains of all the rest!)
 What have I left? or whither can I fly?
 Must I attend Pygmalion’s cruelty,
 Or till Hyarba shall in triumph lead
 A queen that proudly scorn’d his proffer’d bed?
 Had you deferr’d, at least, your hasty flight,
 And left behind some pledge of our delight,
 Some babe to bless the mother’s mournful sight,
 Some young Aeneas, to supply your place,
 Whose features might express his father’s face;
 I should not then complain to live bereft
 Of all my husband, or be wholly left.”
 

Here paus’d the queen. Unmov’d he holds his eyes,
 By Jove’s command; nor suffer’d love to rise,
 Tho’ heaving in his heart; and thus at length replies:
 “Fair queen, you never can enough repeat
 Your boundless favors, or I own my debt;
 Nor can my mind forget Eliza’s name,
 While vital breath inspires this mortal frame.
 This only let me speak in my defense:
 I never hop’d a secret flight from hence,
 Much less pretended to the lawful claim
 Of sacred nuptials, or a husband’s name.
 For, if indulgent Heav’n would leave me free,
 And not submit my life to fate’s decree,
 My choice would lead me to the Trojan shore,
 Those relics to review, their dust adore,
 And Priam’s ruin’d palace to restore.
 But now the Delphian oracle commands,
 And fate invites me to the Latian lands.
 That is the promis’d place to which I steer,
 And all my vows are terminated there.
 If you, a Tyrian, and a stranger born,
 With walls and tow’rs a Libyan town adorn,
 Why may not we- like you, a foreign race-
 Like you, seek shelter in a foreign place?
 As often as the night obscures the skies
 With humid shades, or twinkling stars arise,
 Anchises’ angry ghost in dreams appears,
 Chides my delay, and fills my soul with fears;
 And young Ascanius justly may complain
 Of his defrauded and destin’d reign.
 Ev’n now the herald of the gods appear’d:
 Waking I saw him, and his message heard.
 From Jove he came commission’d, heav’nly bright
 With radiant beams, and manifest to sight
 (The sender and the sent I both attest)
 These walls he enter’d, and those words express’d.
 Fair queen, oppose not what the gods command;
 Forc’d by my fate, I leave your happy land.”
 

Thus while he spoke, already she began,
 With sparkling eyes, to view the guilty man;
 From head to foot survey’d his person o’er,
 Nor longer these outrageous threats forebore:
 “False as thou art, and, more than false, forsworn!
 Not sprung from noble blood, nor goddess-born,
 But hewn from harden’d entrails of a rock!
 And rough Hyrcanian tigers gave thee suck!
 Why should I fawn? what have I worse to fear?
 Did he once look, or lent a list’ning ear,
 Sigh’d when I sobb’d, or shed one kindly tear?-
 All symptoms of a base ungrateful mind,
 So foul, that, which is worse, ’tis hard to find.
 Of man’s injustice why should I complain?
 The gods, and Jove himself, behold in vain
 Triumphant treason; yet no thunder flies,
 Nor Juno views my wrongs with equal eyes;
 Faithless is earth, and faithless are the skies!
 Justice is fled, and Truth is now no more!
 I sav’d the shipwrack’d exile on my shore;
 With needful food his hungry Trojans fed;
 I took the traitor to my throne and bed:
 Fool that I was- ‘t is little to repeat
 The rest- I stor’d and rigg’d his ruin’d fleet.
 I rave, I rave! A god’s command he pleads,
 And makes Heav’n accessary to his deeds.
 Now Lycian lots, and now the Delian god,
 Now Hermes is employ’d from Jove’s abode,
 To warn him hence; as if the peaceful state
 Of heav’nly pow’rs were touch’d with human fate!
 But go! thy flight no longer I detain-
 Go seek thy promis’d kingdom thro’ the main!
 Yet, if the heav’ns will hear my pious vow,
 The faithless waves, not half so false as thou,
 Or secret sands, shall sepulchers afford
 To thy proud vessels, and their perjur’d lord.
 Then shalt thou call on injur’d Dido’s name:
 Dido shall come in a black sulph’ry flame,
 When death has once dissolv’d her mortal frame;
 Shall smile to see the traitor vainly weep:
 Her angry ghost, arising from the deep,
 Shall haunt thee waking, and disturb thy sleep.
 At least my shade thy punishment shall know,
 And Fame shall spread the pleasing news below.”
 

Abruptly here she stops; then turns away
 Her loathing eyes, and shuns the sight of day.
 Amaz’d he stood, revolving in his mind
 What speech to frame, and what excuse to find.
 Her fearful maids their fainting mistress led,
 And softly laid her on her ivory bed.
 

But good Aeneas, tho’ he much desir’d
 To give that pity which her grief requir’d;
 Tho’ much he mourn’d, and labor’d with his love,
 Resolv’d at length, obeys the will of Jove;
 Reviews his forces: they with early care
 Unmoor their vessels, and for sea prepare.
 The fleet is soon afloat, in all its pride,
 And well-calk’d galleys in the harbor ride.
 Then oaks for oars they fell’d; or, as they stood,
 Of its green arms despoil’d the growing wood,
 Studious of flight. The beach is cover’d o’er
 With Trojan bands, that blacken all the shore:
 On ev’ry side are seen, descending down,
 Thick swarms of soldiers, loaden from the town.
 Thus, in battalia, march embodied ants,
 Fearful of winter, and of future wants,
 T’ invade the corn, and to their cells convey
 The plunder’d forage of their yellow prey.
 The sable troops, along the narrow tracks,
 Scarce bear the weighty burthen on their backs:
 Some set their shoulders to the pond’rous grain;
 Some guard the spoil; some lash the lagging train;
 All ply their sev’ral tasks, and equal toil sustain.
 

What pangs the tender breast of Dido tore,
 When, from the tow’r, she saw the cover’d shore,
 And heard the shouts of sailors from afar,
 Mix’d with the murmurs of the wat’ry war!
 All-pow’rful Love! what changes canst thou cause
 In human hearts, subjected to thy laws!
 Once more her haughty soul the tyrant bends:
 To pray’rs and mean submissions she descends.
 No female arts or aids she left untried,
 Nor counsels unexplor’d, before she died.
 “Look, Anna! look! the Trojans crowd to sea;
 They spread their canvas, and their anchors weigh.
 The shouting crew their ships with garlands bind,
 Invoke the sea gods, and invite the wind.
 Could I have thought this threat’ning blow so near,
 My tender soul had been forewarn’d to bear.
 But do not you my last request deny;
 With yon perfidious man your int’rest try,
 And bring me news, if I must live or die.
 You are his fav’rite; you alone can find
 The dark recesses of his inmost mind:
 In all his trusted secrets you have part,
 And know the soft approaches to his heart.
 Haste then, and humbly seek my haughty foe;
 Tell him, I did not with the Grecians go,
 Nor did my fleet against his friends employ,
 Nor swore the ruin of unhappy Troy,
 Nor mov’d with hands profane his father’s dust:
 Why should he then reject a suit so just!
 Whom does he shun, and whither would he fly!
 Can he this last, this only pray’r deny!
 Let him at least his dang’rous flight delay,
 Wait better winds, and hope a calmer sea.
 The nuptials he disclaims I urge no more:
 Let him pursue the promis’d Latian shore.
 A short delay is all I ask him now;
 A pause of grief, an interval from woe,
 Till my soft soul be temper’d to sustain
 Accustom’d sorrows, and inur’d to pain.
 If you in pity grant this one request,
 My death shall glut the hatred of his breast.”
 This mournful message pious Anna bears,
 And seconds with her own her sister’s tears:
 But all her arts are still employ’d in vain;
 Again she comes, and is refus’d again.
 His harden’d heart nor pray’rs nor threat’nings move;
 Fate, and the god, had stopp’d his ears to love.
 

As, when the winds their airy quarrel try,
 Justling from ev’ry quarter of the sky,
 This way and that the mountain oak they bend,
 His boughs they shatter, and his branches rend;
 With leaves and falling mast they spread the ground;
 The hollow valleys echo to the sound:
 Unmov’d, the royal plant their fury mocks,
 Or, shaken, clings more closely to the rocks;
 Far as he shoots his tow’ring head on high,
 So deep in earth his fix’d foundations lie.
 No less a storm the Trojan hero bears;
 Thick messages and loud complaints he hears,
 And bandied words, still beating on his ears.
 Sighs, groans, and tears proclaim his inward pains;
 But the firm purpose of his heart remains.
 

The wretched queen, pursued by cruel fate,
 Begins at length the light of heav’n to hate,
 And loathes to live. Then dire portents she sees,
 To hasten on the death her soul decrees:
 Strange to relate! for when, before the shrine,
 She pours in sacrifice the purple wine,
 The purple wine is turn’d to putrid blood,
 And the white offer’d milk converts to mud.
 This dire presage, to her alone reveal’d,
 From all, and ev’n her sister, she conceal’d.
 A marble temple stood within the grove,
 Sacred to death, and to her murther’d love;
 That honor’d chapel she had hung around
 With snowy fleeces, and with garlands crown’d:
 Oft, when she visited this lonely dome,
 Strange voices issued from her husband’s tomb;
 She thought she heard him summon her away,
 Invite her to his grave, and chide her stay.
 Hourly ‘t is heard, when with a boding note
 The solitary screech owl strains her throat,
 And, on a chimney’s top, or turret’s height,
 With songs obscene disturbs the silence of the night.
 Besides, old prophecies augment her fears;
 And stern Aeneas in her dreams appears,
 Disdainful as by day: she seems, alone,
 To wander in her sleep, thro’ ways unknown,
 Guideless and dark; or, in a desart plain,
 To seek her subjects, and to seek in vain:
 Like Pentheus, when, distracted with his fear,
 He saw two suns, and double Thebes, appear;
 Or mad Orestes, when his mother’s ghost
 Full in his face infernal torches toss’d,
 And shook her snaky locks: he shuns the sight,
 Flies o’er the stage, surpris’d with mortal fright;
 The Furies guard the door and intercept his flight.
 

Now, sinking underneath a load of grief,
 From death alone she seeks her last relief;
 The time and means resolv’d within her breast,
 She to her mournful sister thus address’d
 (Dissembling hope, her cloudy front she clears,
 And a false vigor in her eyes appears):
 “Rejoice!” she said. “Instructed from above,
 My lover I shall gain, or lose my love.
 Nigh rising Atlas, next the falling sun,
 Long tracts of Ethiopian climates run:
 There a Massylian priestess I have found,
 Honor’d for age, for magic arts renown’d:
 Th’ Hesperian temple was her trusted care;
 ‘T was she supplied the wakeful dragon’s fare.
 She poppy seeds in honey taught to steep,
 Reclaim’d his rage, and sooth’d him into sleep.
 She watch’d the golden fruit; her charms unbind
 The chains of love, or fix them on the mind:
 She stops the torrents, leaves the channel dry,
 Repels the stars, and backward bears the sky.
 The yawning earth rebellows to her call,
 Pale ghosts ascend, and mountain ashes fall.
 Witness, ye gods, and thou my better part,
 How loth I am to try this impious art!
 Within the secret court, with silent care,
 Erect a lofty pile, expos’d in air:
 Hang on the topmost part the Trojan vest,
 Spoils, arms, and presents, of my faithless guest.
 Next, under these, the bridal bed be plac’d,
 Where I my ruin in his arms embrac’d:
 All relics of the wretch are doom’d to fire;
 For so the priestess and her charms require.”
 

Thus far she said, and farther speech forbears;
 A mortal paleness in her face appears:
 Yet the mistrustless Anna could not find
 The secret fun’ral in these rites design’d;
 Nor thought so dire a rage possess’d her mind.
 Unknowing of a train conceal’d so well,
 She fear’d no worse than when Sichaeus fell;
 Therefore obeys. The fatal pile they rear,
 Within the secret court, expos’d in air.
 The cloven holms and pines are heap’d on high,
 And garlands on the hollow spaces lie.
 Sad cypress, vervain, yew, compose the wreath,
 And ev’ry baleful green denoting death.
 The queen, determin’d to the fatal deed,
 The spoils and sword he left, in order spread,
 And the man’s image on the nuptial bed.
 

And now (the sacred altars plac’d around)
 The priestess enters, with her hair unbound,
 And thrice invokes the pow’rs below the ground.
 Night, Erebus, and Chaos she proclaims,
 And threefold Hecate, with her hundred names,
 And three Dianas: next, she sprinkles round
 With feign’d Avernian drops the hallow’d ground;
 Culls hoary simples, found by Phoebe’s light,
 With brazen sickles reap’d at noon of night;
 Then mixes baleful juices in the bowl,
 And cuts the forehead of a newborn foal,
 Robbing the mother’s love. The destin’d queen
 Observes, assisting at the rites obscene;
 A leaven’d cake in her devoted hands
 She holds, and next the highest altar stands:
 One tender foot was shod, her other bare;
 Girt was her gather’d gown, and loose her hair.
 Thus dress’d, she summon’d, with her dying breath,
 The heav’ns and planets conscious of her death,
 And ev’ry pow’r, if any rules above,
 Who minds, or who revenges, injur’d love.
 

“‘T was dead of night, when weary bodies close
 Their eyes in balmy sleep and soft repose:
 The winds no longer whisper thro’ the woods,
 Nor murm’ring tides disturb the gentle floods.
 The stars in silent order mov’d around;
 And Peace, with downy wings, was brooding on the ground
 The flocks and herds, and party-color’d fowl,
 Which haunt the woods, or swim the weedy pool,
 Stretch’d on the quiet earth, securely lay,
 Forgetting the past labors of the day.
 All else of nature’s common gift partake:
 Unhappy Dido was alone awake.
 Nor sleep nor ease the furious queen can find;
 Sleep fled her eyes, as quiet fled her mind.
 Despair, and rage, and love divide her heart;
 Despair and rage had some, but love the greater part.
 

Then thus she said within her secret mind:
 “What shall I do? what succor can I find?
 Become a suppliant to Hyarba’s pride,
 And take my turn, to court and be denied?
 Shall I with this ungrateful Trojan go,
 Forsake an empire, and attend a foe?
 Himself I refug’d, and his train reliev’d-
 ‘T is true- but am I sure to be receiv’d?
 Can gratitude in Trojan souls have place!
 Laomedon still lives in all his race!
 Then, shall I seek alone the churlish crew,
 Or with my fleet their flying sails pursue?
 What force have I but those whom scarce before
 I drew reluctant from their native shore?
 Will they again embark at my desire,
 Once more sustain the seas, and quit their second Tyre?
 Rather with steel thy guilty breast invade,
 And take the fortune thou thyself hast made.
 Your pity, sister, first seduc’d my mind,
 Or seconded too well what I design’d.
 These dear-bought pleasures had I never known,
 Had I continued free, and still my own;
 Avoiding love, I had not found despair,
 But shar’d with salvage beasts the common air.
 Like them, a lonely life I might have led,
 Not mourn’d the living, nor disturb’d the dead.”
 These thoughts she brooded in her anxious breast.
 On board, the Trojan found more easy rest.
 Resolv’d to sail, in sleep he pass’d the night;
 And order’d all things for his early flight.
 

To whom once more the winged god appears;
 His former youthful mien and shape he wears,
 And with this new alarm invades his ears:
 “Sleep’st thou, O goddess-born! and canst thou drown
 Thy needful cares, so near a hostile town,
 Beset with foes; nor hear’st the western gales
 Invite thy passage, and inspire thy sails?
 She harbors in her heart a furious hate,
 And thou shalt find the dire effects too late;
 Fix’d on revenge, and obstinate to die.
 Haste swiftly hence, while thou hast pow’r to fly.
 The sea with ships will soon be cover’d o’er,
 And blazing firebrands kindle all the shore.
 Prevent her rage, while night obscures the skies,
 And sail before the purple morn arise.
 Who knows what hazards thy delay may bring?
 Woman’s a various and a changeful thing.”
 Thus Hermes in the dream; then took his flight
 Aloft in air unseen, and mix’d with night.
 

Twice warn’d by the celestial messenger,
 The pious prince arose with hasty fear;
 Then rous’d his drowsy train without delay:
 “Haste to your banks; your crooked anchors weigh,
 And spread your flying sails, and stand to sea.
 A god commands: he stood before my sight,
 And urg’d us once again to speedy flight.
 O sacred pow’r, what pow’r soe’er thou art,
 To thy blest orders I resign my heart.
 Lead thou the way; protect thy Trojan bands,
 And prosper the design thy will commands.”
 He said: and, drawing forth his flaming sword,
 His thund’ring arm divides the many-twisted cord.
 An emulating zeal inspires his train:
 They run; they snatch; they rush into the main.
 With headlong haste they leave the desert shores,
 And brush the liquid seas with lab’ring oars.
 

Aurora now had left her saffron bed,
 And beams of early light the heav’ns o’erspread,
 When, from a tow’r, the queen, with wakeful eyes,
 Saw day point upward from the rosy skies.
 She look’d to seaward; but the sea was void,
 And scarce in ken the sailing ships descried.
 Stung with despite, and furious with despair,
 She struck her trembling breast, and tore her hair.
 “And shall th’ ungrateful traitor go,” she said,
 “My land forsaken, and my love betray’d?
 Shall we not arm? not rush from ev’ry street,
 To follow, sink, and burn his perjur’d fleet?
 Haste, haul my galleys out! pursue the foe!
 Bring flaming brands! set sail, and swiftly row!
 What have I said? where am I? Fury turns
 My brain; and my distemper’d bosom burns.
 Then, when I gave my person and my throne,
 This hate, this rage, had been more timely shown.
 See now the promis’d faith, the vaunted name,
 The pious man, who, rushing thro’ the flame,
 Preserv’d his gods, and to the Phrygian shore
 The burthen of his feeble father bore!
 I should have torn him piecemeal; strow’d in floods
 His scatter’d limbs, or left expos’d in woods;
 Destroy’d his friends and son; and, from the fire,
 Have set the reeking boy before the sire.
 Events are doubtful, which on battles wait:
 Yet where’s the doubt, to souls secure of fate?
 My Tyrians, at their injur’d queen’s command,
 Had toss’d their fires amid the Trojan band;
 At once extinguish’d all the faithless name;
 And I myself, in vengeance of my shame,
 Had fall’n upon the pile, to mend the fun’ral flame.
 Thou Sun, who view’st at once the world below;
 Thou Juno, guardian of the nuptial vow;
 Thou Hecate hearken from thy dark abodes!
 Ye Furies, fiends, and violated gods,
 All pow’rs invok’d with Dido’s dying breath,
 Attend her curses and avenge her death!
 If so the Fates ordain, Jove commands,
 Th’ ungrateful wretch should find the Latian lands,
 Yet let a race untam’d, and haughty foes,
 His peaceful entrance with dire arms oppose:
 Oppress’d with numbers in th’ unequal field,
 His men discourag’d, and himself expell’d,
 Let him for succor sue from place to place,
 Torn from his subjects, and his son’s embrace.
 First, let him see his friends in battle slain,
 And their untimely fate lament in vain;
 And when, at length, the cruel war shall cease,
 On hard conditions may he buy his peace:
 Nor let him then enjoy supreme command;
 But fall, untimely, by some hostile hand,
 And lie unburied on the barren sand!
 These are my pray’rs, and this my dying will;
 And you, my Tyrians, ev’ry curse fulfil.
 Perpetual hate and mortal wars proclaim,
 Against the prince, the people, and the name.
 These grateful off’rings on my grave bestow;
 Nor league, nor love, the hostile nations know!
 Now, and from hence, in ev’ry future age,
 When rage excites your arms, and strength supplies the rage
 Rise some avenger of our Libyan blood,
 With fire and sword pursue the perjur’d brood;
 Our arms, our seas, our shores, oppos’d to theirs;
 And the same hate descend on all our heirs!”
 

This said, within her anxious mind she weighs
 The means of cutting short her odious days.
 Then to Sichaeus’ nurse she briefly said
 (For, when she left her country, hers was dead):
 “Go, Barce, call my sister. Let her care
 The solemn rites of sacrifice prepare;
 The sheep, and all th’ atoning off’rings bring,
 Sprinkling her body from the crystal spring
 With living drops; then let her come, and thou
 With sacred fillets bind thy hoary brow.
 Thus will I pay my vows to Stygian Jove,
 And end the cares of my disastrous love;
 Then cast the Trojan image on the fire,
 And, as that burns, my passions shall expire.”
 

The nurse moves onward, with officious care,
 And all the speed her aged limbs can bear.
 But furious Dido, with dark thoughts involv’d,
 Shook at the mighty mischief she resolv’d.
 With livid spots distinguish’d was her face;
 Red were her rolling eyes, and discompos’d her pace;
 Ghastly she gaz’d, with pain she drew her breath,
 And nature shiver’d at approaching death.
 

Then swiftly to the fatal place she pass’d,
 And mounts the fun’ral pile with furious haste;
 Unsheathes the sword the Trojan left behind
 (Not for so dire an enterprise design’d).
 But when she view’d the garments loosely spread,
 Which once he wore, and saw the conscious bed,
 She paus’d, and with a sigh the robes embrac’d;
 Then on the couch her trembling body cast,
 Repress’d the ready tears, and spoke her last:
 “Dear pledges of my love, while Heav’n so pleas’d,
 Receive a soul, of mortal anguish eas’d:
 My fatal course is finish’d; and I go,
 A glorious name, among the ghosts below.
 A lofty city by my hands is rais’d,
 Pygmalion punish’d, and my lord appeas’d.
 What could my fortune have afforded more,
 Had the false Trojan never touch’d my shore!”
 Then kiss’d the couch; and, “Must I die,” she said,
 “And unreveng’d? ‘T is doubly to be dead!
 Yet ev’n this death with pleasure I receive:
 On any terms, ‘t is better than to live.
 These flames, from far, may the false Trojan view;
 These boding omens his base flight pursue!”
 

She said, and struck; deep enter’d in her side
 The piercing steel, with reeking purple dyed:
 Clogg’d in the wound the cruel weapon stands;
 The spouting blood came streaming on her hands.
 Her sad attendants saw the deadly stroke,
 And with loud cries the sounding palace shook.
 Distracted, from the fatal sight they fled,
 And thro’ the town the dismal rumor spread.
 First from the frighted court the yell began;
 Redoubled, thence from house to house it ran:
 The groans of men, with shrieks, laments, and cries
 Of mixing women, mount the vaulted skies.
 Not less the clamor, than if- ancient Tyre,
 Or the new Carthage, set by foes on fire-
 The rolling ruin, with their lov’d abodes,
 Involv’d the blazing temples of their gods.
 

Her sister hears; and, furious with despair,
 She beats her breast, and rends her yellow hair,
 And, calling on Eliza’s name aloud,
 Runs breathless to the place, and breaks the crowd.
 “Was all that pomp of woe for this prepar’d;
 These fires, this fun’ral pile, these altars rear’d?
 Was all this train of plots contriv’d,” said she,
 “All only to deceive unhappy me?
 Which is the worst? Didst thou in death pretend
 To scorn thy sister, or delude thy friend?
 Thy summon’d sister, and thy friend, had come;
 One sword had serv’d us both, one common tomb:
 Was I to raise the pile, the pow’rs invoke,
 Not to be present at the fatal stroke?
 At once thou hast destroy’d thyself and me,
 Thy town, thy senate, and thy colony!
 Bring water; bathe the wound; while I in death
 Lay close my lips to hers, and catch the flying breath.”
 This said, she mounts the pile with eager haste,
 And in her arms the gasping queen embrac’d;
 Her temples chaf’d; and her own garments tore,
 To stanch the streaming blood, and cleanse the gore.
 Thrice Dido tried to raise her drooping head,
 And, fainting thrice, fell grov’ling on the bed;
 Thrice op’d her heavy eyes, and sought the light,
 But, having found it, sicken’d at the sight,
 And clos’d her lids at last in endless night.
 

Then Juno, grieving that she should sustain
 A death so ling’ring, and so full of pain,
 Sent Iris down, to free her from the strife
 Of lab’ring nature, and dissolve her life.
 For since she died, not doom’d by Heav’n’s decree,
 Or her own crime, but human casualty,
 And rage of love, that plung’d her in despair,
 The Sisters had not cut the topmost hair,
 Which Proserpine and they can only know;
 Nor made her sacred to the shades below.
 Downward the various goddess took her flight,
 And drew a thousand colors from the light;
 Then stood above the dying lover’s head,
 And said: “I thus devote thee to the dead.
 This off’ring to th’ infernal gods I bear.”
 Thus while she spoke, she cut the fatal hair:
 The struggling soul was loos’d, and life dissolv’d in air.
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Aeneas in the Underworld: Book VI
 

He said, and wept; then spread his sails before
 The winds, and reach’d at length the Cumaean shore:
 Their anchors dropp’d, his crew the vessels moor.
 They turn their heads to sea, their sterns to land,
 And greet with greedy joy th’ Italian strand.
 Some strike from clashing flints their fiery seed;
 Some gather sticks, the kindled flames to feed,
 Or search for hollow trees, and fell the woods,
 Or trace thro’ valleys the discover’d floods.
 Thus, while their sev’ral charges they fulfil,
 The pious prince ascends the sacred hill
 Where Phoebus is ador’d; and seeks the shade
 Which hides from sight his venerable maid.
 Deep in a cave the Sibyl makes abode;
 Thence full of fate returns, and of the god.
 Thro’ Trivia’s grove they walk; and now behold,
 And enter now, the temple roof’d with gold.
 When Daedalus, to fly the Cretan shore,
 His heavy limbs on jointed pinions bore,
 (The first who sail’d in air,) ‘t is sung by Fame,
 To the Cumaean coast at length he came,
 And here alighting, built this costly frame.
 Inscrib’d to Phoebus, here he hung on high
 The steerage of his wings, that cut the sky:
 Then o’er the lofty gate his art emboss’d
 Androgeos’ death, and off’rings to his ghost;
 Sev’n youths from Athens yearly sent, to meet
 The fate appointed by revengeful Crete.
 And next to those the dreadful urn was plac’d,
 In which the destin’d names by lots were cast:
 The mournful parents stand around in tears,
 And rising Crete against their shore appears.
 There too, in living sculpture, might be seen
 The mad affection of the Cretan queen;
 Then how she cheats her bellowing lover’s eye;
 The rushing leap, the doubtful progeny,
 The lower part a beast, a man above,
 The monument of their polluted love.
 Not far from thence he grav’d the wondrous maze,
 A thousand doors, a thousand winding ways:
 Here dwells the monster, hid from human view,
 Not to be found, but by the faithful clew;
 Till the kind artist, mov’d with pious grief,
 Lent to the loving maid this last relief,
 And all those erring paths describ’d so well
 That Theseus conquer’d and the monster fell.
 Here hapless Icarus had found his part,
 Had not the father’s grief restrain’d his art.
 He twice assay’d to cast his son in gold;
 Twice from his hands he dropp’d the forming mold.
 

All this with wond’ring eyes Aeneas view’d;
 Each varying object his delight renew’d:
 Eager to read the rest- Achates came,
 And by his side the mad divining dame,
 The priestess of the god, Deiphobe her name.
 “Time suffers not,” she said, “to feed your eyes
 With empty pleasures; haste the sacrifice.
 Sev’n bullocks, yet unyok’d, for Phoebus choose,
 And for Diana sev’n unspotted ewes.”
 This said, the servants urge the sacred rites,
 While to the temple she the prince invites.
 A spacious cave, within its farmost part,
 Was hew’d and fashion’d by laborious art
 Thro’ the hill’s hollow sides: before the place,
 A hundred doors a hundred entries grace;
 As many voices issue, and the sound
 Of Sybil’s words as many times rebound.
 Now to the mouth they come. Aloud she cries:
 “This is the time; enquire your destinies.
 He comes; behold the god!” Thus while she said,
 (And shiv’ring at the sacred entry stay’d,)
 Her color chang’d; her face was not the same,
 And hollow groans from her deep spirit came.
 Her hair stood up; convulsive rage possess’d
 Her trembling limbs, and heav’d her lab’ring breast.
 Greater than humankind she seem’d to look,
 And with an accent more than mortal spoke.
 Her staring eyes with sparkling fury roll;
 When all the god came rushing on her soul.
 Swiftly she turn’d, and, foaming as she spoke:
 “Why this delay?” she cried- “the pow’rs invoke!
 Thy pray’rs alone can open this abode;
 Else vain are my demands, and dumb the god.”
 

She said no more. The trembling Trojans hear,
 O’erspread with a damp sweat and holy fear.
 The prince himself, with awful dread possess’d,
 His vows to great Apollo thus address’d:
 “Indulgent god, propitious pow’r to Troy,
 Swift to relieve, unwilling to destroy,
 Directed by whose hand the Dardan dart
 Pierc’d the proud Grecian’s only mortal part:
 Thus far, by fate’s decrees and thy commands,
 Thro’ ambient seas and thro’ devouring sands,
 Our exil’d crew has sought th’ Ausonian ground;
 And now, at length, the flying coast is found.
 Thus far the fate of Troy, from place to place,
 With fury has pursued her wand’ring race.
 Here cease, ye pow’rs, and let your vengeance end:
 Troy is no more, and can no more offend.
 And thou, O sacred maid, inspir’d to see
 Th’ event of things in dark futurity;
 Give me what Heav’n has promis’d to my fate,
 To conquer and command the Latian state;
 To fix my wand’ring gods, and find a place
 For the long exiles of the Trojan race.
 Then shall my grateful hands a temple rear
 To the twin gods, with vows and solemn pray’r;
 And annual rites, and festivals, and games,
 Shall be perform’d to their auspicious names.
 Nor shalt thou want thy honors in my land;
 For there thy faithful oracles shall stand,
 Preserv’d in shrines; and ev’ry sacred lay,
 Which, by thy mouth, Apollo shall convey:
 All shall be treasur’d by a chosen train
 Of holy priests, and ever shall remain.
 But O! commit not thy prophetic mind
 To flitting leaves, the sport of ev’ry wind,
 Lest they disperse in air our empty fate;
 Write not, but, what the pow’rs ordain, relate.”
 

Struggling in vain, impatient of her load,
 And lab’ring underneath the pond’rous god,
 The more she strove to shake him from her breast,
 With more and far superior force he press’d;
 Commands his entrance, and, without control,
 Usurps her organs and inspires her soul.
 Now, with a furious blast, the hundred doors
 Ope of themselves; a rushing whirlwind roars
 Within the cave, and Sibyl’s voice restores:
 “Escap’d the dangers of the wat’ry reign,
 Yet more and greater ills by land remain.
 The coast, so long desir’d (nor doubt th’ event),
 Thy troops shall reach, but, having reach’d, repent.
 Wars, horrid wars, I view- a field of blood,
 And Tiber rolling with a purple flood.
 Simois nor Xanthus shall be wanting there:
 A new Achilles shall in arms appear,
 And he, too, goddess-born. Fierce Juno’s hate,
 Added to hostile force, shall urge thy fate.
 To what strange nations shalt not thou resort,
 Driv’n to solicit aid at ev’ry court!
 The cause the same which Ilium once oppress’d;
 A foreign mistress, and a foreign guest.
 But thou, secure of soul, unbent with woes,
 The more thy fortune frowns, the more oppose.
 The dawnings of thy safety shall be shown
 From whence thou least shalt hope, a Grecian town.”
 

Thus, from the dark recess, the Sibyl spoke,
 And the resisting air the thunder broke;
 The cave rebellow’d, and the temple shook.
 Th’ ambiguous god, who rul’d her lab’ring breast,
 In these mysterious words his mind express’d;
 Some truths reveal’d, in terms involv’d the rest.
 At length her fury fell, her foaming ceas’d,
 And, ebbing in her soul, the god decreas’d.
 Then thus the chief: “No terror to my view,
 No frightful face of danger can be new.
 Inur’d to suffer, and resolv’d to dare,
 The Fates, without my pow’r, shall be without my care.
 This let me crave, since near your grove the road
 To hell lies open, and the dark abode
 Which Acheron surrounds, th’ innavigable flood;
 Conduct me thro’ the regions void of light,
 And lead me longing to my father’s sight.
 For him, a thousand dangers I have sought,
 And, rushing where the thickest Grecians fought,
 Safe on my back the sacred burthen brought.
 He, for my sake, the raging ocean tried,
 And wrath of Heav’n, my still auspicious guide,
 And bore beyond the strength decrepid age supplied.
 Oft, since he breath’d his last, in dead of night
 His reverend image stood before my sight;
 Enjoin’d to seek, below, his holy shade;
 Conducted there by your unerring aid.
 But you, if pious minds by pray’rs are won,
 Oblige the father, and protect the son.
 Yours is the pow’r; nor Proserpine in vain
 Has made you priestess of her nightly reign.
 If Orpheus, arm’d with his enchanting lyre,
 The ruthless king with pity could inspire,
 And from the shades below redeem his wife;
 If Pollux, off’ring his alternate life,
 Could free his brother, and can daily go
 By turns aloft, by turns descend below-
 Why name I Theseus, or his greater friend,
 Who trod the downward path, and upward could ascend?
 Not less than theirs from Jove my lineage came;
 My mother greater, my descent the same.”
 So pray’d the Trojan prince, and, while he pray’d,
 His hand upon the holy altar laid.
 

Then thus replied the prophetess divine:
 “O goddess-born of great Anchises’ line,
 The gates of hell are open night and day;
 Smooth the descent, and easy is the way:
 But to return, and view the cheerful skies,
 In this the task and mighty labor lies.
 To few great Jupiter imparts this grace,
 And those of shining worth and heav’nly race.
 Betwixt those regions and our upper light,
 Deep forests and impenetrable night
 Possess the middle space: th’ infernal bounds
 Cocytus, with his sable waves, surrounds.
 But if so dire a love your soul invades,
 As twice below to view the trembling shades;
 If you so hard a toil will undertake,
 As twice to pass th’ innavigable lake;
 Receive my counsel. In the neighb’ring grove
 There stands a tree; the queen of Stygian Jove
 Claims it her own; thick woods and gloomy night
 Conceal the happy plant from human sight.
 One bough it bears; but (wondrous to behold!)
 The ductile rind and leaves of radiant gold:
 This from the vulgar branches must be torn,
 And to fair Proserpine the present borne,
 Ere leave be giv’n to tempt the nether skies.
 The first thus rent a second will arise,
 And the same metal the same room supplies.
 Look round the wood, with lifted eyes, to see
 The lurking gold upon the fatal tree:
 Then rend it off, as holy rites command;
 The willing metal will obey thy hand,
 Following with ease, if favor’d by thy fate,
 Thou art foredoom’d to view the Stygian state:
 If not, no labor can the tree constrain;
 And strength of stubborn arms and steel are vain.
 Besides, you know not, while you here attend,
 Th’ unworthy fate of your unhappy friend:
 Breathless he lies; and his unburied ghost,
 Depriv’d of fun’ral rites, pollutes your host.
 Pay first his pious dues; and, for the dead,
 Two sable sheep around his hearse be led;
 Then, living turfs upon his body lay:
 This done, securely take the destin’d way,
 To find the regions destitute of day.”
 

She said, and held her peace. Aeneas went
 Sad from the cave, and full of discontent,
 Unknowing whom the sacred Sibyl meant.
 Achates, the companion of his breast,
 Goes grieving by his side, with equal cares oppress’d.
 Walking, they talk’d, and fruitlessly divin’d
 What friend the priestess by those words design’d.
 But soon they found an object to deplore:
 Misenus lay extended on the shore;
 Son of the God of Winds: none so renown’d
 The warrior trumpet in the field to sound;
 With breathing brass to kindle fierce alarms,
 And rouse to dare their fate in honorable arms.
 He serv’d great Hector, and was ever near,
 Not with his trumpet only, but his spear.
 But by Pelides’ arms when Hector fell,
 He chose Aeneas; and he chose as well.
 Swoln with applause, and aiming still at more,
 He now provokes the sea gods from the shore;
 With envy Triton heard the martial sound,
 And the bold champion, for his challenge, drown’d;
 Then cast his mangled carcass on the strand:
 The gazing crowd around the body stand.
 All weep; but most Aeneas mourns his fate,
 And hastens to perform the funeral state.
 In altar-wise, a stately pile they rear;
 The basis broad below, and top advanc’d in air.
 An ancient wood, fit for the work design’d,
 (The shady covert of the salvage kind,)
 The Trojans found: the sounding ax is plied;
 Firs, pines, and pitch trees, and the tow’ring pride
 Of forest ashes, feel the fatal stroke,
 And piercing wedges cleave the stubborn oak.
 Huge trunks of trees, fell’d from the steepy crown
 Of the bare mountains, roll with ruin down.
 Arm’d like the rest the Trojan prince appears,
 And by his pious labor urges theirs.
 

Thus while he wrought, revolving in his mind
 The ways to compass what his wish design’d,
 He cast his eyes upon the gloomy grove,
 And then with vows implor’d the Queen of Love:
 “O may thy pow’r, propitious still to me,
 Conduct my steps to find the fatal tree,
 In this deep forest; since the Sibyl’s breath
 Foretold, alas! too true, Misenus’ death.”
 Scarce had he said, when, full before his sight,
 Two doves, descending from their airy flight,
 Secure upon the grassy plain alight.
 He knew his mother’s birds; and thus he pray’d:
 “Be you my guides, with your auspicious aid,
 And lead my footsteps, till the branch be found,
 Whose glitt’ring shadow gilds the sacred ground.
 And thou, great parent, with celestial care,
 In this distress be present to my pray’r!”
 Thus having said, he stopp’d with watchful sight,
 Observing still the motions of their flight,
 What course they took, what happy signs they shew.
 They fed, and, flutt’ring, by degrees withdrew
 Still farther from the place, but still in view:
 Hopping and flying, thus they led him on
 To the slow lake, whose baleful stench to shun
 They wing’d their flight aloft; then, stooping low,
 Perch’d on the double tree that bears the golden bough.
 Thro’ the green leafs the glitt’ring shadows glow;
 As, on the sacred oak, the wintry mistletoe,
 Where the proud mother views her precious brood,
 And happier branches, which she never sow’d.
 Such was the glitt’ring; such the ruddy rind,
 And dancing leaves, that wanton’d in the wind.
 He seiz’d the shining bough with griping hold,
 And rent away, with ease, the ling’ring gold;
 Then to the Sibyl’s palace bore the prize.
 Meantime the Trojan troops, with weeping eyes,
 To dead Misenus pay his obsequies.
 First, from the ground a lofty pile they rear,
 Of pitch trees, oaks, and pines, and unctuous fir:
 The fabric’s front with cypress twigs they strew,
 And stick the sides with boughs of baleful yew.
 The topmost part his glitt’ring arms adorn;
 Warm waters, then, in brazen caldrons borne,
 Are pour’d to wash his body, joint by joint,
 And fragrant oils the stiffen’d limbs anoint.
 With groans and cries Misenus they deplore:
 Then on a bier, with purple cover’d o’er,
 The breathless body, thus bewail’d, they lay,
 And fire the pile, their faces turn’d away-
 Such reverend rites their fathers us’d to pay.
 Pure oil and incense on the fire they throw,
 And fat of victims, which his friends bestow.
 These gifts the greedy flames to dust devour;
 Then on the living coals red wine they pour;
 And, last, the relics by themselves dispose,
 Which in a brazen urn the priests inclose.
 Old Corynaeus compass’d thrice the crew,
 And dipp’d an olive branch in holy dew;
 Which thrice he sprinkled round, and thrice aloud
 Invok’d the dead, and then dismissed the crowd.
 But good Aeneas order’d on the shore
 A stately tomb, whose top a trumpet bore,
 A soldier’s fauchion, and a seaman’s oar.
 Thus was his friend interr’d; and deathless fame
 Still to the lofty cape consigns his name.
 These rites perform’d, the prince, without delay,
 Hastes to the nether world his destin’d way.
 Deep was the cave; and, downward as it went
 From the wide mouth, a rocky rough descent;
 And here th’ access a gloomy grove defends,
 And there th’ unnavigable lake extends,
 O’er whose unhappy waters, void of light,
 No bird presumes to steer his airy flight;
 Such deadly stenches from the depths arise,
 And steaming sulphur, that infects the skies.
 From hence the Grecian bards their legends make,
 And give the name Avernus to the lake.
 Four sable bullocks, in the yoke untaught,
 For sacrifice the pious hero brought.
 The priestess pours the wine betwixt their horns;
 Then cuts the curling hair; that first oblation burns,
 Invoking Hecate hither to repair:
 A pow’rful name in hell and upper air.
 The sacred priests with ready knives bereave
 The beasts of life, and in full bowls receive
 The streaming blood: a lamb to Hell and Night
 (The sable wool without a streak of white)
 Aeneas offers; and, by fate’s decree,
 A barren heifer, Proserpine, to thee,
 With holocausts he Pluto’s altar fills;
 Sev’n brawny bulls with his own hand he kills;
 Then on the broiling entrails oil he pours;
 Which, ointed thus, the raging flame devours.
 Late the nocturnal sacrifice begun,
 Nor ended till the next returning sun.
 Then earth began to bellow, trees to dance,
 And howling dogs in glimm’ring light advance,
 Ere Hecate came. “Far hence be souls profane!”
 The Sibyl cried, “and from the grove abstain!
 Now, Trojan, take the way thy fates afford;
 Assume thy courage, and unsheathe thy sword.”
 She said, and pass’d along the gloomy space;
 The prince pursued her steps with equal pace.
 

Ye realms, yet unreveal’d to human sight,
 Ye gods who rule the regions of the night,
 Ye gliding ghosts, permit me to relate
 The mystic wonders of your silent state!
 

Obscure they went thro’ dreary shades, that led
 Along the waste dominions of the dead.
 Thus wander travelers in woods by night,
 By the moon’s doubtful and malignant light,
 When Jove in dusky clouds involves the skies,
 And the faint crescent shoots by fits before their eyes.
 

Just in the gate and in the jaws of hell,
 Revengeful Cares and sullen Sorrows dwell,
 And pale Diseases, and repining Age,
 Want, Fear, and Famine’s unresisted rage;
 Here Toils, and Death, and Death’s half-brother, Sleep,
 Forms terrible to view, their sentry keep;
 With anxious Pleasures of a guilty mind,
 Deep Frauds before, and open Force behind;
 The Furies’ iron beds; and Strife, that shakes
 Her hissing tresses and unfolds her snakes.
 Full in the midst of this infernal road,
 An elm displays her dusky arms abroad:
 The God of Sleep there hides his heavy head,
 And empty dreams on ev’ry leaf are spread.
 Of various forms unnumber’d specters more,
 Centaurs, and double shapes, besiege the door.
 Before the passage, horrid Hydra stands,
 And Briareus with all his hundred hands;
 Gorgons, Geryon with his triple frame;
 And vain Chimaera vomits empty flame.
 The chief unsheath’d his shining steel, prepar’d,
 Tho’ seiz’d with sudden fear, to force the guard,
 Off’ring his brandish’d weapon at their face;
 Had not the Sibyl stopp’d his eager pace,
 And told him what those empty phantoms were:
 Forms without bodies, and impassive air.
 Hence to deep Acheron they take their way,
 Whose troubled eddies, thick with ooze and clay,
 Are whirl’d aloft, and in Cocytus lost.
 There Charon stands, who rules the dreary coast-
 A sordid god: down from his hoary chin
 A length of beard descends, uncomb’d, unclean;
 His eyes, like hollow furnaces on fire;
 A girdle, foul with grease, binds his obscene attire.
 He spreads his canvas; with his pole he steers;
 The freights of flitting ghosts in his thin bottom bears.
 He look’d in years; yet in his years were seen
 A youthful vigor and autumnal green.
 An airy crowd came rushing where he stood,
 Which fill’d the margin of the fatal flood:
 Husbands and wives, boys and unmarried maids,
 And mighty heroes’ more majestic shades,
 And youths, intomb’d before their fathers’ eyes,
 With hollow groans, and shrieks, and feeble cries.
 Thick as the leaves in autumn strow the woods,
 Or fowls, by winter forc’d, forsake the floods,
 And wing their hasty flight to happier lands;
 Such, and so thick, the shiv’ring army stands,
 And press for passage with extended hands.
 Now these, now those, the surly boatman bore:
 The rest he drove to distance from the shore.
 The hero, who beheld with wond’ring eyes
 The tumult mix’d with shrieks, laments, and cries,
 Ask’d of his guide, what the rude concourse meant;
 Why to the shore the thronging people bent;
 What forms of law among the ghosts were us’d;
 Why some were ferried o’er, and some refus’d.
 

“Son of Anchises, offspring of the gods,”
 The Sibyl said, “you see the Stygian floods,
 The sacred stream which heav’n’s imperial state
 Attests in oaths, and fears to violate.
 The ghosts rejected are th’ unhappy crew
 Depriv’d of sepulchers and fun’ral due:
 The boatman, Charon; those, the buried host,
 He ferries over to the farther coast;
 Nor dares his transport vessel cross the waves
 With such whose bones are not compos’d in graves.
 A hundred years they wander on the shore;
 At length, their penance done, are wafted o’er.”
 The Trojan chief his forward pace repress’d,
 Revolving anxious thoughts within his breast,
 He saw his friends, who, whelm’d beneath the waves,
 Their fun’ral honors claim’d, and ask’d their quiet graves.
 The lost Leucaspis in the crowd he knew,
 And the brave leader of the Lycian crew,
 Whom, on the Tyrrhene seas, the tempests met;
 The sailors master’d, and the ship o’erset.
 

Amidst the spirits, Palinurus press’d,
 Yet fresh from life, a new-admitted guest,
 Who, while he steering view’d the stars, and bore
 His course from Afric to the Latian shore,
 Fell headlong down. The Trojan fix’d his view,
 And scarcely thro’ the gloom the sullen shadow knew.
 Then thus the prince: “What envious pow’r, O friend,
 Brought your lov’d life to this disastrous end?
 For Phoebus, ever true in all he said,
 Has in your fate alone my faith betray’d.
 The god foretold you should not die, before
 You reach’d, secure from seas, th’ Italian shore.
 Is this th’ unerring pow’r?” The ghost replied;
 “Nor Phoebus flatter’d, nor his answers lied;
 Nor envious gods have sent me to the deep:
 But, while the stars and course of heav’n I keep,
 My wearied eyes were seiz’d with fatal sleep.
 I fell; and, with my weight, the helm constrain’d
 Was drawn along, which yet my gripe retain’d.
 Now by the winds and raging waves I swear,
 Your safety, more than mine, was then my care;
 Lest, of the guide bereft, the rudder lost,
 Your ship should run against the rocky coast.
 Three blust’ring nights, borne by the southern blast,
 I floated, and discover’d land at last:
 High on a mounting wave my head I bore,
 Forcing my strength, and gath’ring to the shore.
 Panting, but past the danger, now I seiz’d
 The craggy cliffs, and my tir’d members eas’d.
 While, cumber’d with my dropping clothes, I lay,
 The cruel nation, covetous of prey,
 Stain’d with my blood th’ unhospitable coast;
 And now, by winds and waves, my lifeless limbs are toss’d:
 Which O avert, by yon ethereal light,
 Which I have lost for this eternal night!
 Or, if by dearer ties you may be won,
 By your dead sire, and by your living son,
 Redeem from this reproach my wand’ring ghost;
 Or with your navy seek the Velin coast,
 And in a peaceful grave my corpse compose;
 Or, if a nearer way your mother shows,
 Without whose aid you durst not undertake
 This frightful passage o’er the Stygian lake,
 Lend to this wretch your hand, and waft him o’er
 To the sweet banks of yon forbidden shore.”
 Scarce had he said, the prophetess began:
 “What hopes delude thee, miserable man?
 Think’st thou, thus unintomb’d, to cross the floods,
 To view the Furies and infernal gods,
 And visit, without leave, the dark abodes?
 Attend the term of long revolving years;
 Fate, and the dooming gods, are deaf to tears.
 This comfort of thy dire misfortune take:
 The wrath of Heav’n, inflicted for thy sake,
 With vengeance shall pursue th’ inhuman coast,
 Till they propitiate thy offended ghost,
 And raise a tomb, with vows and solemn pray’r;
 And Palinurus’ name the place shall bear.”
 This calm’d his cares; sooth’d with his future fame,
 And pleas’d to hear his propagated name.
 

Now nearer to the Stygian lake they draw:
 Whom, from the shore, the surly boatman saw;
 Observ’d their passage thro’ the shady wood,
 And mark’d their near approaches to the flood.
 Then thus he call’d aloud, inflam’d with wrath:
 “Mortal, whate’er, who this forbidden path
 In arms presum’st to tread, I charge thee, stand,
 And tell thy name, and bus’ness in the land.
 Know this, the realm of night- the Stygian shore:
 My boat conveys no living bodies o’er;
 Nor was I pleas’d great Theseus once to bear,
 Who forc’d a passage with his pointed spear,
 Nor strong Alcides- men of mighty fame,
 And from th’ immortal gods their lineage came.
 In fetters one the barking porter tied,
 And took him trembling from his sov’reign’s side:
 Two sought by force to seize his beauteous bride.”
 To whom the Sibyl thus: “Compose thy mind;
 Nor frauds are here contriv’d, nor force design’d.
 Still may the dog the wand’ring troops constrain
 Of airy ghosts, and vex the guilty train,
 And with her grisly lord his lovely queen remain.
 The Trojan chief, whose lineage is from Jove,
 Much fam’d for arms, and more for filial love,
 Is sent to seek his sire in your Elysian grove.
 If neither piety, nor Heav’n’s command,
 Can gain his passage to the Stygian strand,
 This fatal present shall prevail at least.”
 Then shew’d the shining bough, conceal’d within her vest.
 No more was needful: for the gloomy god
 Stood mute with awe, to see the golden rod;
 Admir’d the destin’d off’ring to his queen-
 A venerable gift, so rarely seen.
 His fury thus appeas’d, he puts to land;
 The ghosts forsake their seats at his command:
 He clears the deck, receives the mighty freight;
 The leaky vessel groans beneath the weight.
 Slowly she sails, and scarcely stems the tides;
 The pressing water pours within her sides.
 His passengers at length are wafted o’er,
 Expos’d, in muddy weeds, upon the miry shore.
 

No sooner landed, in his den they found
 The triple porter of the Stygian sound,
 Grim Cerberus, who soon began to rear
 His crested snakes, and arm’d his bristling hair.
 The prudent Sibyl had before prepar’d
 A sop, in honey steep’d, to charm the guard;
 Which, mix’d with pow’rful drugs, she cast before
 His greedy grinning jaws, just op’d to roar.
 With three enormous mouths he gapes; and straight,
 With hunger press’d, devours the pleasing bait.
 Long draughts of sleep his monstrous limbs enslave;
 He reels, and, falling, fills the spacious cave.
 The keeper charm’d, the chief without delay
 Pass’d on, and took th’ irremeable way.
 Before the gates, the cries of babes new born,
 Whom fate had from their tender mothers torn,
 Assault his ears: then those, whom form of laws
 Condemn’d to die, when traitors judg’d their cause.
 Nor want they lots, nor judges to review
 The wrongful sentence, and award a new.
 Minos, the strict inquisitor, appears;
 And lives and crimes, with his assessors, hears.
 Round in his urn the blended balls he rolls,
 Absolves the just, and dooms the guilty souls.
 The next, in place and punishment, are they
 Who prodigally throw their souls away;
 Fools, who, repining at their wretched state,
 And loathing anxious life, suborn’d their fate.
 With late repentance now they would retrieve
 The bodies they forsook, and wish to live;
 Their pains and poverty desire to bear,
 To view the light of heav’n, and breathe the vital air:
 But fate forbids; the Stygian floods oppose,
 And with circling streams the captive souls inclose.
 

Not far from thence, the Mournful Fields appear
 So call’d from lovers that inhabit there.
 The souls whom that unhappy flame invades,
 In secret solitude and myrtle shades
 Make endless moans, and, pining with desire,
 Lament too late their unextinguish’d fire.
 Here Procris, Eriphyle here he found,
 Baring her breast, yet bleeding with the wound
 Made by her son. He saw Pasiphae there,
 With Phaedra’s ghost, a foul incestuous pair.
 There Laodamia, with Evadne, moves,
 Unhappy both, but loyal in their loves:
 Caeneus, a woman once, and once a man,
 But ending in the sex she first began.
 Not far from these Phoenician Dido stood,
 Fresh from her wound, her bosom bath’d in blood;
 Whom when the Trojan hero hardly knew,
 Obscure in shades, and with a doubtful view,
 (Doubtful as he who sees, thro’ dusky night,
 Or thinks he sees, the moon’s uncertain light,)
 With tears he first approach’d the sullen shade;
 And, as his love inspir’d him, thus he said:
 “Unhappy queen! then is the common breath
 Of rumor true, in your reported death,
 And I, alas! the cause? By Heav’n, I vow,
 And all the pow’rs that rule the realms below,
 Unwilling I forsook your friendly state,
 Commanded by the gods, and forc’d by fate-
 Those gods, that fate, whose unresisted might
 Have sent me to these regions void of light,
 Thro’ the vast empire of eternal night.
 Nor dar’d I to presume, that, press’d with grief,
 My flight should urge you to this dire relief.
 Stay, stay your steps, and listen to my vows:
 ‘T is the last interview that fate allows!”
 In vain he thus attempts her mind to move
 With tears, and pray’rs, and late-repenting love.
 Disdainfully she look’d; then turning round,
 But fix’d her eyes unmov’d upon the ground,
 And what he says and swears, regards no more
 Than the deaf rocks, when the loud billows roar;
 But whirl’d away, to shun his hateful sight,
 Hid in the forest and the shades of night;
 Then sought Sichaeus thro’ the shady grove,
 Who answer’d all her cares, and equal’d all her love.
 

Some pious tears the pitying hero paid,
 And follow’d with his eyes the flitting shade,
 Then took the forward way, by fate ordain’d,
 And, with his guide, the farther fields attain’d,
 Where, sever’d from the rest, the warrior souls remain’d.
 Tydeus he met, with Meleager’s race,
 The pride of armies, and the soldiers’ grace;
 And pale Adrastus with his ghastly face.
 Of Trojan chiefs he view’d a num’rous train,
 All much lamented, all in battle slain;
 Glaucus and Medon, high above the rest,
 Antenor’s sons, and Ceres’ sacred priest.
 And proud Idaeus, Priam’s charioteer,
 Who shakes his empty reins, and aims his airy spear.
 The gladsome ghosts, in circling troops, attend
 And with unwearied eyes behold their friend;
 Delight to hover near, and long to know
 What bus’ness brought him to the realms below.
 But Argive chiefs, and Agamemnon’s train,
 When his refulgent arms flash’d thro’ the shady plain,
 Fled from his well-known face, with wonted fear,
 As when his thund’ring sword and pointed spear
 Drove headlong to their ships, and glean’d the routed rear.
 They rais’d a feeble cry, with trembling notes;
 But the weak voice deceiv’d their gasping throats.
 

Here Priam’s son, Deiphobus, he found,
 Whose face and limbs were one continued wound:
 Dishonest, with lopp’d arms, the youth appears,
 Spoil’d of his nose, and shorten’d of his ears.
 He scarcely knew him, striving to disown
 His blotted form, and blushing to be known;
 And therefore first began: “O Teucer’s race,
 Who durst thy faultless figure thus deface?
 What heart could wish, what hand inflict, this dire disgrace?
 ’Twas fam’d, that in our last and fatal night
 Your single prowess long sustain’d the fight,
 Till tir’d, not forc’d, a glorious fate you chose,
 And fell upon a heap of slaughter’d foes.
 But, in remembrance of so brave a deed,
 A tomb and fun’ral honors I decreed;
 Thrice call’d your manes on the Trojan plains:
 The place your armor and your name retains.
 Your body too I sought, and, had I found,
 Design’d for burial in your native ground.”
 

The ghost replied: “Your piety has paid
 All needful rites, to rest my wand’ring shade;
 But cruel fate, and my more cruel wife,
 To Grecian swords betray’d my sleeping life.
 These are the monuments of Helen’s love:
 The shame I bear below, the marks I bore above.
 You know in what deluding joys we pass’d
 The night that was by Heav’n decreed our last:
 For, when the fatal horse, descending down,
 Pregnant with arms, o’erwhelm’d th’ unhappy town
 She feign’d nocturnal orgies; left my bed,
 And, mix’d with Trojan dames, the dances led
 Then, waving high her torch, the signal made,
 Which rous’d the Grecians from their ambuscade.
 With watching overworn, with cares oppress’d,
 Unhappy I had laid me down to rest,
 And heavy sleep my weary limbs possess’d.
 Meantime my worthy wife our arms mislaid,
 And from beneath my head my sword convey’d;
 The door unlatch’d, and, with repeated calls,
 Invites her former lord within my walls.
 Thus in her crime her confidence she plac’d,
 And with new treasons would redeem the past.
 What need I more? Into the room they ran,
 And meanly murther’d a defenseless man.
 Ulysses, basely born, first led the way.
 Avenging pow’rs! with justice if I pray,
 That fortune be their own another day!
 But answer you; and in your turn relate,
 What brought you, living, to the Stygian state:
 Driv’n by the winds and errors of the sea,
 Or did you Heav’n’s superior doom obey?
 Or tell what other chance conducts your way,
 To view with mortal eyes our dark retreats,
 Tumults and torments of th’ infernal seats.”
 

While thus in talk the flying hours they pass,
 The sun had finish’d more than half his race:
 And they, perhaps, in words and tears had spent
 The little time of stay which Heav’n had lent;
 But thus the Sibyl chides their long delay:
 “Night rushes down, and headlong drives the day:
 ‘T is here, in different paths, the way divides;
 The right to Pluto’s golden palace guides;
 The left to that unhappy region tends,
 Which to the depth of Tartarus descends;
 The seat of night profound, and punish’d fiends.”
 Then thus Deiphobus: “O sacred maid,
 Forbear to chide, and be your will obey’d!
 Lo! to the secret shadows I retire,
 To pay my penance till my years expire.
 Proceed, auspicious prince, with glory crown’d,
 And born to better fates than I have found.”
 He said; and, while he said, his steps he turn’d
 To secret shadows, and in silence mourn’d.
 

The hero, looking on the left, espied
 A lofty tow’r, and strong on ev’ry side
 With treble walls, which Phlegethon surrounds,
 Whose fiery flood the burning empire bounds;
 And, press’d betwixt the rocks, the bellowing noise resounds
 Wide is the fronting gate, and, rais’d on high
 With adamantine columns, threats the sky.
 Vain is the force of man, and Heav’n’s as vain,
 To crush the pillars which the pile sustain.
 Sublime on these a tow’r of steel is rear’d;
 And dire Tisiphone there keeps the ward,
 Girt in her sanguine gown, by night and day,
 Observant of the souls that pass the downward way.
 From hence are heard the groans of ghosts, the pains
 Of sounding lashes and of dragging chains.
 The Trojan stood astonish’d at their cries,
 And ask’d his guide from whence those yells arise;
 And what the crimes, and what the tortures were,
 And loud laments that rent the liquid air.
 

She thus replied: “The chaste and holy race
 Are all forbidden this polluted place.
 But Hecate, when she gave to rule the woods,
 Then led me trembling thro’ these dire abodes,
 And taught the tortures of th’ avenging gods.
 These are the realms of unrelenting fate;
 And awful Rhadamanthus rules the state.
 He hears and judges each committed crime;
 Enquires into the manner, place, and time.
 The conscious wretch must all his acts reveal,
 (Loth to confess, unable to conceal),
 From the first moment of his vital breath,
 To his last hour of unrepenting death.
 Straight, o’er the guilty ghost, the Fury shakes
 The sounding whip and brandishes her snakes,
 And the pale sinner, with her sisters, takes.
 Then, of itself, unfolds th’ eternal door;
 With dreadful sounds the brazen hinges roar.
 You see, before the gate, what stalking ghost
 Commands the guard, what sentries keep the post.
 More formidable Hydra stands within,
 Whose jaws with iron teeth severely grin.
 The gaping gulf low to the center lies,
 And twice as deep as earth is distant from the skies.
 The rivals of the gods, the Titan race,
 Here, sing’d with lightning, roll within th’ unfathom’d space.
 Here lie th’ Alaean twins, (I saw them both,)
 Enormous bodies, of gigantic growth,
 Who dar’d in fight the Thund’rer to defy,
 Affect his heav’n, and force him from the sky.
 Salmoneus, suff’ring cruel pains, I found,
 For emulating Jove; the rattling sound
 Of mimic thunder, and the glitt’ring blaze
 Of pointed lightnings, and their forky rays.
 Thro’ Elis and the Grecian towns he flew;
 Th’ audacious wretch four fiery coursers drew:
 He wav’d a torch aloft, and, madly vain,
 Sought godlike worship from a servile train.
 Ambitious fool! with horny hoofs to pass
 O’er hollow arches of resounding brass,
 To rival thunder in its rapid course,
 And imitate inimitable force!
 But he, the King of Heav’n, obscure on high,
 Bar’d his red arm, and, launching from the sky
 His writhen bolt, not shaking empty smoke,
 Down to the deep abyss the flaming felon strook.
 There Tityus was to see, who took his birth
 From heav’n, his nursing from the foodful earth.
 Here his gigantic limbs, with large embrace,
 Infold nine acres of infernal space.
 A rav’nous vulture, in his open’d side,
 Her crooked beak and cruel talons tried;
 Still for the growing liver digg’d his breast;
 The growing liver still supplied the feast;
 Still are his entrails fruitful to their pains:
 Th’ immortal hunger lasts, th’ immortal food remains.
 Ixion and Perithous I could name,
 And more Thessalian chiefs of mighty fame.
 High o’er their heads a mold’ring rock is plac’d,
 That promises a fall, and shakes at ev’ry blast.
 They lie below, on golden beds display’d;
 And genial feasts with regal pomp are made.
 The Queen of Furies by their sides is set,
 And snatches from their mouths th’ untasted meat,
 Which if they touch, her hissing snakes she rears,
 Tossing her torch, and thund’ring in their ears.
 Then they, who brothers’ better claim disown,
 Expel their parents, and usurp the throne;
 Defraud their clients, and, to lucre sold,
 Sit brooding on unprofitable gold;
 Who dare not give, and ev’n refuse to lend
 To their poor kindred, or a wanting friend.
 Vast is the throng of these; nor less the train
 Of lustful youths, for foul adult’ry slain:
 Hosts of deserters, who their honor sold,
 And basely broke their faith for bribes of gold.
 All these within the dungeon’s depth remain,
 Despairing pardon, and expecting pain.
 Ask not what pains; nor farther seek to know
 Their process, or the forms of law below.
 Some roll a weighty stone; some, laid along,
 And bound with burning wires, on spokes of wheels are hung
 Unhappy Theseus, doom’d for ever there,
 Is fix’d by fate on his eternal chair;
 And wretched Phlegyas warns the world with cries
 (Could warning make the world more just or wise):
 ‘Learn righteousness, and dread th’ avenging deities.’
 To tyrants others have their country sold,
 Imposing foreign lords, for foreign gold;
 Some have old laws repeal’d, new statutes made,
 Not as the people pleas’d, but as they paid;
 With incest some their daughters’ bed profan’d:
 All dar’d the worst of ills, and, what they dar’d, attain’d.
 Had I a hundred mouths, a hundred tongues,
 And throats of brass, inspir’d with iron lungs,
 I could not half those horrid crimes repeat,
 Nor half the punishments those crimes have met.
 But let us haste our voyage to pursue:
 The walls of Pluto’s palace are in view;
 The gate, and iron arch above it, stands
 On anvils labor’d by the Cyclops’ hands.
 Before our farther way the Fates allow,
 Here must we fix on high the golden bough.”
 

She said: and thro’ the gloomy shades they pass’d,
 And chose the middle path. Arriv’d at last,
 The prince with living water sprinkled o’er
 His limbs and body; then approach’d the door,
 Possess’d the porch, and on the front above
 He fix’d the fatal bough requir’d by Pluto’s love.
 These holy rites perform’d, they took their way
 Where long extended plains of pleasure lay:
 The verdant fields with those of heav’n may vie,
 With ether vested, and a purple sky;
 The blissful seats of happy souls below.
 Stars of their own, and their own suns, they know;
 Their airy limbs in sports they exercise,
 And on the green contend the wrestler’s prize.
 Some in heroic verse divinely sing;
 Others in artful measures led the ring.
 The Thracian bard, surrounded by the rest,
 There stands conspicuous in his flowing vest;
 His flying fingers, and harmonious quill,
 Strikes sev’n distinguish’d notes, and sev’n at once they fill.
 Here found they Teucer’s old heroic race,
 Born better times and happier years to grace.
 Assaracus and Ilus here enjoy
 Perpetual fame, with him who founded Troy.
 The chief beheld their chariots from afar,
 Their shining arms, and coursers train’d to war:
 Their lances fix’d in earth, their steeds around,
 Free from their harness, graze the flow’ry ground.
 The love of horses which they had, alive,
 And care of chariots, after death survive.
 Some cheerful souls were feasting on the plain;
 Some did the song, and some the choir maintain,
 Beneath a laurel shade, where mighty Po
 Mounts up to woods above, and hides his head below.
 Here patriots live, who, for their country’s good,
 In fighting fields, were prodigal of blood:
 Priests of unblemish’d lives here make abode,
 And poets worthy their inspiring god;
 And searching wits, of more mechanic parts,
 Who grac’d their age with new-invented arts:
 Those who to worth their bounty did extend,
 And those who knew that bounty to commend.
 The heads of these with holy fillets bound,
 And all their temples were with garlands crown’d.
 

To these the Sibyl thus her speech address’d,
 And first to him surrounded by the rest
 (Tow’ring his height, and ample was his breast):
 “Say, happy souls, divine Musaeus, say,
 Where lives Anchises, and where lies our way
 To find the hero, for whose only sake
 We sought the dark abodes, and cross’d the bitter lake?”
 To this the sacred poet thus replied:
 “In no fix’d place the happy souls reside.
 In groves we live, and lie on mossy beds,
 By crystal streams, that murmur thro’ the meads:
 But pass yon easy hill, and thence descend;
 The path conducts you to your journey’s end.”
 This said, he led them up the mountain’s brow,
 And shews them all the shining fields below.
 They wind the hill, and thro’ the blissful meadows go.
 

But old Anchises, in a flow’ry vale,
 Review’d his muster’d race, and took the tale:
 Those happy spirits, which, ordain’d by fate,
 For future beings and new bodies wait-
 With studious thought observ’d th’ illustrious throng,
 In nature’s order as they pass’d along:
 Their names, their fates, their conduct, and their care,
 In peaceful senates and successful war.
 He, when Aeneas on the plain appears,
 Meets him with open arms, and falling tears.
 “Welcome,” he said, “the gods’ undoubted race!
 O long expected to my dear embrace!
 Once more ‘t is giv’n me to behold your face!
 The love and pious duty which you pay
 Have pass’d the perils of so hard a way.
 ‘T is true, computing times, I now believ’d
 The happy day approach’d; nor are my hopes deceiv’d.
 What length of lands, what oceans have you pass’d;
 What storms sustain’d, and on what shores been cast?
 How have I fear’d your fate! but fear’d it most,
 When love assail’d you, on the Libyan coast.”
 To this, the filial duty thus replies:
 “Your sacred ghost before my sleeping eyes
 Appear’d, and often urg’d this painful enterprise.
 After long tossing on the Tyrrhene sea,
 My navy rides at anchor in the bay.
 But reach your hand, O parent shade, nor shun
 The dear embraces of your longing son!”
 He said; and falling tears his face bedew:
 Then thrice around his neck his arms he threw;
 And thrice the flitting shadow slipp’d away,
 Like winds, or empty dreams that fly the day.
 

Now, in a secret vale, the Trojan sees
 A sep’rate grove, thro’ which a gentle breeze
 Plays with a passing breath, and whispers thro’ the trees;
 And, just before the confines of the wood,
 The gliding Lethe leads her silent flood.
 About the boughs an airy nation flew,
 Thick as the humming bees, that hunt the golden dew;
 In summer’s heat on tops of lilies feed,
 And creep within their bells, to suck the balmy seed:
 The winged army roams the fields around;
 The rivers and the rocks remurmur to the sound.
 Aeneas wond’ring stood, then ask’d the cause
 Which to the stream the crowding people draws.
 Then thus the sire: “The souls that throng the flood
 Are those to whom, by fate, are other bodies ow’d:
 In Lethe’s lake they long oblivion taste,
 Of future life secure, forgetful of the past.
 Long has my soul desir’d this time and place,
 To set before your sight your glorious race,
 That this presaging joy may fire your mind
 To seek the shores by destiny design’d.”-
 “O father, can it be, that souls sublime
 Return to visit our terrestrial clime,
 And that the gen’rous mind, releas’d by death,
 Can covet lazy limbs and mortal breath?”
 

Anchises then, in order, thus begun
 To clear those wonders to his godlike son:
 “Know, first, that heav’n, and earth’s compacted frame,
 And flowing waters, and the starry flame,
 And both the radiant lights, one common soul
 Inspires and feeds, and animates the whole.
 This active mind, infus’d thro’ all the space,
 Unites and mingles with the mighty mass.
 Hence men and beasts the breath of life obtain,
 And birds of air, and monsters of the main.
 Th’ ethereal vigor is in all the same,
 And every soul is fill’d with equal flame;
 As much as earthy limbs, and gross allay
 Of mortal members, subject to decay,
 Blunt not the beams of heav’n and edge of day.
 From this coarse mixture of terrestrial parts,
 Desire and fear by turns possess their hearts,
 And grief, and joy; nor can the groveling mind,
 In the dark dungeon of the limbs confin’d,
 Assert the native skies, or own its heav’nly kind:
 Nor death itself can wholly wash their stains;
 But long-contracted filth ev’n in the soul remains.
 The relics of inveterate vice they wear,
 And spots of sin obscene in ev’ry face appear.
 For this are various penances enjoin’d;
 And some are hung to bleach upon the wind,
 Some plung’d in waters, others purg’d in fires,
 Till all the dregs are drain’d, and all the rust expires.
 All have their manes, and those manes bear:
 The few, so cleans’d, to these abodes repair,
 And breathe, in ample fields, the soft Elysian air.
 Then are they happy, when by length of time
 The scurf is worn away of each committed crime;
 No speck is left of their habitual stains,
 But the pure ether of the soul remains.
 But, when a thousand rolling years are past,
 (So long their punishments and penance last,)
 Whole droves of minds are, by the driving god,
 Compell’d to drink the deep Lethaean flood,
 In large forgetful draughts to steep the cares
 Of their past labors, and their irksome years,
 That, unrememb’ring of its former pain,
 The soul may suffer mortal flesh again.”
 

Thus having said, the father spirit leads
 The priestess and his son thro’ swarms of shades,
 And takes a rising ground, from thence to see
 The long procession of his progeny.
 “Survey,” pursued the sire, “this airy throng,
 As, offer’d to thy view, they pass along.
 These are th’ Italian names, which fate will join
 With ours, and graff upon the Trojan line.
 Observe the youth who first appears in sight,
 And holds the nearest station to the light,
 Already seems to snuff the vital air,
 And leans just forward, on a shining spear:
 Silvius is he, thy last-begotten race,
 But first in order sent, to fill thy place;
 An Alban name, but mix’d with Dardan blood,
 Born in the covert of a shady wood:
 Him fair Lavinia, thy surviving wife,
 Shall breed in groves, to lead a solitary life.
 In Alba he shall fix his royal seat,
 And, born a king, a race of kings beget.
 Then Procas, honor of the Trojan name,
 Capys, and Numitor, of endless fame.
 A second Silvius after these appears;
 Silvius Aeneas, for thy name he bears;
 For arms and justice equally renown’d,
 Who, late restor’d, in Alba shall be crown’d.
 How great they look! how vig’rously they wield
 Their weighty lances, and sustain the shield!
 But they, who crown’d with oaken wreaths appear,
 Shall Gabian walls and strong Fidena rear;
 Nomentum, Bola, with Pometia, found;
 And raise Collatian tow’rs on rocky ground.
 All these shall then be towns of mighty fame,
 Tho’ now they lie obscure, and lands without a name.
 See Romulus the great, born to restore
 The crown that once his injur’d grandsire wore.
 This prince a priestess of your blood shall bear,
 And like his sire in arms he shall appear.
 Two rising crests, his royal head adorn;
 Born from a god, himself to godhead born:
 His sire already signs him for the skies,
 And marks the seat amidst the deities.
 Auspicious chief! thy race, in times to come,
 Shall spread the conquests of imperial Rome-
 Rome, whose ascending tow’rs shall heav’n invade,
 Involving earth and ocean in her shade;
 High as the Mother of the Gods in place,
 And proud, like her, of an immortal race.
 Then, when in pomp she makes the Phrygian round,
 With golden turrets on her temples crown’d;
 A hundred gods her sweeping train supply;
 Her offspring all, and all command the sky.
 

“Now fix your sight, and stand intent, to see
 Your Roman race, and Julian progeny.
 The mighty Caesar waits his vital hour,
 Impatient for the world, and grasps his promis’d pow’r.
 But next behold the youth of form divine,
 Ceasar himself, exalted in his line;
 Augustus, promis’d oft, and long foretold,
 Sent to the realm that Saturn rul’d of old;
 Born to restore a better age of gold.
 Afric and India shall his pow’r obey;
 He shall extend his propagated sway
 Beyond the solar year, without the starry way,
 Where Atlas turns the rolling heav’ns around,
 And his broad shoulders with their lights are crown’d.
 At his foreseen approach, already quake
 The Caspian kingdoms and Maeotian lake:
 Their seers behold the tempest from afar,
 And threat’ning oracles denounce the war.
 Nile hears him knocking at his sev’nfold gates,
 And seeks his hidden spring, and fears his nephew’s fates.
 Nor Hercules more lands or labors knew,
 Not tho’ the brazen-footed hind he slew,
 Freed Erymanthus from the foaming boar,
 And dipp’d his arrows in Lernaean gore;
 Nor Bacchus, turning from his Indian war,
 By tigers drawn triumphant in his car,
 From Nisus’ top descending on the plains,
 With curling vines around his purple reins.
 And doubt we yet thro’ dangers to pursue
 The paths of honor, and a crown in view?
 But what’s the man, who from afar appears?
 His head with olive crown’d, his hand a censer bears,
 His hoary beard and holy vestments bring
 His lost idea back: I know the Roman king.
 He shall to peaceful Rome new laws ordain,
 Call’d from his mean abode a scepter to sustain.
 Him Tullus next in dignity succeeds,
 An active prince, and prone to martial deeds.
 He shall his troops for fighting fields prepare,
 Disus’d to toils, and triumphs of the war.
 By dint of sword his crown he shall increase,
 And scour his armor from the rust of peace.
 Whom Ancus follows, with a fawning air,
 But vain within, and proudly popular.
 Next view the Tarquin kings, th’ avenging sword
 Of Brutus, justly drawn, and Rome restor’d.
 He first renews the rods and ax severe,
 And gives the consuls royal robes to wear.
 His sons, who seek the tyrant to sustain,
 And long for arbitrary lords again,
 With ignominy scourg’d, in open sight,
 He dooms to death deserv’d, asserting public right.
 Unhappy man, to break the pious laws
 Of nature, pleading in his children’s cause!
 Howeer the doubtful fact is understood,
 ‘T is love of honor, and his country’s good:
 The consul, not the father, sheds the blood.
 Behold Torquatus the same track pursue;
 And, next, the two devoted Decii view:
 The Drusian line, Camillus loaded home
 With standards well redeem’d, and foreign foes o’ercome
 The pair you see in equal armor shine,
 Now, friends below, in close embraces join;
 But, when they leave the shady realms of night,
 And, cloth’d in bodies, breathe your upper light,
 With mortal hate each other shall pursue:
 What wars, what wounds, what slaughter shall ensue!
 From Alpine heights the father first descends;
 His daughter’s husband in the plain attends:
 His daughter’s husband arms his eastern friends.
 Embrace again, my sons, be foes no more;
 Nor stain your country with her children’s gore!
 And thou, the first, lay down thy lawless claim,
 Thou, of my blood, who bearist the Julian name!
 Another comes, who shall in triumph ride,
 And to the Capitol his chariot guide,
 From conquer’d Corinth, rich with Grecian spoils.
 And yet another, fam’d for warlike toils,
 On Argos shall impose the Roman laws,
 And on the Greeks revenge the Trojan cause;
 Shall drag in chains their Achillean race;
 Shall vindicate his ancestors’ disgrace,
 And Pallas, for her violated place.
 Great Cato there, for gravity renown’d,
 And conqu’ring Cossus goes with laurels crown’d.
 Who can omit the Gracchi? who declare
 The Scipios’ worth, those thunderbolts of war,
 The double bane of Carthage? Who can see
 Without esteem for virtuous poverty,
 Severe Fabricius, or can cease t’ admire
 The plowman consul in his coarse attire?
 Tir’d as I am, my praise the Fabii claim;
 And thou, great hero, greatest of thy name,
 Ordain’d in war to save the sinking state,
 And, by delays, to put a stop to fate!
 Let others better mold the running mass
 Of metals, and inform the breathing brass,
 And soften into flesh a marble face;
 Plead better at the bar; describe the skies,
 And when the stars descend, and when they rise.
 But, Rome, ‘t is thine alone, with awful sway,
 To rule mankind, and make the world obey,
 Disposing peace and war by thy own majestic way;
 To tame the proud, the fetter’d slave to free:
 These are imperial arts, and worthy thee.”
 

He paus’d; and, while with wond’ring eyes they view’d
 The passing spirits, thus his speech renew’d:
 “See great Marcellus! how, untir’d in toils,
 He moves with manly grace, how rich with regal spoils!
 He, when his country, threaten’d with alarms,
 Requires his courage and his conqu’ring arms,
 Shall more than once the Punic bands affright;
 Shall kill the Gaulish king in single fight;
 Then to the Capitol in triumph move,
 And the third spoils shall grace Feretrian Jove.”
 Aeneas here beheld, of form divine,
 A godlike youth in glitt’ring armor shine,
 With great Marcellus keeping equal pace;
 But gloomy were his eyes, dejected was his face.
 He saw, and, wond’ring, ask’d his airy guide,
 What and of whence was he, who press’d the hero’s side:
 “His son, or one of his illustrious name?
 How like the former, and almost the same!
 Observe the crowds that compass him around;
 All gaze, and all admire, and raise a shouting sound:
 But hov’ring mists around his brows are spread,
 And night, with sable shades, involves his head.”
 “Seek not to know,” the ghost replied with tears,
 “The sorrows of thy sons in future years.
 This youth (the blissful vision of a day)
 Shall just be shown on earth, and snatch’d away.
 The gods too high had rais’d the Roman state,
 Were but their gifts as permanent as great.
 What groans of men shall fill the Martian field!
 How fierce a blaze his flaming pile shall yield!
 What fun’ral pomp shall floating Tiber see,
 When, rising from his bed, he views the sad solemnity!
 No youth shall equal hopes of glory give,
 No youth afford so great a cause to grieve;
 The Trojan honor, and the Roman boast,
 Admir’d when living, and ador’d when lost!
 Mirror of ancient faith in early youth!
 Undaunted worth, inviolable truth!
 No foe, unpunish’d, in the fighting field
 Shall dare thee, foot to foot, with sword and shield;
 Much less in arms oppose thy matchless force,
 When thy sharp spurs shall urge thy foaming horse.
 Ah! couldst thou break thro’ fate’s severe decree,
 A new Marcellus shall arise in thee!
 Full canisters of fragrant lilies bring,
 Mix’d with the purple roses of the spring;
 Let me with fun’ral flow’rs his body strow;
 This gift which parents to their children owe,
 This unavailing gift, at least, I may bestow!”
 Thus having said, he led the hero round
 The confines of the blest Elysian ground;
 Which when Anchises to his son had shown,
 And fir’d his mind to mount the promis’d throne,
 He tells the future wars, ordain’d by fate;
 The strength and customs of the Latian state;
 The prince, and people; and forearms his care
 With rules, to push his fortune, or to bear.
 

Two gates the silent house of Sleep adorn;
 Of polish’d ivory this, that of transparent horn:
 True visions thro’ transparent horn arise;
 Thro’ polish’d ivory pass deluding lies.
 Of various things discoursing as he pass’d,
 Anchises hither bends his steps at last.
 Then, thro’ the gate of iv’ry, he dismiss’d
 His valiant offspring and divining guest.
 Straight to the ships Aeneas his way,
 Embark’d his men, and skimm’d along the sea,
 Still coasting, till he gain’d Cajeta’s bay.
 At length on oozy ground his galleys moor;
 Their heads are turn’d to sea, their sterns to shore.
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Fortune Befirends the Bold: Book X
 

Yet Turnus with undaunted mind is bent
 To man the shores, and hinder their descent,
 And thus awakes the courage of his friends:
 “What you so long have wish’d, kind Fortune sends;
 In ardent arms to meet th’ invading foe:
 You find, and find him at advantage now.
 Yours is the day: you need but only dare;
 Your swords will make you masters of the war.
 Your sires, your sons, your houses, and your lands,
 And dearest wifes, are all within your hands.
 Be mindful of the race from whence you came,
 And emulate in arms your fathers’ fame.
 Now take the time, while stagg’ring yet they stand
 With feet unfirm, and prepossess the strand:
 Fortune befriends the bold.” Nor more he said,
 But balanc’d whom to leave, and whom to lead;
 Then these elects, the landing to prevent;
 And those he leaves, to keep the city pent.
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Battle with Turnus: Book XII
 

Stupid he sate, his eyes on earth declin’d,
 And various cares revolving in his mind:
 Rage, boiling from the bottom of his breast,
 And sorrow mix’d with shame, his soul oppress’d;
 And conscious worth lay lab’ring in his thought,
 And love by jealousy to madness wrought.
 By slow degrees his reason drove away
 The mists of passion, and resum’d her sway.
 Then, rising on his car, he turn’d his look,
 And saw the town involv’d in fire and smoke.
 A wooden tow’r with flames already blaz’d,
 Which his own hands on beams and rafters rais’d;
 And bridges laid above to join the space,
 And wheels below to roll from place to place.
 “Sister, the Fates have vanquish’d: let us go
 The way which Heav’n and my hard fortune show.
 The fight is fix’d; nor shall the branded name
 Of a base coward blot your brother’s fame.
 Death is my choice; but suffer me to try
 My force, and vent my rage before I die.”
 He said; and, leaping down without delay,
 Thro’ crowds of scatter’d foes he freed his way.
 Striding he pass’d, impetuous as the wind,
 And left the grieving goddess far behind.
 As when a fragment, from a mountain torn
 By raging tempests, or by torrents borne,
 Or sapp’d by time, or loosen’d from the roots-
 Prone thro’ the void the rocky ruin shoots,
 Rolling from crag to crag, from steep to steep;
 Down sink, at once, the shepherds and their sheep:
 Involv’d alike, they rush to nether ground;
 Stunn’d with the shock they fall, and stunn’d from earth rebound:
 So Turnus, hasting headlong to the town,
 Should’ring and shoving, bore the squadrons down.
 Still pressing onward, to the walls he drew,
 Where shafts, and spears, and darts promiscuous flew,
 And sanguine streams the slipp’ry ground embrue.
 First stretching out his arm, in sign of peace,
 He cries aloud, to make the combat cease:
 “Rutulians, hold; and Latin troops, retire!
 The fight is mine; and me the gods require.
 ‘T is just that I should vindicate alone
 The broken truce, or for the breach atone.
 This day shall free from wars th’ Ausonian state,
 Or finish my misfortunes in my fate.”
 

Both armies from their bloody work desist,
 And, bearing backward, form a spacious list.
 The Trojan hero, who receiv’d from fame
 The welcome sound, and heard the champion’s name,
 Soon leaves the taken works and mounted walls,
 Greedy of war where greater glory calls.
 He springs to fight, exulting in his force
 His jointed armor rattles in the course.
 Like Eryx, or like Athos, great he shows,
 Or Father Apennine, when, white with snows,
 His head divine obscure in clouds he hides,
 And shakes the sounding forest on his sides.
 The nations, overaw’d, surcease the fight;
 Immovable their bodies, fix’d their sight.
 Ev’n death stands still; nor from above they throw
 Their darts, nor drive their batt’ring-rams below.
 In silent order either army stands,
 And drop their swords, unknowing, from their hands.
 Th’ Ausonian king beholds, with wond’ring sight,
 Two mighty champions match’d in single fight,
 Born under climes remote, and brought by fate,
 With swords to try their titles to the state.
 

Now, in clos’d field, each other from afar
 They view; and, rushing on, begin the war.
 They launch their spears; then hand to hand they meet;
 The trembling soil resounds beneath their feet:
 Their bucklers clash; thick blows descend from high,
 And flakes of fire from their hard helmets fly.
 Courage conspires with chance, and both ingage
 With equal fortune yet, and mutual rage.
 As when two bulls for their fair female fight
 In Sila’s shades, or on Taburnus’ height;
 With horns adverse they meet; the keeper flies;
 Mute stands the herd; the heifers roll their eyes,
 And wait th’ event; which victor they shall bear,
 And who shall be the lord, to rule the lusty year:
 With rage of love the jealous rivals burn,
 And push for push, and wound for wound return;
 Their dewlaps gor’d, their sides are lav’d in blood;
 Loud cries and roaring sounds rebellow thro’ the wood:
 Such was the combat in the listed ground;
 So clash their swords, and so their shields resound.
 

Jove sets the beam; in either scale he lays
 The champions’ fate, and each exactly weighs.
 On this side, life and lucky chance ascends;
 Loaded with death, that other scale descends.
 Rais’d on the stretch, young Turnus aims a blow
 Full on the helm of his unguarded foe:
 Shrill shouts and clamors ring on either side,
 As hopes and fears their panting hearts divide.
 But all in pieces flies the traitor sword,
 And, in the middle stroke, deserts his lord.
 Now is but death, or flight; disarm’d he flies,
 When in his hand an unknown hilt he spies.
 Fame says that Turnus, when his steeds he join’d,
 Hurrying to war, disorder’d in his mind,
 Snatch’d the first weapon which his haste could find.
 ‘T was not the fated sword his father bore,
 But that his charioteer Metiscus wore.
 This, while the Trojans fled, the toughness held;
 But, vain against the great Vulcanian shield,
 The mortal-temper’d steel deceiv’d his hand:
 The shiver’d fragments shone amid the sand.
 

Surpris’d with fear, he fled along the field,
 And now forthright, and now in orbits wheel’d;
 For here the Trojan troops the list surround,
 And there the pass is clos’d with pools and marshy ground.
 Aeneas hastens, tho’ with heavier pace-
 His wound, so newly knit, retards the chase,
 And oft his trembling knees their aid refuse-
 Yet, pressing foot by foot, his foe pursues.
 

Thus, when a fearful stag is clos’d around
 With crimson toils, or in a river found,
 High on the bank the deep-mouth’d hound appears,
 Still opening, following still, where’er he steers;
 The persecuted creature, to and fro,
 Turns here and there, to scape his Umbrian foe:
 Steep is th’ ascent, and, if he gains the land,
 The purple death is pitch’d along the strand.
 His eager foe, determin’d to the chase,
 Stretch’d at his length, gains ground at ev’ry pace;
 Now to his beamy head he makes his way,
 And now he holds, or thinks he holds, his prey:
 Just at the pinch, the stag springs out with fear;
 He bites the wind, and fills his sounding jaws with air:
 The rocks, the lakes, the meadows ring with cries;
 The mortal tumult mounts, and thunders in the skies.
 Thus flies the Daunian prince, and, flying, blames
 His tardy troops, and, calling by their names,
 Demands his trusty sword. The Trojan threats
 The realm with ruin, and their ancient seats
 To lay in ashes, if they dare supply
 With arms or aid his vanquish’d enemy:
 Thus menacing, he still pursues the course,
 With vigor, tho’ diminish’d of his force.
 Ten times already round the listed place
 One chief had fled, and t’ other giv’n the chase:
 No trivial prize is play’d; for on the life
 Or death of Turnus now depends the strife.
 

Within the space, an olive tree had stood,
 A sacred shade, a venerable wood,
 For vows to Faunus paid, the Latins’ guardian god.
 Here hung the vests, and tablets were ingrav’d,
 Of sinking mariners from shipwrack sav’d.
 With heedless hands the Trojans fell’d the tree,
 To make the ground inclos’d for combat free.
 Deep in the root, whether by fate, or chance,
 Or erring haste, the Trojan drove his lance;
 Then stoop’d, and tugg’d with force immense, to free
 Th’ incumber’d spear from the tenacious tree;
 That, whom his fainting limbs pursued in vain,
 His flying weapon might from far attain.
 

Confus’d with fear, bereft of human aid,
 Then Turnus to the gods, and first to Faunus pray’d:
 “O Faunus, pity! and thou Mother Earth,
 Where I thy foster son receiv’d my birth,
 Hold fast the steel! If my religious hand
 Your plant has honor’d, which your foes profan’d,
 Propitious hear my pious pray’r!” He said,
 Nor with successless vows invok’d their aid.
 Th’ incumbent hero wrench’d, and pull’d, and strain’d;
 But still the stubborn earth the steel detain’d.
 Juturna took her time; and, while in vain
 He strove, assum’d Meticus’ form again,
 And, in that imitated shape, restor’d
 To the despairing prince his Daunian sword.
 The Queen of Love, who, with disdain and grief,
 Saw the bold nymph afford this prompt relief,
 T’ assert her offspring with a greater deed,
 From the tough root the ling’ring weapon freed.
 

Once more erect, the rival chiefs advance:
 One trusts the sword, and one the pointed lance;
 And both resolv’d alike to try their fatal chance.
 

Meantime imperial Jove to Juno spoke,
 Who from a shining cloud beheld the shock:
 “What new arrest, O Queen of Heav’n, is sent
 To stop the Fates now lab’ring in th’ event?
 What farther hopes are left thee to pursue?
 Divine Aeneas, (and thou know’st it too,)
 Foredoom’d, to these celestial seats are due.
 What more attempts for Turnus can be made,
 That thus thou ling’rest in this lonely shade?
 Is it becoming of the due respect
 And awful honor of a god elect,
 A wound unworthy of our state to feel,
 Patient of human hands and earthly steel?
 Or seems it just, the sister should restore
 A second sword, when one was lost before,
 And arm a conquer’d wretch against his conqueror?
 For what, without thy knowledge and avow,
 Nay more, thy dictate, durst Juturna do?
 At last, in deference to my love, forbear
 To lodge within thy soul this anxious care;
 Reclin’d upon my breast, thy grief unload:
 Who should relieve the goddess, but the god?
 Now all things to their utmost issue tend,
 Push’d by the Fates to their appointed
 While leave was giv’n thee, and a lawful hour
 For vengeance, wrath, and unresisted pow’r,
 Toss’d on the seas, thou couldst thy foes distress,
 And, driv’n ashore, with hostile arms oppress;
 Deform the royal house; and, from the side
 Of the just bridegroom, tear the plighted bride:
 Now cease at my command.” The Thund’rer said;
 And, with dejected eyes, this answer Juno made:
 “Because your dread decree too well I knew,
 From Turnus and from earth unwilling I withdrew.
 Else should you not behold me here, alone,
 Involv’d in empty clouds, my friends bemoan,
 But, girt with vengeful flames, in open sight
 Engag’d against my foes in mortal fight.
 ‘T is true, Juturna mingled in the strife
 By my command, to save her brother’s life-
 At least to try; but, by the Stygian lake,
 (The most religious oath the gods can take,)
 With this restriction, not to bend the bow,
 Or toss the spear, or trembling dart to throw.
 And now, resign’d to your superior might,
 And tir’d with fruitless toils, I loathe the fight.
 This let me beg (and this no fates withstand)
 Both for myself and for your father’s land,
 That, when the nuptial bed shall bind the peace,
 (Which I, since you ordain, consent to bless,)
 The laws of either nation be the same;
 But let the Latins still retain their name,
 Speak the same language which they spoke before,
 Wear the same habits which their grandsires wore.
 Call them not Trojans: perish the renown
 And name of Troy, with that detested town.
 Latium be Latium still; let Alba reign
 And Rome’s immortal majesty remain.”
 

Then thus the founder of mankind replies
 (Unruffled was his front, serene his eyes)
 “Can Saturn’s issue, and heav’n’s other heir,
 Such endless anger in her bosom bear?
 Be mistress, and your full desires obtain;
 But quench the choler you foment in vain.
 From ancient blood th’ Ausonian people sprung,
 Shall keep their name, their habit, and their tongue.
 The Trojans to their customs shall be tied:
 I will, myself, their common rites provide;
 The natives shall command, the foreigners subside.
 All shall be Latium; Troy without a name;
 And her lost sons forget from whence they came.
 From blood so mix’d, a pious race shall flow,
 Equal to gods, excelling all below.
 No nation more respect to you shall pay,
 Or greater off’rings on your altars lay.”
 Juno consents, well pleas’d that her desires
 Had found success, and from the cloud retires.
 

The peace thus made, the Thund’rer next prepares
 To force the wat’ry goddess from the wars.
 Deep in the dismal regions void of light,
 Three daughters at a birth were born to Night:
 These their brown mother, brooding on her care,
 Indued with windy wings to flit in air,
 With serpents girt alike, and crown’d with hissing hair.
 In heav’n the Dirae call’d, and still at hand,
 Before the throne of angry Jove they stand,
 His ministers of wrath, and ready still
 The minds of mortal men with fears to fill,
 Whene’er the moody sire, to wreak his hate
 On realms or towns deserving of their fate,
 Hurls down diseases, death and deadly care,
 And terrifies the guilty world with war.
 One sister plague if these from heav’n he sent,
 To fright Juturna with a dire portent.
 The pest comes whirling down: by far more slow
 Springs the swift arrow from the Parthian bow,
 Or Cydon yew, when, traversing the skies,
 And drench’d in pois’nous juice, the sure destruction flies.
 With such a sudden and unseen a flight
 Shot thro’ the clouds the daughter of the night.
 Soon as the field inclos’d she had in view,
 And from afar her destin’d quarry knew,
 Contracted, to the boding bird she turns,
 Which haunts the ruin’d piles and hallow’d urns,
 And beats about the tombs with nightly wings,
 Where songs obscene on sepulchers she sings.
 Thus lessen’d in her form, with frightful cries
 The Fury round unhappy Turnus flies,
 Flaps on his shield, and flutters o’er his eyes.
 

A lazy chillness crept along his blood;
 Chok’d was his voice; his hair with horror stood.
 Juturna from afar beheld her fly,
 And knew th’ ill omen, by her screaming cry
 And stridor of her wings. Amaz’d with fear,
 Her beauteous breast she beat, and rent her flowing hair.
 

“Ah me!” she cries, “in this unequal strife
 What can thy sister more to save thy life?
 Weak as I am, can I, alas! contend
 In arms with that inexorable fiend?
 Now, now, I quit the field! forbear to fright
 My tender soul, ye baleful birds of night;
 The lashing of your wings I know too well,
 The sounding flight, and fun’ral screams of hell!
 These are the gifts you bring from haughty Jove,
 The worthy recompense of ravish’d love!
 Did he for this exempt my life from fate?
 O hard conditions of immortal state,
 Tho’ born to death, not privileg’d to die,
 But forc’d to bear impos’d eternity!
 Take back your envious bribes, and let me go
 Companion to my brother’s ghost below!
 The joys are vanish’d: nothing now remains,
 Of life immortal, but immortal pains.
 What earth will open her devouring womb,
 To rest a weary goddess in the tomb!”
 She drew a length of sighs; nor more she said,
 But in her azure mantle wrapp’d her head,
 Then plung’d into her stream, with deep despair,
 And her last sobs came bubbling up in air.
 

Now stern Aeneas his weighty spear
 Against his foe, and thus upbraids his fear:
 “What farther subterfuge can Turnus find?
 What empty hopes are harbor’d in his mind?
 ‘T is not thy swiftness can secure thy flight;
 Not with their feet, but hands, the valiant fight.
 Vary thy shape in thousand forms, and dare
 What skill and courage can attempt in war;
 Wish for the wings of winds, to mount the sky;
 Or hid, within the hollow earth to lie!”
 The champion shook his head, and made this short reply:
 “No threats of thine my manly mind can move;
 ‘T is hostile heav’n I dread, and partial Jove.”
 He said no more, but, with a sigh, repress’d
 The mighty sorrow in his swelling breast.
 

Then, as he roll’d his troubled eyes around,
 An antique stone he saw, the common bound
 Of neighb’ring fields, and barrier of the ground;
 So vast, that twelve strong men of modern days
 Th’ enormous weight from earth could hardly raise.
 He heav’d it at a lift, and, pois’d on high,
 Ran stagg’ring on against his enemy,
 But so disorder’d, that he scarcely knew
 His way, or what unwieldly weight he threw.
 His knocking knees are bent beneath the load,
 And shiv’ring cold congeals his vital blood.
 The stone drops from his arms, and, falling short
 For want of vigor, mocks his vain effort.
 And as, when heavy sleep has clos’d the sight,
 The sickly fancy labors in the night;
 We seem to run; and, destitute of force,
 Our sinking limbs forsake us in the course:
 In vain we heave for breath; in vain we cry;
 The nerves, unbrac’d, their usual strength deny;
 And on the tongue the falt’ring accents die:
 So Turnus far’d; whatever means he tried,
 All force of arms and points of art employ’d,
 The Fury flew athwart, and made th’ endeavor void.
 

A thousand various thoughts his soul confound;
 He star’d about, nor aid nor issue found;
 His own men stop the pass, and his own walls surround.
 Once more he pauses, and looks out again,
 And seeks the goddess charioteer in vain.
 Trembling he views the thund’ring chief advance,
 And brandishing aloft the deadly lance:
 Amaz’d he cow’rs beneath his conqu’ring foe,
 Forgets to ward, and waits the coming blow.
 Astonish’d while he stands, and fix’d with fear,
 Aim’d at his shield he sees th’ impending spear.
 

The hero measur’d first, with narrow view,
 The destin’d mark; and, rising as he threw,
 With its full swing the fatal weapon flew.
 Not with less rage the rattling thunder falls,
 Or stones from batt’ring-engines break the walls:
 Swift as a whirlwind, from an arm so strong,
 The lance drove on, and bore the death along.
 Naught could his sev’nfold shield the prince avail,
 Nor aught, beneath his arms, the coat of mail:
 It pierc’d thro’ all, and with a grisly wound
 Transfix’d his thigh, and doubled him to ground.
 With groans the Latins rend the vaulted sky:
 Woods, hills, and valleys, to the voice reply.
 

Now low on earth the lofty chief is laid,
 With eyes cast upward, and with arms display’d,
 And, recreant, thus to the proud victor pray’d:
 “I know my death deserv’d, nor hope to live:
 Use what the gods and thy good fortune give.
 Yet think, O think, if mercy may be shown-
 Thou hadst a father once, and hast a son-
 Pity my sire, now sinking to the grave;
 And for Anchises’ sake old Daunus save!
 Or, if thy vow’d revenge pursue my death,
 Give to my friends my body void of breath!
 The Latian chiefs have seen me beg my life;
 Thine is the conquest, thine the royal wife:
 Against a yielded man, ‘t is mean ignoble strife.”
 

In deep suspense the Trojan seem’d to stand,
 And, just prepar’d to strike, repress’d his hand.
 He roll’d his eyes, and ev’ry moment felt
 His manly soul with more compassion melt;
 When, casting down a casual glance, he spied
 The golden belt that glitter’d on his side,
 The fatal spoils which haughty Turnus tore
 From dying Pallas, and in triumph wore.
 Then, rous’d anew to wrath, he loudly cries
 (Flames, while he spoke, came flashing from his eyes)
 “Traitor, dost thou, dost thou to grace pretend,
 Clad, as thou art, in trophies of my friend?
 To his sad soul a grateful off’ring go!
 ‘T is Pallas, Pallas gives this deadly blow.”
 He rais’d his arm aloft, and, at the word,
 Deep in his bosom drove the shining sword.
 The streaming blood distain’d his arms around.
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Horace
 

Translated by John Conington
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Satire I. Qui fit, Maecenas.
 

How comes it, say, Maecenas, if you can,
 That none will live like a contented man
 Where choice or chance directs, but each must praise
 The folk who pass through life by other ways?
 “Those lucky merchants!” cries the soldier stout,
 When years of toil have well-nigh worn him out:
 What says the merchant, tossing o’er the brine?
 “Yon soldier’s lot is happier, sure, than mine:
 One short, sharp shock, and presto! all is done:
 Death in an instant comes, or victory’s won.”
 The lawyer lauds the farmer, when a knock
 Disturbs his sleep at crowing of the cock:
 The farmer, dragged to town on business, swears
 That only citizens are free from cares.
 I need not run through all: so long the list,
 Fabius himself would weary and desist:
 So take in brief my meaning: just suppose
 Some God should come, and with their wishes close:
 “See, here am I, come down of my mere grace
 To right you: soldier, take the merchant’s place!
 You, counsellor, the farmer’s! go your way,
 One here, one there! None stirring? all say nay?
 How now? you won’t be happy when you may.”
 Now, after this, would Jove be aught to blame
 If with both cheeks he burst into a flame,
 And vowed, when next they pray, they shall not find
 His temper easy, or his ear inclined?
 

Well, not to treat things lightly (though, for me,
 Why truth may not be gay, I cannot see:
 Just as, we know, judicious teachers coax
 With sugar-plum or cake their little folks
 To learn their alphabet): — still, we will try
 A graver tone, and lay our joking by.
 The man that with his plough subdues the land,
 The soldier stout, the vintner sly and bland,
 The venturous sons of ocean, all declare
 That with one view the toils of life they bear,
 When age has come, and labour has amassed
 Enough to live on, to retire at last:
 E’en so the ant (for no bad pattern she),
 That tiny type of giant industry,
 Drags grain by grain, and adds it to the sum
 Of her full heap, foreseeing cold to come:
 Yet she, when winter turns the year to chill,
 Stirs not an inch beyond her mounded hill,
 But lives upon her savings: you, more bold,
 Ne’er quit your gain for fiercest heat or cold:
 Fire, ocean, sword, defying all, you strive
 To make yourself the richest man alive.
 Yet where’s the profit, if you hide by stealth
 In pit or cavern your enormous wealth?
 “Why, once break in upon it, friend, you know,
 And, dwindling piece by piece, the whole will go.”
 But, if ’tis still unbroken, what delight
 Can all that treasure give to mortal wight?
 Say, you’ve a million quarters on your floor:
 Your stomach is like mine: it holds no more:
 Just as the slave who ‘neath the bread-bag sweats
 No larger ration than his fellows gets.
 What matters it to reasonable men
 Whether they plough a hundred fields or ten?
 “But there’s a pleasure, spite of all you say,
 In a large heap from which to take away.”
 If both contain the modicum we lack,
 Why should your barn be better than my sack?
 You want a draught of water: a mere urn,
 Perchance a goblet, well would serve your turn:
 You say, “The stream looks scanty at its head;
 I’ll take my quantum where ’tis broad instead.”
 But what befalls the wight who yearns for more
 Than Nature bids him? down the waters pour,
 And whelm him, bank and all; while he whose greed
 Is kept in check, proportioned to his need,
 He neither draws his water mixed with mud,
 Nor leaves his life behind him in the flood.
 

But there’s a class of persons, led astray
 By false desires, and this is what they say:
 “You cannot have enough: what you possess,
 That makes your value, be it more or less.”
 What answer would you make to such as these?
 Why, let them hug their misery if they please,
 Like the Athenian miser, who was wont
 To meet men’s curses with a hero’s front:
 “Folks hiss me,” said he, “but myself I clap
 When I tell o’er my treasures on my lap.”
 So Tantalus catches at the waves that fly
 His thirsty palate — Laughing, are you? why?
 Change but the name, of you the tale is told:
 You sleep, mouth open, on your hoarded gold;
 Gold that you treat as sacred, dare not use,
 In fact, that charms you as a picture does.
 Come, will you hear what wealth can fairly do?
 ‘Twill buy you bread, and vegetables too,
 And wine, a good pint measure: add to this
 Such needful things as flesh and blood would miss.
 But to go mad with watching, nights and days
 To stand in dread of thieves, fires, runaways
 Who filch and fly, — in these if wealth consist,
 Let me rank lowest on the paupers’ list.
 

“But if you suffer from a chill attack,
 Or other chance should lay you on your back,
 You then have one who’ll sit by your bed-side,
 Will see the needful remedies applied,
 And call in a physician, to restore
 Your health, and give you to your friends once more.”
 Nor wife nor son desires your welfare: all
 Detest you, neighbours, gossips, great and small.
 What marvel if, when wealth’s your one concern,
 None offers you the love you never earn?
 Nay, would you win the kinsmen Nature sends
 Made ready to your hand, and keep them friends,
 ‘Twere but lost labour, as if one should train
 A donkey for the course by bit and rein.
 

Make then an end of getting: know, the more
 Your wealth, the less the risk of being poor;
 And, having gained the object of your quest,
 Begin to slack your efforts and take rest;
 Nor act like one Ummidius (never fear,
 The tale is short, and ’tis the last you’ll hear),
 So rich, his gold he by the peck would tell,
 So mean, the slave that served him dressed as well;
 E’en to his dying day he went in dread
 Of perishing for simple want of bread,
 Till a brave damsel, of Tyndarid line
 The true descendant, clove him down the chine.
 

“What? would you have me live like some we know,
 Maenius or Nomentanus?” There you go!
 Still in extremes! in bidding you forsake
 A miser’s ways, I say not, Be a rake.
 ‘Twixt Tanais and Visellius’ sire-in-law
 A step there is, and broader than a straw.
 Yes, there’s a mean in morals: life has lines,
 To north or south of which all virtue pines.
 

Now to resume our subject: why, I say,
 Should each man act the miser in his way,
 Still discontented with his natural lot,
 Still praising those who have what he has not?
 Why should he waste with very spite, to see
 His neighbour has a milkier cow than he,
 Ne’er think how much he’s richer than the mass,
 But always strive this man or that to pass?
 In such a contest, speed we as we may,
 There’s some one wealthier ever in the way.
 So from their base when vying chariots pour,
 Each driver presses on the car before,
 Wastes not a thought on rivals overpast,
 But leaves them to lag on among the last.
 Hence comes it that the man is rarely seen
 Who owns that his a happy life has been,
 And, thankful for past blessings, with good will
 Retires, like one who has enjoyed his fill.
 Enough: you’ll think I’ve rifled the scrutore
 Of blind Crispinus, if I prose on more.
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Satire IX. Ibam forte via sacra.
 

Long the Sacred Road I strolled one day,
 Deep in some bagatelle (you know my way),
 When up comes one whose name I scarcely knew — 
 “The dearest of dear fellows! how d’ye do?”
 He grasped my hand— “Well, thanks: the same to you.”
 Then, as he still kept walking by my side,
 To cut things short, “You’ve no commands?” I cried.
 “Nay, you should know me: I’m a man of lore.”
 “Sir, I’m your humble servant all the more.”
 All in a fret to make him let me go,
 I now walk fast, now loiter and walk slow,
 Now whisper to my servant, while the sweat
 Ran down so fast, my very feet were wet.
 “O had I but a temper worth the name,
 Like yours, Bolanus!” inly I exclaim,
 While he keeps running on at a hand-trot,
 About the town, the streets, I know not what.
 Finding I made no answer, “Ah! I see,
 Tou ‘re at a strait to rid yourself of me;
 But ’tis no use: I’m a tenacious friend,
 And mean to hold you till your journey’s end,”
 “No need to take you such a round: I go
 To visit an acquaintance you don’t know:
 Poor man! he’s ailing at his lodging, far
 Beyond the bridge, where Caesar’s gardens are.”
 “O, never mind: I’ve nothing else to do,
 And want a walk, so I’ll step on with you.”
 

Down go my ears, in donkey-fashion, straight;
 You’ve seen them do it, when their load’s too great.
 “If I mistake not,” he begins, “you’ll find
 Viscus not more, nor Varius, to yoar mind:
 There’s not a man can turn a verse so soon,
 Or dance so nimbly when he hears a tune:
 While, as for singing — ah! my forte is there:
 Tigellius’ self might envy me, I’ll swear.”
 

He paused for breath: I falteringly strike in:
 “Have you a mother? have you kith or kin
 To whom your life is precious?” “Not a soul:
 My line’s extinct: I have interred the whole.”
 O happy they! (so into thought I fell)
 After life’s endless babble they sleep well:
 My turn is next: dispatch me: for the weird
 Has come to pass which I so long have feared,
 The fatal weird a Sabine beldame sung,
 All in my nursery days, when life was young:
 “No sword nor poison e’er shall take him off,
 Nor gout, nor pleurisy, nor racking cough:
 A babbling tongue shall kill him: let him fly
 All talkers, as he wishes not to die.”
 

We got to Vesta’s temple, and the sun
 Told us a quarter of the day was done.
 It chanced he had a suit, and was bound fast
 Either to make appearance or be cast.
 “Step here a moment, if you love me.” “Nay;
 I know no law: ’twould hurt my health to stay:
 And then, my call.” “I’m doubting what to do,
 Whether to give my lawsuit up or you.
 “Me, pray!” “I will not.” On he strides again:
 I follow, unresisting, in his train.
 

“How stand you with Maecenas?” he began:
 “He picks his friends with care; a shrewd wise man:
 In fact, I take it, one could hardly name
 A head so cool in life’s exciting game.
 ’Twould be a good deed done, if you could throw
 Your servant in his way; I mean, you know,
 Just to play second: in a month, I’ll swear,
 You’d make an end of every rival there.”
 “O, you mistake: we don’t live there in league:
 I know no house more sacred from intrigue:
 I’m never distanced in my friend’s good grace
 By wealth or talent: each man finds his place.”
 “A miracle! if ‘twere not told by you,
 I scarce should credit it.” “And yet ’tis true.”
 “Ah, well, you double my desire to rise
 To special favour with a man so wise.”
 “You’ve but to wish it: ‘twill be your own fault,
 If, with your nerve, you win not by assault:
 He can be won: that puts him on his guard,
 And so the first approach is always hard.”
 “No fear of me, sir: a judicious bribe
 Will work a wonder with the menial tribe:
 Say, I’m refused admittance for to-day;
 I’ll watch my time; I’ll meet him in the way,
 Escort him, dog him. In this world of ours
 The path to what we want ne’er runs on flowers.”
 

‘Mid all this prate there met us, as it fell,
 Aristius, my good friend, who knew him well.
 We stop: inquiries and replies go round:
 “Where do you hail from?” “Whither are you bound?”
 There as he stood, impassive as a clod,
 I pull at his limp arms, frown, wink, and nod,
 To urge him to release me. With a smile
 He feigns stupidity: I burn with bile.
 “Something there was you said you wished to tell
 To me in private.” “Ay, I mind it well;
 But not just now: ’tis a Jews’ fast to-day:
 Affront a sect so touchy! nay, friend, nay.”
 “Faith, I’ve no scruples.” “Ah! but I’ve a few:
 I’m weak, you know, and do as others do:
 Some other time: excuse me.” Wretched me!
 That ever man so black a sun should see!
 Off goes the rogue, and leaves me in despair,
 Tied to the altar, with the knife in air:
 When, by rare chance, the plaintiff in the suit
 Knocks up against us: “Whither now, you brute?”
 He roars like thunder: then to me: “You’ll stand
 My witness, sir?” “My ear’s at your command.”
 Off to the court he drags him: shouts succeed:
 A mob collects: thank Phoebus, I am freed.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Ode 1.5 Quis multa gracilis.
 

Translated by John Conington
 

What slender youth, besprinkled with perfume,

     Courts you on roses in some grotto’s shade?

   Fair Pyrrha, say, for whom

     Your yellow hair you braid,

 So trim, so simple! Ah! how oft shall he

   Lament that faith can fail, that gods can change,

     Viewing the rough black sea

       With eyes to tempests strange,

 Who now is basking in your golden smile,

   And dreams of you still fancy-free, still kind,

     Poor fool, nor knows the guile

       Of the deceitful wind!

 Woe to the eyes you dazzle without cloud

   Untried! For me, they show in yonder fane

     My dripping garments, vow’d

       To Him who curbs the main.
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Ode I.11 Tu ne quaesieris. (‘The Carpe Diem Poem’)
 

  Ask not (’tis forbidden knowledge), what our destined term of years,

   Mine and yours; nor scan the tables of your Babylonish seers.

   Better far to bear the future, my Leuconoe, like the past,

   Whether Jove has many winters yet to give, or this our last;

   THIS, that makes the Tyrrhene billows spend their strength against

    the shore.

   Strain your wine and prove your wisdom; life is short; should hope

    be more?

   In the moment of our talking, envious time has ebb’d away.

   Seize the present; trust to-morrow e’en as little as you may.
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Ode III.2. Angustam amice. “It is sweet and honorable to die for one’s country.”
 

To suffer hardness with good cheer,

   In sternest school of warfare bred,

 Our youth should learn; let steed and spear

   Make him one day the Parthian’s dread;

 Cold skies, keen perils, brace his life.

   Methinks I see from rampined town

 Some battling tyrant’s matron wife,

   Some maiden, look in terror down, — 

 “Ah, my dear lord, untrain’d in war!

   O tempt not the infuriate mood

 Of that fell lion! see! from far

   He plunges through a tide of blood!”

 What joy, for fatherland to die!

   Death’s darts e’en flying feet o’ertake,

 Nor spare a recreant chivalry,

   A back that cowers, or loins that quake.

 True Virtue never knows defeat:

   HER robes she keeps unsullied still,

 Nor takes, nor quits, HER curule seat

   To please a people’s veering will.

 True Virtue opens heaven to worth:

   She makes the way she does not find:

 The vulgar crowd, the humid earth,

   Her soaring pinion leaves behind.

 Seal’d lips have blessings sure to come:

   Who drags Eleusis’ rite to day,

 That man shall never share my home,

   Or join my voyage: roofs give way

 And boats are wreck’d: true men and thieves

   Neglected Justice oft confounds:

 Though Vengeance halt, she seldom leaves

   The wretch whose flying steps she hounds.
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Ovid
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Amours. I.1
 

Translated by Christopher Marlowe
 

Quemadmodum a Cupidine, pro bellis amores scribere coactus sit

 

We which were Ovids five books, now are three,

For these before the rest preferreth he:

If reading five thou plainst of tediousnesse,

Two tane away, thy labor will be lesse:

With Muse upreard I meant to sing of armes,

Choosing a subject fit for feirse alarmes:

Both verses were alike till Love (men say)

Began to smile and tooke one foote away.

Rash boy, who gave thee power to change a line?

We are the Muses prophets, none of thine.

What if thy Mother take Dianas bowe,

Shall Dian fanne when love begins to glowe?

In wooddie groves ist meete that Ceres Raigne,

And quiver bearing Dian till the plaine:

Who’le set the faire treste sunne in battell ray,

While Mars doth take the Aonian harpe to play?

Great are thy kingdomes, over strong and large,

Ambitious Imp, why seekst thou further charge?

Are all things thine? the Muses Tempe thine?

Then scarse can Phoebus say, this harpe is mine.

When in this workes first verse I trod aloft,

Love slackt my Muse, and made my numbers soft.

I have no mistris, nor no favorit,

Being fittest matter for a wanton wit,

Thus I complaind, but Love unlockt his quiver,

Tooke out the shaft, ordaind my hart to shiver:

And bent his sinewy bow upon his knee,

Saying, Poet heers a worke beseeming thee.

Oh woe is me, he never shootes but hits,

I burne, love in my idle bosome sits.

Let my first verse be sixe, my last five feete,

Fare well sterne warre, for blunter Poets meete.

Elegian Muse, that warblest amorous laies,

Girt my shine browe with sea banke mirtle praise.
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Amours. I.9
 

Ad Atticum, amantem non oportere desidiosum esse, sicuti nec militem

 

All Lovers warre, and Cupid hath his tent,

Atticke all lovers are to warre farre sent.

What age fits Mars, with Venus doth agree,

Tis shame for eld in waive or love to be.

What yeares in souldiours Captaines do require,

Those in their lovers, pretty maydes desire.

Both of them watch: each on the hard earth sleepes:

His Mistris dores this; that his Captaines keepes.

Souldiers must travaile farre: the wench forth send,

Her valiant lover followes without end.

Mounts, and raine-doubled flouds he passeth over,

And treades the deserts snowy heapes do cover.

Going to sea, East windes he doth not chide

Nor to hoist saile attends fit time and tyde.

Who but a souldiour or a lover is bould

To suffer storlne mixt snowes with nights sharpe cold?

One as a spy doth to his enemies goe,

The other eyes his rivall as his foe.

He Citties greate, this thresholds lies before:

This breakes Towne gates, but he his Mistris dore.

oft to invade the sleeping foe tis good

And arm’d to shed unarmed peoples bloud.

So the fierce troupes of ThracianRhesus fell

And Captive horses bad their Lord fare-well.

Sooth Lovers watch till sleepe the hus-band charmes,

Who slumbring, they rise up in swelling armes.

The keepers hands and corps-dugard to passe

The souldiours, and poore lovers worke ere was.

Doubtfull is warre and love, the vanquisht rise

And who thou never think’st should fall downe lies.

Therefore who ere love sloathfiilnesse doth call,

Let him surcease: love tries wit best of all.

Achilles burnd Briseis being tane away:

Trojanes destroy the Greeke wealth, while you may.

Hector to armes went from his wives embraces,

And on Andromache his helmet laces.

Great Agamemnon was, men say, amazed,

On Priams loose-trest daughter when he gazed.

Mars in the deed the black-smithes net did stable,

In heaven was never more notorious fable.

My selfe was dull, and faint, to sloth inclinde,

Pleasure, and ease had mollifide my minde.

A faire maides care expeld this sluggishnesse,

And to her tentes wild me my selfe addresse.

Since maist thou see me watch and night warres move:

He that will not growe slothfull let him love.
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Amours III.11
 

Doletamicam suam ita suis carminibus innotuisse ut rivales multos sibi pararit

 

What day was that, which all sad haps to bring,

White birdes to lovers did not aiwayes sing.

Or is I thinke my wish against the starres?

Or shall I plaine some God against me warres?

Who mine was cald, whom I lov’d more then any,

I feare with me is common now to many.

Erre I? or by my bookes is she so knowne?

’Tis so: by my witte her abuse is growne.

And justly: for her praise why did I tell?

The wench by my fault is set forth to sell.

The bawde I play, lovers tp her I guide:

Her gate by my hands is set open wide.

’Tis doubtfiill whether verse availe, or harme,

Against my good they were an envious charme.

When Thebes, when Troy, when Caesar should be writ,

Alone Corinna moves my wanton wit.

With Muse oppos’d would I my lines had done,

And Phcebus had forsooke my worke begun.

Nor, as use will not Poets record heare,

Would I my words would any credit beare.

Scylla by us her fathers rich haire steales,

And Scyllaes wombe mad raging dogs conceales.

Wee cause feete flie, wee mingle haires with snakes,

Victorious Perseus a wingd steedes back takes.

Our verse great Titys a huge space out-spreads,

And gives the viper curled Dogge three heads.

We make Enceladus use a thousand armes,

And men inthraild by Mermaids singing charmes.

The East winds in Ulisses baggs we shut,

And blabbing Tantalus in mid-waters put.

Niobe flint, Callist we make a Beare,

Bird-changed Progne doth her Itys teare.

Jove turnes himselfe into a Swanne, or gold,

Or his Bulles hornes Europas hand doth hold.

Proteus what should I name? teeth, Thebes first seed?

Oxen in whose mouthes burning flames did breede?

Heav’n starre Electra that bewaild her sisters?

The ships, whose God-head in the sea now glisters?

The Sunne turnd backe from Atreus cursed table?

And sweet toucht harpe that to move stones was able?

Poets large power is boundlesse, and immense,

Nor have their words true histories pretence,

And my wench ought to have seem’d falsely praisd,

Now your credulity harme to me hath raisd.
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Venus and Adonis: Extract from ‘The Metamorphoses’
 

Translated by J. J. Howard
 

  “As kisses sweet the quiver-bearing boy
 “Press’d on his mother’s lips, he witless raz’d
 “Slightly her bosom, with a dart that stood
 “Protruding. Venus, wounded, angry push’d
 “Her son far from her; light the wound appear’d;
 “At first even her deceiving. With the blaze
 “Of manly beauty caught, she now contemns
 “The Cythereïan shores; nor Paphos seeks,
 “Girt by profoundest seas; Cnidos, so fam’d
 “For fish; nor Amathus with metals rich.
 “Heaven too, she quits, to heaven she now prefers
 “Adonis: him she follows, him attends;

 “Whose sole employ was loitering in the shade,
 “In anxious study to increase her charms.
 “Bare to the knee, her robe, like Dian’s train
 “High-girt, o’er hills, through woods, and brambly rocks
 “She roves: exhorts the dogs, and drives such game
 “As threaten not with danger; fearful hares,
 “High-antler’d stags, and rapid-flying deer.
 “Fierce boars she shuns, and shuns the robber-wolf,
 “Strong-talon’d bears, and lions slaughter-gorg’d.
 

  “Thou too, Adonis, admonition heardst
 “These to avoid, if admonition ought
 “With thee could weigh: — Be brave, — the goddess said — 
 “To those who fly thee; courage ‘gainst the bold
 “To danger drags. Dear youth, thy heart is brave;
 “Indulge not to my hazard, nor provoke
 “Fierce beasts by nature arm’d, nor seek for fame.
 “Nor youth nor beauty, such as Venus move,
 “Will move the lion, or the bristly boar:
 “Their eyes and breasts untouch’d by brightest charms.
 “Thunder and lightning in his bended tusks
 “The fierce boar carries; rapid is the force
 “The tawny lion, (hated race!) exerts:
 “My cause of hatred when to thee disclos’d,
 “Will raise thy wonder at the monstrous crime,
 “In days of yore committed. Now hard toil
 “Unwonted tires me. Lo! the poplar’s shade

 “So opportune invites; and the green turf
 “A couch presents. Upon the ground with thee
 “I’ll rest: — she spoke, and as she stretch’d along,
 “She press’d the grass, and press’d the lovely youth:
 “Smiling, her head upon his breast reclin’d,
 “‘Midst intermingling kisses, thus she spoke. — 
 

  “Perhaps thou’st heard of that renowned maid,
 “Whose fleetness in the race the swiftest man’s
 “Surpass’d. Not fabulous the tale you heard:
 “She vanquish’d all. And hard it was to say,
 “If praise for swiftness, or for beauteous form,
 “She most deserv’d. To her, who once enquir’d
 “Of marriage, fate-predicting Phœbus said — 
 “A spouse would, Atalanta, be thy bane;
 “Avoid an husband’s couch. Yet wilt thou not
 “An husband’s couch avoid; but lose thyself,
 “Thyself yet living. — Terror-struck to hear
 “The sentence of the god, maiden she lives
 “Amid the thickest woods; driving severe
 “The throngs of pressing suitors from her far,
 “By hard conditions. — Ne’er can I be gain’d — 
 “She said — till vanquish’d in the race. With me
 “Your swiftness try: the conqueror in the strife,
 “Shall gain me spouse, and gain a genial couch;
 “But death must him who lags behind reward.
 “Such be the laws of trial. — Pitiless

 “The law appear’d; but (such is beauty’s power)
 “Crowds of rash lovers to the law agreed.
 “There sat Hippomenes to view the race
 “Unequal; and exclaim’d, — are there so mad,
 “As seek a wife through peril so immense? — 
 “And the blind love of all the youths condemn’d.
 “But when her face he saw, and saw her limbs
 “Bar’d for the contest, (limbs like mine, or thine,
 “Were thine of female mould,) amaz’d he look’d
 “With uprais’d hands, and cry’d; — forgive my fault,
 “Ye whom but now I blam’d; the great reward
 “For which you labor, then to me unknown! — 
 “Thus praising, fire he feels, and hopes no youth
 “More swift will run, and envious fears their speed — 
 “But why the fortune of this contest leave,
 “Untry’d — he said, — myself? Heaven helps the bold. — 
 “While musing thus Hippomenes remarks
 “The virgin’s flying pace. Though not less swift
 “Th’ Aönian youth beheld her, than the dart
 “Shot from the Scythian bow; her beauty more
 “Ravish’d his eyes, and speed her charms increas’d.
 “Th’ opposing breeze, which met her rapid feet,
 “Blew back the ribbons which her sandals bound;
 “Her tresses floated down her ivory back;
 “And loosely flow’d her garment o’er her knees,
 “With painted border gay: a purple bloom
 “With virgin whiteness mixt, her body shew’d;

 “As when the snow-white hall a deepen’d tinge
 “From purple curtains shews. While this the guest
 “Intently notes, the utmost goal is pass’d:
 “Victorious Atalanta with the wreath
 “Is crown’d: the vanquish’d sigh, and meet the doom
 “Agreed. He, by the youths’ untimely fate
 “Deterr’d not, forward stood, and on the nymph
 “Fix’d full his eyes, and said; — Why seek you thus
 “An easy conquest, vanquishing the weak?
 “With me contend. So potent am I born
 “You need not blush to such high rank to yield.
 “Megareus was my sire, Onchestius his,
 “Grandson to Neptune; thus the fourth I boast
 “From Ocean’s sovereign. Nor beneath my race
 “Stoops aught my valor; should success me crown,
 “A lofty and an everlasting fame,
 “Hippomenes your conqueror, would you gain. — 
 “As thus he spoke, with softening eyes the maid
 “Beheld him, doubtful which ‘twere best to wish,
 “To vanquish or be vanquish’d. While she thus
 “Utter’d her thoughts — What god, an envious foe
 “To beauty would destroy him: urg’d to seek
 “My bed, by risking thus his own dear life?
 “I cannot sure so great a prize be thought!
 “His beauty melts me not; though yet I own
 “Such beauty well might melt. But such a youth
 “He seems, he moves me not but from his years.

 “What courage in him reigns! his soul unaw’d
 “By death. He springs the fourth from Ocean’s king!
 “Then how he loves! and prizes so my hand,
 “That should hard fortune keep me from his arms,
 “He’d perish. Stranger, while thou may’st, depart;
 “Avoid the bloody nuptials. Marriage, I
 “Too cruel make. No maid would thee refuse;
 “And soon may’st thou a wiser nymph select.
 “But why for him this care? from me who see
 “So many die, whom he too has beheld?
 “Then let him perish; since the numerous train
 “Of slaughter’d lovers warns him not: he spurns
 “An hated life. How! should he then be slain
 “Because with me to live he wishes? Death
 “Inglorious must he gain, reward of love?
 “Hatred would such a conquest still attend.
 “Still is not mine the fault. Do thou desist;
 “Or if thy madness holds, O, that thy feet
 “More swift may be! See in his youthful face
 “What virgin beauties! Ah! Hippomenes,
 “Would Atalanta thou had’st never seen.
 “Well worthy thou of life. Were I more blest;
 “Had rugged fate not me a spouse forbade,
 “Thou, sole art he, by whom to Hymen’s couch
 “With joy I would be led. — Thus spoke the nymph,
 “In fond simplicity, first touch’d by love,

 “Unknowing what she felt: ardent she lov’d,
 “Yet knew the passion not which rul’d her soul.
 

  “Now loud the people, and the king demand,
 “The wonted race. To me with anxious words
 “Hippomenes, great Neptune’s offspring pray’d — 
 “O Cytherea! I adjure thee, aid
 “My bold attempt; from thee those flames I felt,
 “Grant them thy succour. — Gales auspicious waft
 “To me the tender prayers, my soul is mov’d:
 “Nor long the aid so needful I delay.
 “A tract there lies in Cyprus’ richest lands,
 “Nam’d Tamasene by those who dwell around,
 “This ancient times made sacred unto me:
 “And with this gift my temples were endow’d.
 “‘Midst of the field appears a shining tree;
 “Yellow its leaves, its crackling branches gold.
 “By chance there straying, from the boughs I pluck’d
 “Three golden apples, bore them in my hand,
 “And seen by none, except the favor’d youth,
 “Approach’d Hippomenes, and taught their use.
 “The trumpets gave the sign, each ready sprung — 
 “Shot from the barrier, and with rapid feet
 “Skimm’d lightly o’er the sand. O’er the wide main
 “With feet unwetted, they might seem to fly;
 “Or sweep th’ unbending ears of hoary grain.
 “Loud shouts encouraging, and cheering words,

 “On every side a stimulus afford,
 “To urge the youth’s exertions. — Now, — they cry, — 
 “Now, now, Hippomenes, the time to press!
 “On, on! exert thy vigor — flag not now, — 
 “The race is thine. — The grateful sounds both heard,
 “Megareus’ son, and Schœneus’ daughter; hard
 “Which joy’d the most to judge. How oft her pace
 “She slacken’d, when with ease she might have pass’d,
 “And ceas’d unwilling on his face to gaze.
 “Tir’d now, parch’d breathings from the mouth ascends
 “Of Neptune’s son, and far remote the goal.
 “Then, as his last resource, he distant flung
 “One of the tree’s bright produce. In amaze
 “The virgin saw it roll; and from the course
 “Swerv’d, tempted to obtain the glittering fruit.
 “Hippomenes o’ershoots her; all around
 “Applauses ring. She soon corrects delay,
 “And wasted moments, with more rapid speed,
 “And leaves again the youth behind. Again,
 “Delay’d to catch the second flying fruit,
 “The youth is follow’d, and again o’erpass’d.
 “Now near the goal they come, — O, goddess! now
 “Who gave the boon assist; he said, and flung
 “With youthful force obliquely o’er the plain,
 “More to detain, the last bright glittering gold.
 “In doubt the virgin saw it fly: I urg’d
 “That she should follow; and fresh weight I gave

 “The apple when obtain’d; thus by the load
 “Her course impeding, and obtain’d delay.
 “But lest my tale, in length surpass the race,
 “The vanquish’d virgin was the victor’s prize.
 

  “Think’st thou Adonis, did I not deserve
 “Most grateful thanks in smoking incense paid?
 “Mindless, nor thanks, nor incense yielded he;
 “And sudden anger in my bosom rag’d.
 “Irk’d at the slight, I instantly provide
 “That future times with less contempt behave:
 “And ‘gainst them both my raging bosom burns.
 “Now pass’d they near a temple, long since rais’d
 “By fam’d Echion, in a shady wood,
 “To the great mother of the heavenly gods,
 “When the long journey tempted to repose;
 “And there, inspir’d by me, ill-tim’d desire
 “Hippomenes excited. Near the fane
 “A cave-like close recess dim-lighted stood,
 “With native pumice roof’d, hallow’d of old;
 “Where priests the numerous images had plac’d,
 “Of ancient deities. They enter’d here,
 “And with forbidden lust the place defil’d.
 “The wooden images their eyes avert:
 “The tower-crown’d goddess dubious stands to plunge,
 “The guilty couple in the Stygian wave.
 “Too light that sentence seems: straight yellow manes

 “Cover their soft smooth necks; their fingers curve
 “To mighty claws; their arms to fore-legs turn;
 “And new-form’d tails sweep lightly o’er the sand:
 “Angry their countenance glares; for speech they roar;
 “They haunt the forests for their nuptial dome.
 “Transform’d to lions, and by others fear’d,
 “Their tam’d mouths champ the Cybeleïan reins.
 “Do thou, O dearest boy! their rage avoid;
 “Not theirs alone, but all the savage tribe,
 “That stubborn meet with breasts the furious war;
 “Not turn their backs for flight: lest bold too much,
 “Thou and myself, have cause too much too mourn. — 
 

  “Thus she admonish’d; and by coupled swans
 “Upborne, she cleft the air; but his brave soul
 “Her cautious admonitions rash contemn’d.
 

  “By chance his dogs the well-mark’d footprints trac’d,
 “And from his lurking covert rous’d a boar;
 “Whom with a stroke oblique, as from the brake
 “To spring he went, the gallant youth transpierc’d.
 “Instant, with crooked tusks, the gore-stain’d spear
 “Wrench’d the fierce boar away, and at him rush’d,
 “Trembling, and safety seeking: every fang
 “Deep in his groin he plung’d, and on the sand
 “Stretch’d him expiring. Cytherea, borne
 “Through midmost ether in her chariot light,

 “Had not at Cyprus with her swans arriv’d,
 “When, known from far, she heard his dying groans;
 “And thither turn’d her snowy birds. From high
 “When lifeless she beheld him, in his blood
 “Convulsive struggling, quick she darted down,
 “She tore her garments, and she tore her hair;
 “And with unpitying hands her breast she smote.
 “Then, fate upbraiding first, she said; — Not all
 “Shall bend to your decision; still shalt thou
 “Remain, Adonis, monument of woe,
 “Suffer’d by me! The image of thy death,
 “Annual repeated, annual shall renew
 “Remembrance of my mourning. But thy blood
 “A flower shall form. Shalt thou, O Proserpine,
 “A female body to a scented herb
 “Transform; and I the Cinyreïan youth
 “Forbidden be to change? — She said, and flung
 “Nectar most odorous on the ebbing gore;
 “Which instant swelling rose. So bubbles rise
 “On the smooth stream when showery floods descend.
 “Nor long the term, an hour’s short space elaps’d,
 “When the same teinted flower the blood produc’d:
 “Such flowers the deep pomegranate bears, which hides
 “Its purple grains beneath a flexile rind.
 “But short its boast, for the same winds afford
 “Its name, and shake them where they light adhere:
 “Ripe for their fall in fragile beauty gay.”
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Tempus edax rerum: Extract from ‘The Metamorphoses’ Book XV
 

  “And now the god inspires my tongue, my tongue
 “Shall follow what th’ inspiring god directs,
 “My truths I will disclose, display all heaven,
 “And oracles of mind divine reveal.
 “I sing of mighty things, by none before
 “Investigated; what has long lain hid.
 “It glads me through the lofty heavens to go;
 “To sail amid the clouds, the sluggish earth
 “Left far below; and on the shoulders mount
 “Of mighty Atlas; thence from far look down,
 “On wandering souls of reasoning aid depriv’d,
 “Shivering and trembling at the thoughts of death.
 “I thus exhort, and scenes of fate unfold.
 

  “O race! whom terror of cold death affrights,
 “Why fear ye Styx? why darkness? why vain names,
 “The dreams of poets? why in fancy’d worlds
 “Severe atonements? Whether slow disease,
 “Or on the pile the body flames consume,
 “Think not that any suffering it can feel.
 “The soul from death is free, and one seat left,
 “Another habitation finds and lives.
 “Well I remember I was Pantheus’ son,
 “Euphorbus, in the fatal war of Troy,

 “Whose breast the young Atrides’ massive spear
 “Transpierc’d in fight. I lately knew the shield
 “My left arm bore, in Juno’s temple hung,
 “In Abantean Argos. All is chang’d,
 “But nothing dies. The spirit roams about
 “From that to this, from this to that again;
 “And enters vacant bodies at its will.
 “Now from a beast’s to human frame it goes,
 “Now from the man it passes to a beast;
 “And never perishes. As yielding wax
 “Is with new figures printed, nor remains
 “Long in one form, nor holds its pristine shape;
 “And yet is still the same: so do I teach,
 “The soul the same, though vary’d are its seats.
 “Hence, lest thy belly’s keen desire o’ercome
 “All piety, (and prophet-like I speak)
 “Forbear by impious slaughter to disturb
 “The souls of kindred friends; and let not blood
 “With blood be fed. Now on the boundless sea
 “Since I am borne, and to the breeze have loos’d
 “My swelling sail, this more: — Nought that the world
 “Contains, is in appearance still the same
 “All moving alters; changeable is form’d
 “Each image. And with constant motion flows
 “Ev’n time itself, just like a passing stream;
 “For nor the river, nor the flying hour
 “Can be detain’d. As wave by wave impell’d,

 “The foremost prest by that behind; itself
 “Urging its predecessor; so time flies,
 “And so is follow’d, ever seeming new.
 “For what has been, is lost; what is, no more
 “Shall be, and every moment is renew’d.
 “You see the night emerge to glorious day,
 “And the bright sun in shady darkness sink.
 “Nor shews the sky one hue when nature all
 “Worn out, in midnight quiet rests; and when
 “Bright Lucifer dismounts his snowy steed:
 “Varying again when fair Aurora comes
 “Of light fore-runner, and the world, to Sol
 “About to yield, dyes deep. The orbed god,
 “When from earth’s margin rising, in the morn
 “Blushing appears, and blushing seems at eve
 “Descending to the main, but at heaven’s height
 “Shines in white splendor; there th’ ethereal air
 “Is purest, earth’s contagion distant far.
 “Nor can nocturnal Phœbe always shew
 “Her form the same, nor equal: less to-day,
 “If waxing, than to-morrow she’ll appear;
 “If waning, greater. Note you not the year
 “In four succeeding seasons passing on?
 “A lively image of our mortal life.
 “Tender and milky, like young infancy
 “Is the new spring: then gaily shine the plants,
 “Tumid with juice, but helpless; and delight

 “With hope the planter: blooming all appears,
 “And smiles in varied flowers the feeding earth;
 “But delicate and pow’rless are the leaves.
 “Robuster now the year, to spring succeeds
 “The summer, and a sturdy youth becomes:
 “No age is stronger, none more fertile yields
 “Its stores, and none with heat more fervid glows.
 “Next autumn follows, all the fire of youth
 “Allay’d, mature in mildness, just between
 “Old age and youth a medium temper holds;
 “Some silvery tresses o’er his temples strew’d.
 “Then aged winter, frightful object! comes
 “With tottering step, and bald appears his head;
 “Or snowy white the few remaining hairs.
 “Our bodies too themselves submit to change
 “Without remission. Nor what we have been,
 “Nor what we are, to-morrow shall we be.
 “The day has been when we were but as seed,
 “And in his mother’s womb the future man
 “Dwelt. Nature with her aiding power appear’d,
 “Bade that the embryo bury’d deep within
 “The pregnant mother, should not rack her more:
 “And from its dwelling to the free drawn air
 “Produc’d it. To the day the infant brought,
 “Lies sinewless; then quadruped he crawls
 “In beast-like guise; then trembling, by degrees
 “He stands erect, but with a leg unfirm,

 “His knees assisting with some strong support.
 “Now is he strong and swift, and youth’s brisk stage
 “Quick passes; then, the flower of years o’ergone,
 “He slides down gradual to descending age:
 “This undermines, demolishes the strength
 “Of former years. And ancient Milo weeps,
 “When he beholds those aged feeble arms
 “Hang dangling by his side, once like the limbs
 “Of Hercules; so muscular, so large.
 “And Helen weeps when in her glass she views
 “Her aged wrinkles, wondering to herself
 “Why she was ravish’d twice. Consuming time!
 “And envious age! all substance ye destroy;
 “All things your teeth decay; and you consume
 “By gradual progress, but by certain death.
 “These also, which the elements we call,
 “Their varying changes know: lo! I explain
 “Their regular vicissitudes, — attend.
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The Inferno. Canto I
 

Translated by H. F. Cary
 

Durante degli Alighieri (c. 1265–1321)
 

IN the midway of this our mortal life,
 I found me in a gloomy wood, astray
 Gone from the path direct: and e’en to tell
 It were no easy task, how savage wild
 That forest, how robust and rough its growth,
 Which to remember only, my dismay
 Renews, in bitterness not far from death.
 Yet to discourse of what there good befell,
 All else will I relate discover’d there.
 How first I enter’d it I scarce can say,
 Such sleepy dullness in that instant weigh’d
 My senses down, when the true path I left,
 But when a mountain’s foot I reach’d, where clos’d
 The valley, that had pierc’d my heart with dread,
 I look’d aloft, and saw his shoulders broad
 Already vested with that planet’s beam,
 Who leads all wanderers safe through every way.
 

Then was a little respite to the fear,
 That in my heart’s recesses deep had lain,
 All of that night, so pitifully pass’d:
 And as a man, with difficult short breath,
 Forespent with toiling, ‘scap’d from sea to shore,
 Turns to the perilous wide waste, and stands
 At gaze; e’en so my spirit, that yet fail’d
 Struggling with terror, turn’d to view the straits,
 That none hath pass’d and liv’d.  My weary frame
 After short pause recomforted, again
 I journey’d on over that lonely steep,
 

The hinder foot still firmer.  Scarce the ascent
 Began, when, lo! a panther, nimble, light,
 And cover’d with a speckled skin, appear’d,
 Nor, when it saw me, vanish’d, rather strove
 To check my onward going; that ofttimes
 With purpose to retrace my steps I turn’d.
 

The hour was morning’s prime, and on his way
 Aloft the sun ascended with those stars,
 That with him rose, when Love divine first mov’d
 Those its fair works: so that with joyous hope
 All things conspir’d to fill me, the gay skin
 Of that swift animal, the matin dawn
 And the sweet season.  Soon that joy was chas’d,
 And by new dread succeeded, when in view
 A lion came, ‘gainst me, as it appear’d,
 

With his head held aloft and hunger-mad,
 That e’en the air was fear-struck.  A she-wolf
 Was at his heels, who in her leanness seem’d
 Full of all wants, and many a land hath made
 Disconsolate ere now.  She with such fear
 O’erwhelmed me, at the sight of her appall’d,
 That of the height all hope I lost.  As one,
 Who with his gain elated, sees the time
 When all unwares is gone, he inwardly
 Mourns with heart-griping anguish; such was I,
 Haunted by that fell beast, never at peace,
 Who coming o’er against me, by degrees
 Impell’d me where the sun in silence rests.
 

While to the lower space with backward step
 I fell, my ken discern’d the form one of one,
 Whose voice seem’d faint through long disuse of speech.
 When him in that great desert I espied,
 “Have mercy on me!”  cried I out aloud,
 “Spirit! or living man! what e’er thou be!”
 

He answer’d: “Now not man, man once I was,
 And born of Lombard parents, Mantuana both
 By country, when the power of Julius yet
 Was scarcely firm.  At Rome my life was past
 Beneath the mild Augustus, in the time
 Of fabled deities and false.  A bard
 Was I, and made Anchises’ upright son
 The subject of my song, who came from Troy,
 When the flames prey’d on Ilium’s haughty towers.
 But thou, say wherefore to such perils past
 Return’st thou?  wherefore not this pleasant mount
 Ascendest, cause and source of all delight?”
 “And art thou then that Virgil, that well-spring,
 From which such copious floods of eloquence
 Have issued?”  I with front abash’d replied.
 “Glory and light of all the tuneful train!
 May it avail me that I long with zeal
 Have sought thy volume, and with love immense
 Have conn’d it o’er.  My master thou and guide!
 Thou he from whom alone I have deriv’d
 That style, which for its beauty into fame
 Exalts me.  See the beast, from whom I fled.
 O save me from her, thou illustrious sage!
 

“For every vein and pulse throughout my frame
 She hath made tremble.”  He, soon as he saw
 That I was weeping, answer’d, “Thou must needs
 Another way pursue, if thou wouldst ‘scape
 From out that savage wilderness.  This beast,
 At whom thou criest, her way will suffer none
 To pass, and no less hindrance makes than death:
 So bad and so accursed in her kind,
 That never sated is her ravenous will,
 Still after food more craving than before.
 To many an animal in wedlock vile
 She fastens, and shall yet to many more,
 Until that greyhound come, who shall destroy
 Her with sharp pain.  He will not life support
 By earth nor its base metals, but by love,
 Wisdom, and virtue, and his land shall be
 The land ‘twixt either Feltro.  In his might
 Shall safety to Italia’s plains arise,
 For whose fair realm, Camilla, virgin pure,
 Nisus, Euryalus, and Turnus fell.
 He with incessant chase through every town
 Shall worry, until he to hell at length
 Restore her, thence by envy first let loose.
 I for thy profit pond’ring now devise,
 That thou mayst follow me, and I thy guide
 Will lead thee hence through an eternal space,
 Where thou shalt hear despairing shrieks, and see
 Spirits of old tormented, who invoke
 A second death; and those next view, who dwell
 Content in fire, for that they hope to come,
 Whene’er the time may be, among the blest,
 Into whose regions if thou then desire
 T’ ascend, a spirit worthier then I
 Must lead thee, in whose charge, when I depart,
 Thou shalt be left: for that Almighty King,
 Who reigns above, a rebel to his law,
 Adjudges me, and therefore hath decreed,
 That to his city none through me should come.
 He in all parts hath sway; there rules, there holds
 His citadel and throne.  O happy those,
 Whom there he chooses!” I to him in few:
 “Bard! by that God, whom thou didst not adore,
 I do beseech thee (that this ill and worse
 I may escape) to lead me, where thou saidst,
 That I Saint Peter’s gate may view, and those
 Who as thou tell’st, are in such dismal plight.”
 

Onward he mov’d, I close his steps pursu’d.
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The Inferno Canto II
 

Durante degli Alighieri (c. 1265–1321)
 

NOW was the day departing, and the air,
 Imbrown’d with shadows, from their toils releas’d
 All animals on earth; and I alone
 Prepar’d myself the conflict to sustain,
 Both of sad pity, and that perilous road,
 Which my unerring memory shall retrace.
 

O Muses! O high genius! now vouchsafe
 Your aid! O mind! that all I saw hast kept
 Safe in a written record, here thy worth
 And eminent endowments come to proof.
 

I thus began: “Bard! thou who art my guide,
 Consider well, if virtue be in me
 Sufficient, ere to this high enterprise
 Thou trust me.  Thou hast told that Silvius’ sire,
 Yet cloth’d in corruptible flesh, among
 Th’ immortal tribes had entrance, and was there
 Sensible present.  Yet if heaven’s great Lord,
 Almighty foe to ill, such favour shew’d,
 In contemplation of the high effect,
 Both what and who from him should issue forth,
 It seems in reason’s judgment well deserv’d:
 Sith he of Rome, and of Rome’s empire wide,
 In heaven’s empyreal height was chosen sire:
 Both which, if truth be spoken, were ordain’d
 And ‘stablish’d for the holy place, where sits
 Who to great Peter’s sacred chair succeeds.
 He from this journey, in thy song renown’d,
 Learn’d things, that to his victory gave rise
 And to the papal robe.  In after-times
 The chosen vessel also travel’d there,
 To bring us back assurance in that faith,
 Which is the entrance to salvation’s way.
 But I, why should I there presume?  or who
 Permits it?  not, Aeneas I nor Paul.
 Myself I deem not worthy, and none else
 Will deem me.  I, if on this voyage then
 I venture, fear it will in folly end.
 Thou, who art wise, better my meaning know’st,
 Than I can speak.”  As one, who unresolves
 What he hath late resolv’d, and with new thoughts
 Changes his purpose, from his first intent
 Remov’d; e’en such was I on that dun coast,
 Wasting in thought my enterprise, at first
 So eagerly embrac’d.  “If right thy words
 I scan,” replied that shade magnanimous,
 “Thy soul is by vile fear assail’d, which oft
 So overcasts a man, that he recoils
 From noblest resolution, like a beast
 At some false semblance in the twilight gloom.
 That from this terror thou mayst free thyself,
 I will instruct thee why I came, and what
 I heard in that same instant, when for thee
 Grief touch’d me first.  I was among the tribe,
 Who rest suspended, when a dame, so blest
 And lovely, I besought her to command,
 Call’d me; her eyes were brighter than the star
 Of day; and she with gentle voice and soft
 Angelically tun’d her speech address’d:
 “O courteous shade of Mantua! thou whose fame
 Yet lives, and shall live long as nature lasts!
 A friend, not of my fortune but myself,
 On the wide desert in his road has met
 Hindrance so great, that he through fear has turn’d.
 Now much I dread lest he past help have stray’d,
 And I be ris’n too late for his relief,
 From what in heaven of him I heard.  Speed now,
 And by thy eloquent persuasive tongue,
 And by all means for his deliverance meet,
 Assist him.  So to me will comfort spring.
 I who now bid thee on this errand forth
 Am Beatrice; from a place I come.
 

(Note: Beatrice.  I use this word, as it is pronounced in the Italian, as consisting of four syllables, of which the third is a long one.) Revisited with joy.  Love brought me thence, Who prompts my speech.  When in my Master’s sight I stand, thy praise to him I oft will tell.”
 

She then was silent, and I thus began:
 “O Lady! by whose influence alone,
 Mankind excels whatever is contain’d
 Within that heaven which hath the smallest orb,
 So thy command delights me, that to obey,
 If it were done already, would seem late.
 No need hast thou farther to speak thy will;
 Yet tell the reason, why thou art not loth
 To leave that ample space, where to return
 Thou burnest, for this centre here beneath.”
 

She then: “Since thou so deeply wouldst inquire,
 I will instruct thee briefly, why no dread
 Hinders my entrance here.  Those things alone
 Are to be fear’d, whence evil may proceed,
 None else, for none are terrible beside.
 I am so fram’d by God, thanks to his grace!
 That any suff’rance of your misery
 Touches me not, nor flame of that fierce fire
 Assails me.  In high heaven a blessed dame
 Besides, who mourns with such effectual grief
 That hindrance, which I send thee to remove,
 That God’s stern judgment to her will inclines.”
 To Lucia calling, her she thus bespake:
 “Now doth thy faithful servant need thy aid
 And I commend him to thee.”  At her word
 Sped Lucia, of all cruelty the foe,
 And coming to the place, where I abode
 Seated with Rachel, her of ancient days,
 She thus address’d me: “Thou true praise of God!
 Beatrice! why is not thy succour lent
 To him, who so much lov’d thee, as to leave
 For thy sake all the multitude admires?
 Dost thou not hear how pitiful his wail,
 Nor mark the death, which in the torrent flood,
 Swoln mightier than a sea, him struggling holds?”
 Ne’er among men did any with such speed
 Haste to their profit, flee from their annoy,
 As when these words were spoken, I came here,
 Down from my blessed seat, trusting the force
 Of thy pure eloquence, which thee, and all
 Who well have mark’d it, into honour brings.”
 

“When she had ended, her bright beaming eyes
 Tearful she turn’d aside; whereat I felt
 Redoubled zeal to serve thee.  As she will’d,
 Thus am I come: I sav’d thee from the beast,
 Who thy near way across the goodly mount
 Prevented.  What is this comes o’er thee then?
 Why, why dost thou hang back?  why in thy breast
 Harbour vile fear?  why hast not courage there
 And noble daring?  Since three maids so blest
 Thy safety plan, e’en in the court of heaven;
 And so much certain good my words forebode.”
 

As florets, by the frosty air of night
 Bent down and clos’d, when day has blanch’d their leaves,
 Rise all unfolded on their spiry stems;
 So was my fainting vigour new restor’d,
 And to my heart such kindly courage ran,
 That I as one undaunted soon replied:
 “O full of pity she, who undertook
 My succour! and thou kind who didst perform
 So soon her true behest! With such desire
 Thou hast dispos’d me to renew my voyage,
 That my first purpose fully is resum’d.
 Lead on: one only will is in us both.
 Thou art my guide, my master thou, and lord.”
 

So spake I; and when he had onward mov’d,
 I enter’d on the deep and woody way.
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The Inferno Canto III (All hope abandon ye who enter here)
 

Durante degli Alighieri (c. 1265–1321)
 

“THROUGH me you pass into the city of woe:
 Through me you pass into eternal pain:
 Through me among the people lost for aye.
 Justice the founder of my fabric mov’d:
 To rear me was the task of power divine,
 Supremest wisdom, and primeval love.
 Before me things create were none, save things
 Eternal, and eternal I endure.
 

“All hope abandon ye who enter here.”
 

Such characters in colour dim I mark’d
 Over a portal’s lofty arch inscrib’d:
 Whereat I thus: “Master, these words import
 Hard meaning.”  He as one prepar’d replied:
 “Here thou must all distrust behind thee leave;
 Here be vile fear extinguish’d. We are come
 Where I have told thee we shall see the souls
 To misery doom’d, who intellectual good
 Have lost.”  And when his hand he had stretch’d forth
 To mine, with pleasant looks, whence I was cheer’d,
 Into that secret place he led me on.
 

Here sighs with lamentations and loud moans
 Resounded through the air pierc’d by no star,
 That e’en I wept at entering.  Various tongues,
 Horrible languages, outcries of woe,
 Accents of anger, voices deep and hoarse,
 With hands together smote that swell’d the sounds,
 Made up a tumult, that for ever whirls
 Round through that air with solid darkness stain’d,
 Like to the sand that in the whirlwind flies.
 

I then, with error yet encompass’d, cried:
 “O master!  What is this I hear?  What race
 Are these, who seem so overcome with woe?”
 

He thus to me: “This miserable fate
 Suffer the wretched souls of those, who liv’d
 Without or praise or blame, with that ill band
 Of angels mix’d, who nor rebellious prov’d
 Nor yet were true to God, but for themselves
 Were only.  From his bounds Heaven drove them forth,
 Not to impair his lustre, nor the depth
 Of Hell receives them, lest th’ accursed tribe
 Should glory thence with exultation vain.”
 

I then: “Master! what doth aggrieve them thus,
 That they lament so loud?”  He straight replied:
 “That will I tell thee briefly.  These of death
 No hope may entertain: and their blind life
 So meanly passes, that all other lots
 They envy.  Fame of them the world hath none,
 Nor suffers; mercy and justice scorn them both.
 Speak not of them, but look, and pass them by.”
 

And I, who straightway look’d, beheld a flag,
 Which whirling ran around so rapidly,
 That it no pause obtain’d: and following came
 Such a long train of spirits, I should ne’er
 Have thought, that death so many had despoil’d.
 

When some of these I recogniz’d, I saw
 And knew the shade of him, who to base fear
 Yielding, abjur’d his high estate.  Forthwith
 I understood for certain this the tribe
 Of those ill spirits both to God displeasing
 And to his foes.  These wretches, who ne’er lived,
 Went on in nakedness, and sorely stung
 By wasps and hornets, which bedew’d their cheeks
 With blood, that mix’d with tears dropp’d to their feet,
 And by disgustful worms was gather’d there.
 

Then looking farther onwards I beheld
 A throng upon the shore of a great stream:
 Whereat I thus: “Sir! grant me now to know
 Whom here we view, and whence impell’d they seem
 So eager to pass o’er, as I discern
 Through the blear light?”  He thus to me in few:
 “This shalt thou know, soon as our steps arrive
 Beside the woeful tide of Acheron.”
 

Then with eyes downward cast and fill’d with shame,
 Fearing my words offensive to his ear,
 Till we had reach’d the river, I from speech
 Abstain’d.  And lo! toward us in a bark
 Comes on an old man hoary white with eld,
 

Crying, “Woe to you wicked spirits! hope not
 Ever to see the sky again.  I come
 To take you to the other shore across,
 Into eternal darkness, there to dwell
 In fierce heat and in ice.  And thou, who there
 Standest, live spirit! get thee hence, and leave
 These who are dead.”  But soon as he beheld
 I left them not, “By other way,” said he,
 “By other haven shalt thou come to shore,
 Not by this passage; thee a nimbler boat
 Must carry.”  Then to him thus spake my guide:
 “Charon! thyself torment not: so ‘t is will’d,
 Where will and power are one: ask thou no more.”
 

Straightway in silence fell the shaggy cheeks
 Of him the boatman o’er the livid lake,
 Around whose eyes glar’d wheeling flames.  Meanwhile
 Those spirits, faint and naked, color chang’d,
 And gnash’d their teeth, soon as the cruel words
 They heard.  God and their parents they blasphem’d,
 The human kind, the place, the time, and seed
 That did engender them and give them birth.
 

Then all together sorely wailing drew
 To the curs’d strand, that every man must pass
 Who fears not God.  Charon, demoniac form,
 With eyes of burning coal, collects them all,
 Beck’ning, and each, that lingers, with his oar
 Strikes.  As fall off the light autumnal leaves,
 One still another following, till the bough
 Strews all its honours on the earth beneath;
 

E’en in like manner Adam’s evil brood
 Cast themselves one by one down from the shore,
 Each at a beck, as falcon at his call.
 

Thus go they over through the umber’d wave,
 And ever they on the opposing bank
 Be landed, on this side another throng
 Still gathers.  “Son,” thus spake the courteous guide,
 “Those, who die subject to the wrath of God,
 All here together come from every clime,
 And to o’erpass the river are not loth:
 For so heaven’s justice goads them on, that fear
 Is turn’d into desire.  Hence ne’er hath past
 Good spirit.  If of thee Charon complain,
 Now mayst thou know the import of his words.”
 

This said, the gloomy region trembling shook
 So terribly, that yet with clammy dews
 Fear chills my brow.  The sad earth gave a blast,
 That, lightening, shot forth a vermilion flame,
 Which all my senses conquer’d quite, and I
 Down dropp’d, as one with sudden slumber seiz’d.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Poems from ‘La Vita Nuova’
 

Translated by Charles Eliot Norton
 

Durante degli Alighieri (c. 1265–1321)
 

III.
 

To every captive soul and gentle heart 
      Unto whose sight may come the present word, 
      That they thereof to me their thoughts impart, 
      Be greeting in Love’s name, who is their Lord. 
 Now of those hours wellnigh one third had gone 
      What time doth every star appear most bright, 
      When on a sudden Love before me shone, 
      Remembrance of whose nature gives me fright. 
 Joyful to me seemed Love, and he was keeping 
      My heart within his hands, while on his arm 
      He held my lady, covered o’er, and sleeping. 
 Then waking her, he with this flaming heart 
      Did humble feed her fearful of some harm. 
      Thereon I saw him thence in tears depart.
 

VII.
 

O ye who turn your steps along Love’s way, 
      Consider, and then say, 
      If there be any grief than mine more great; 
      That ye to hear me deign, I only pray; 
      Then fancy, as ye may, 
      If I am every torment’s inn and gate. 
 ‘T was not my little goodness to repay, 
      But bounty to display, 
      Love gave me such a sweet and pleasant fate, 
      That many times I heard behind me say, 
      ”Ah, through what merit, pray, 
      Hath this man’s heart become so light of late?” 
 But now is wholly lost my hardihead, 
      Which came from out a treasure of Love’s own, 
      And I stay poor alone, 
      So that of speech there cometh to me dread. 
 Thus wishing now to do like unto one 
      Who, out of shame, concealeth his disgrace, 
      I wear a joyful face, 
      While in my heart I waste away and groan.
 

VIII.
 

Lovers, lament, since Love himself now cries, 
      Hearing what cause ‘t is maketh him to weep. 
      Love seëth ladies mourn in sorrow deep, 
      Showing their bitter grieving through their eyes; 
 Because discourteous Death, on gentle heart 
      Working his cruel, unrelenting ways, 
      Hath all despoiled which in the world wins praise 
      For gentle dame, excepting honor’s part. 
 Hear ye what honor Love to her did pay; 
      For him in real form I saw lament 
      Above the lovely image of the dead; 
 And often toward the heaven he raised his head, 
      Whereto the gentle soul had made ascent 
      Which had been mistress of a shape so gay.
 

Discourteous Death, of clemency the foe, 
      Mother from old of woe, 
      Thou judgment irresistible, severe, 
      Since sorrow to this heart thou dost not spare, 
      Therefore in grief I go, 
      And blaming thee my very tongue outwear. 
 And since I wish of grace to strip thee bare, 
      Behoves me to declare 
      The wrong of wrongs in this thy guilty blow; 
      Not that the folk do not already know, 
      But to make each thy foe, 
      Who henceforth shall be nurtured with Love’s care, 
 From out the world thou courtesy hast ta’en, 
      And virtue, which in woman is to praise; 
      And in youth’s gayest days 
      The charm of love thou hast untimely slain. 
 Who is this lady I will not declare, 
      Save as her qualities do make her known; 
      Who merits heaven, alone 
      May have the hope her company to share.
 

IX.
 

As I the other day rode far from glad 
      Along a way it pleased me not to take, 
      I came on Love, who did his journey make, 
      In the light garment of a pilgrim clad. 
 His countenance, it seemed to me, was sad, 
      As if he grieved for his lost lordship’s sake; 
      Pensive he came, and forth his sighs did break; 
      Not to see folk, his head bowed down he had. 
 When me he saw, by name he called to me, 
      And said, “I come from that far distant part 
      Where through my will thy heart did dwell of late. 
 I bring it now on new delight to wait.” 
      Thereon I took of him so great a part 
      That quick he vanished; how, I did not see.
 

XII.
 

Ballad, I send thee forth upon Love’s trace, 
      For thou must him before my Lady bring, 
      So that of my excuse, which thou dost sing, 
      My Lord may then with her speak face to face. 
 Such courteous aspect, Ballad, thou dost show, 
      That all alone, indeed, 
      Thou oughtest not in any place to fear; 
      But if securely thou dost wish to go, 
      First to find Love is need, 
      For ill it were without Him to appear; 
      Seeing that she who ought thy words to hear, 
      If she be angry, as I think, with me, 
      And thou with Him companioned should not be, 
      Might lightly make thee fall into disgrace. 
 With dulcet sound, when with Him thou mayst be, 
      Begin with words like these, 
      First begging her that she would pity take: — 
      ”Lady, he who to you now sendeth me 
      Wills, when to you it please, 
      That his excuse you deign to hear me make. 
      Love is that one who, for thy beauty’s sake, 
      Makes him, as He doth will, his looks to change; 
      Then why He made his eyes on others range. 
      Think you, since in his heart no change hath place.” 
 Tell her: “O Lady, this his heart is stayed 
      With faith so firmly just, 
      Save to serve you, it hath no other care. 
      Early ‘t was yours, and never hath it strayed.” 
      But if she thee distrust, 
      Say, “Ask of Love, who will the truth declare.” 
      And at the end, beg her, with humble prayer, 
      That if it trouble her to pardon give, 
      She then should bid that I no longer live, 
      Nor shall she see her servant sue for grace. 
 And say to Him who is compassion’s key, 
      Ere from her thou depart, 
      That He may tell her of my reason fair, — 
      ”Through favor unto my sweet melody, 
      Stay with her where thou art, 
      And of thy servant, what thou wilt, declare, 
      And if she grant forgiveness through they prayer, 
      Make peace on her fair countenance to shine.” 
      When it may please thee, gentle Ballad mine, 
      Honor to win, go forth upon thy race.
 

XV.
 

That which opposeth in my mind doth die 
      Whene’er I come to see you, beauteous Joy! 
      And I hear Love say, when to you I ‘m nigh, 
      ”Begone, if death be unto thee annoy.” 
 My face the color of my heart displays, 
      Which, fainting, nay chance support doth seek; 
      And as I tremble in my drunken daze, 
      ”Die! die!” the very stones appear to shriek. 
 He who may then behold me doeth ill, 
      If my affrighted soul he comfort not, 
      Showing at least that me he pitieth, 
 Through that compassion which your scorn doth kill, 
      And which is by the lifeless look begot 
      Of eyes which have a longing for their death.
 

XIX.
 

Ladies that have intelligence of Love, 
      I of my lady wish with you to speak; 
      Not that I can believe to end her praise, 
      But to discourse that I may ease my mind. 
      I say that when I think upon her worth, 
      So sweet doth Love make himself feel to me, 
      That if I then should lose not hardihood, 
      Speaking, I should enamour all mankind. 
      And I wish not so loftily to speak 
      As to become, through fear of failure, vile; 
      But of her gentle nature I will treat 
      In manner light compared with her desert, 
      Ye loving dames and damosels, with you, 
      For ‘t is not thing of which to speak to others. 
 An angel crieth in the mind divine, 
      And saith: “O Sire, on earth is to be seen 
      A miracle in action, that proceeds 
      From out a soul which far as here doth shine. 
      Heaven, which hath not any other defect 
      Save want of her, demands her of its Lord, 
      And every Saint doth for this favor beg.” 
      Only Compassion our part defendeth; 
      And thus speaks God, who of my lady thinks: 
      ”O my elect, now suffer ye in peace 
      That, while it pleaseth me, your hope abide 
      There, where is one who dreads the loss of her: 
      And who shall say in hell to the foredoomed, 
      ’I have beheld the hope of those in bliss.’” 
 My lady is desired in highest heaven; 
      Now will I of her virtue make you know. 
      I say: Whoso would seem a gentle dame 
      Should go with her; for when she goes her way 
      Love casts a frost upon all caitiff hearts, 
      So that their every thought doth freeze and perish. 
      And who can bear to stay on her to look 
      Will noble thing become, or else will die. 
      And when one finds that he may worthy be 
      To look on her, he doth his virtue prove; 
      For that arrives to him which gives him health, 
      And humbles him till he forgets all wrong. 
      Yet hath God given her for greater grace, 
      That who hath spoke with her cannot end ill. 
 Love saith concerning her: “How can it be 
      That mortal thing be thus adorned, and pure?” 
      Then, gazing on her, to himself he swears 
      That God in her a new thing means to make. 
      Color of pearl so clothes her as doth best 
      Become a lady, nowise in excess. 
      Whate’er of good Nature can make she is, 
      And by her pattern beauty tries itself. 
      From out her eyes, howe’er she moveth them, 
      Spirits inflamed of love go forth, which strike 
      The eyes of him who then may look on them, 
      And enter so that each doth find the heart. 
      Love you behold depicted in her smile, 
      Whereon no one can look with steadfast gaze. 
 I know, Canzonè, thou wilt go to speak 
      With many ladies, when I send thee forth. 
      And now I bid thee, having bred thee up 
      As young and simple daughter unto Love, 
      That where thou comest thou shouldst praying say: 
      ”Direct me on my way, for I am sent 
      To her with praise of whom I am adorned.” 
      And if thou wishest not to go in vain, 
      Make thou no stay where villain folk may be; 
      Endeavor, if thou mayst, to be acquaint 
      Only with lady or with courteous man, 
      Who thee shall guide along the quickest way. 
      Thou wilt find Love in company with her; 
      Commend me to him as behoveth thee.
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The Prologue to the Canterbury Tales. Lines 1–200
 

Geoffrey Chaucer (c. 1340–1400)
 

WHAN that Aprille with his shoures soote

The droghte of Marche hath perced to the roote,

And bathed every veyne in swich licour,

Of which vertu engendred is the flour;

Whan Zephirus eek with his swete breeth   5

Inspired hath in every holt and heeth

The tendre croppes, and the yonge sonne

Hath in the Ram his halfe cours y-ronne,

And smale fowles maken melodye,

That slepen al the night with open ye,   10

(So priketh hem nature in hir corages:

Than longen folk to goon on pilgrimages,

And palmers for to seken straunge strondes,

To ferne halwes, couthe in sondry londes;

And specially, from every shires ende   15

Of Engelond, to Caunterbury they wende,

The holy blisful martir for to seke,

That hem hath holpen, whan that they were seke.

 Bifel that, in that sesoun on a day,

In Southwerk at the Tabard as I lay   20

Redy to wenden on my pilgrimage

To Caunterbury with ful devout corage,

At night was come in-to that hostelrye

Wel nyne and twenty in a compaignye,

Of sondry folk, by aventure y-falle   25

In felawshipe, and pilgrims were they alle,

That toward Caunterbury wolden ryde;

The chambres and the stables weren wyde,

And wel we weren esed atte beste.

And shortly, whan the sonne was to reste,   30

So hadde I spoken with hem everichon,

That I was of hir felawshipe anon,

And made forward erly for to ryse,

To take our wey, ther as I yow devyse.

 But natheles, whyl I have tyme and space,   35

Er that I ferther in this tale pace,

Me thinketh it acordaunt to resoun,

To telle yew al the condicioun

Of ech of hem, so as it semed me,

And whiche they weren, and of what degree;   40

And eek in what array that they were inne:

And at a knight than wol I first biginne.

 A KNIGHT ther was, and that a worthy man,

That fro the tyme that he first bigan

To ryden out, he loved chivalrye,   45

Trouthe and honour, fredom and curteisye.

Ful worthy was he in his lordes werre,

And thereto hadde he riden (no man ferre )

As wel in cristendom as hethenesse,

And evere honoured for his worthinesse.   50

 At Alisaundre he was, whan it was wonne;

Ful ofte tyme he hadde the bord bigonne

Aboven alle naciouns in Pruce.

In Lettow hadde he reysed and in Ruce,

No cristen man so ofte of his degree.   55

In Gernade at the sege eek hadde he be

Of Algezir, and riden in Belmarye.

At Lyeys was he, and at Satalye,

Whan they were wonne; and in the Grete See

At many a noble aryve hadde he be,   60

At mortal batailles hadde he been fiftene,

And foughten for our feith at Tramissene

In listes thryes, and ay slayn his foo.

This ilke worthy knight hadde been also

Somtyme with the lord of Palatye,   65

Ageyn another hethen in Turkye:

And everemore he hadde a sovereyn prys.

And though that he were worthy, he was wys,

And of his port as meek as is a mayde.

He nevere yet no vileinye ne sayde   70

In al his lyf, un-to no maner wight.

He was a verray parfit gentil knight.

But for to tellen yow of his array,

His hors were goode, but he was nat gay.

Of fustian he wered a gipoun   75

Al bismotered with his habergeoun.

For he was late y-come from his viage,

And wente for to doon his pilgrimage.

 With him ther was his sone, a yong SQUYER,

A lovyer, and a lusty bacheler,   80

With lokkes crulle, as they were leyd in presse.

Of twenty yeer of age he was, I gesse.

Of his stature he was of evene lengthe,

And wonderly delivere, and greet of strengthe.

And he hadde been somtyme in chivachye,   85

In Flaundres, in Artoys, and Picardye,

And born him wel, as of so litel space,

In hope to stonden in his lady grace.

Embrouded was he, as it were a mede

Al ful of fresshe floures, whyte and rede.   90

Singinge he was, or floytinge, al the day;

He was as fresh as is the month of May.

Short was his goune, with sleves longe and wyde.

Wel coude he sitte on hors, and faire ryde.

He coude songes make and wel endyte,   95

Iuste and eek daunce, and wel purtreye and wryte.

So hote he lovede, that by nightertale

He sleep namore than doth a nightingale.

Curteys he was, lowly, and servisable,

And carf biforn his fader at the table.   100

A YEMAN hadde he, and servaunts namo

At that tyme, for him liste ryde so;

And he was clad in cote and hood of grene;

A sheef of pecok arwes brighte and kene

Under his belt he bar ful thriftily,   105

(Wel coude he dresse his takel yemanly:

His arwes drouped noght with fetheres lowe),

And in his hand he bar a mighty bowe.

A not-heed hadde he, with a broun visage.

Of wode-craft wel coude he al the usage.   110

Upon his arm he bar a gay bracer,

And by his syde a swerd and a bokeler,

And on that other syde a gay daggere,

Harneised wel, and sharp as point of spere;

A Cristofre on his brest of silver shene   115

An horn he bar, the bawdrik was of grene;

A forster was he, soothly, as I gesse.

 Ther was also a Nonne, a PRIORESSE,

That of hir smyling was ful simple and coy;

Hir gretteste ooth was but by seynt Loy;   120

And she was cleped madame Eglentyne.

Ful wel she song the service divyne,

Entuned in hir nose ful semely;

And Frensh she spak ful faire and fetisly,

After the scole of Stratford atte Bowe,   125

For Frensh of Paris was to hir unknowe.

At mete wel y-taught was she with-alle;

She leet no morsel from hir lippes falle,

Ne wette hir fingres in hir sauce depe.

Wel coude she carie a morsel, and wel kepe,   130

That no drope ne fille up-on hir brest.

In curteisye was set ful moche hir lest.

Hir over lippe wyped she so clene,

That in hir coppe was no ferthing sene

Of grece, whan she dronken hadde hir draughte.   135

Ful semely after hir mete she raughte,

And sikerly she was of greet disport,

And ful plesaunt, and amiable of port,

And peyned hir to countrefete chere

Of court, and been estatlich of manere,   140

And to ben holden digne of reverence.

But, for to speken of hir conscience,

She was so charitable and so pitous,

She wolde wepe, if that she sawe a mous

Caught in a trappe, if it were deed or bledde.   145

Of smale houndes had she, that she fedde

With rosted flesh, or milk and wastel breed.

But sore weep she if oon of hem were deed,

Or if men smoot it with a yerde smerte:

And al was conscience and tendre herte.   150

Ful semely hir wimpel pinched was;

Hir nose tretys; hir eyen greye as glas;

Hir mouth ful smal, and ther-to softe and reed;

But sikerly she hadde a fair forheed.

It was almost a spanne brood, I trowe;   155

For, hardily, she was nat undergrowe.

Ful fetis was hir cloke, as I was war.

Of smal coral aboute hir arm she bar

A peire of bedes, gauded al with grene;

And ther-on heng a broche of gold ful shene,   160

On which ther was first write a crowned A,

And after, Amor vincit omnia.

 Another NONNE with hir hadde she,

That was hir chapeleyne, and PREESTES thre.

 A MONK ther was, a fair for the maistrye,   165

An out-rydere, that lovede venerye;

A manly man, to been an abbot able.

Ful many a deyntee hors hadde he in stable:

And, whan he rood, men mighte his brydel here

Ginglen in a whistling wynd as clere,   170

And eek as loude as dooth the chapel-belle,

Ther-as this lord was keper of the celle.

The reule of seint Maure or of seint Beneit,

By-cause that it was old and som-del streit,

This ilke monk leet olde thinges pace,   175

And held after the newe world the space.

He yaf nat of that text a pulled hen,

That seith, that hunters been nat holy men;

Ne that a monk, whan he is cloisterlees

Is likned til a fish that is waterlees;   180

This is to seyn, a monk out of his cloistre.

But thilke text held he nat worth an oistre.

And I seyde his opinioun was good.

What sholde he studie, and make him-selven wood,

Upon a book in cloistre alwey to poure,   185

Or swinken with his handes, and laboure,

As Austin bit? How shal the world be served?

Lat Austin have his swink to him reserved.

Therfor he was a pricasour aright;

Grehoundes he hadde, as swifte as fowel in flight;   190

Of priking and of hunting for the hare

Was al his lust, for no cost wolde he spare.

I seigh his sleves purfiled at the hond

With grys, and that the fyneste of a lond;

And, for to festne his hood under his chin,   195

He hadde of gold y-wroght a curious pin:

A love-knot in the gretter ende ther was.

His heed was balled, that shoon as any glas,

And eek his face, as he hadde been anoint.

He was a lord ful fat and in good point;   200
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The Prologue to the Canterbury Tales. Lines 801–858
 

Geoffrey Chaucer (1340–1400)
 

Whan that we come agayn fro Caunterbury.

And for to make yow the more mery,

I wol my-selven gladly with yow ryde,

Right at myn owne cost, and be your gyde.

And who-so wol my jugement withseye   805

Shal paye al that we spenden by the weye.

And if ye vouche-sauf that it be so,

Tel me anon, with-outen wordes mo,

And I wol erly shape me therfore.’

 This thing was graunted, and our othes swore   810

With ful glad herte, and preyden him also

That he wold vouche-sauf for to do so,

And that he wolde been our governour,

And of our tales juge and reportour,

And sette a soper at a certeyn prys;   815

And we wold reuled been at his devys,

In heigh and lowe; and thus, by oon assent,

We been acorded to his jugement.

And ther-up-on the wyn was fet anoon;

We dronken, and to reste wente echoon,   820

With-outen any lenger taryinge.

A-morwe, whan that day bigan to springe,

Up roos our host, and was our aller cok,

And gadrede us togidre, alle in a flok,

And forth we riden, a litel more than pas,   825

Unto the watering of seint Thomas.

And there our host bigan his hors areste,

And seyde; ‘Lordinges, herkneth if yow leste.

Ye woot your forward, and I it yow recorde.

If even-song and morwe-song acorde,   830

Lat se now who shal telle the firste tale.

As evere mote I drinke wyn or ale,

Who-so be rebel to my jugement

Shal paye for al that by the weye is spent.

Now draweth cut, er that we ferrer twinne;   835

He which that hath the shortest shal biginne.’

‘Sire knight,’ quod he, ‘my maister and my lord,

Now draweth cut, for that is myn acord.

Cometh neer,’ quod he, ‘my lady prioresse;

And ye, sir clerk, lat be your shamfastnesse,   840

Ne studieth noght; ley hond to, every man.’

 Anon to drawen every wight bigan,

And shortly for to tellen, as it was,

Were it by aventure, or sort, or cas,

The sothe is this, the cut fil to the knight,   845

Of which ful blythe and glad was every wight;

And telle he moste his tale, as was resoun,

By forward and by composicioun,

As ye han herd; what nedeth wordes mo?

And whan this goode man saugh it was so,   850

As he that wys was and obedient

To kepe his forward by his free assent,

He seyde: ‘Sin I shal biginne the game,

What, welcome be the cut, a Goddes name!

Now lat us ryde, and herkneth what I seye.’   855

 And with that word we riden forth our weye;

And he bigan with right a mery chere

His tale anon, and seyde in this manere.
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The Knight’s Tale
 

Geoffrey Chaucer (1340–1400)
 

WHILOM1, as olde stories tellen us, 1formerly
 There was a duke that highte1 Theseus. 1was called 
 Of Athens he was lord and governor,
 And in his time such a conqueror
 That greater was there none under the sun.
 Full many a riche country had he won.
 What with his wisdom and his chivalry,
 He conquer’d all the regne of Feminie,
 That whilom was y-cleped Scythia;
 And weddede the Queen Hippolyta
 And brought her home with him to his country
 With muchel1 glory and great solemnity, 1great
 And eke her younge sister Emily,
 And thus with vict’ry and with melody
 Let I this worthy Duke to Athens ride,
 And all his host, in armes him beside.
 

And certes, if it n’ere1 too long to hear, 1were not
 I would have told you fully the mannere,
 How wonnen1 was the regne of Feminie,  1won
 By Theseus, and by his chivalry;
 And of the greate battle for the nonce
 Betwixt Athenes and the Amazons;
 And how assieged was Hippolyta,
 The faire hardy queen of Scythia;
 And of the feast that was at her wedding
 And of the tempest at her homecoming.
 But all these things I must as now forbear.
 I have, God wot, a large field to ear1
1plough;
 And weake be the oxen in my plough;
 The remnant of my tale is long enow.
 I will not 1letten eke none of this rout1. 1hinder any of
 Let every fellow tell his tale about, this company1
 And let see now who shall the supper win.
 There 1as I left1, I will again begin. 1where I left off1
 

This Duke, of whom I make mentioun,
 When he was come almost unto the town,
 In all his weal, and in his moste pride,
 He was ware, as he cast his eye aside,
 Where that there kneeled in the highe way
 A company of ladies, tway and tway,
 Each after other, clad in clothes black:
 But such a cry and such a woe they make,
 That in this world n’is creature living,
 That hearde such another waimenting1
1lamenting 
 And of this crying would they never stenten1, 1desist
 Till they the reines of his bridle henten1. 1seize
 “What folk be ye that at mine homecoming
 Perturben so my feaste with crying?”
 Quoth Theseus; “Have ye so great envy
 Of mine honour, that thus complain and cry?
 Or who hath you misboden1, or offended? 1wronged
 Do telle me, if it may be amended;
 And why that ye be clad thus all in black?”
 

The oldest lady of them all then spake,
 When she had swooned, with a deadly cheer1, 1countenance
 That it was ruthe1 for to see or hear. 1pity
 She saide; “Lord, to whom fortune hath given
 Vict’ry, and as a conqueror to liven,
 Nought grieveth us your glory and your honour;
 But we beseechen mercy and succour.
 Have mercy on our woe and our distress;
 Some drop of pity, through thy gentleness,
 Upon us wretched women let now fall.
 For certes, lord, there is none of us all
 That hath not been a duchess or a queen;
 Now be we caitives1, as it is well seen: 1captives
 Thanked be Fortune, and her false wheel,
 That 1none estate ensureth to be wele1. 1assures no continuance of
 And certes, lord, t’abiden your presence prosperous estate1
 Here in this temple of the goddess Clemence
 We have been waiting all this fortenight:
 Now help us, lord, since it lies in thy might.
 

“I, wretched wight, that weep and waile thus,
 Was whilom wife to king Capaneus,
 That starf1 at Thebes, cursed be that day: 1died 
 And alle we that be in this array,
 And maken all this lamentatioun,
 We losten all our husbands at that town,
 While that the siege thereabouten lay.
 And yet the olde Creon, wellaway!
 That lord is now of Thebes the city,
 Fulfilled of ire and of iniquity,
 He for despite, and for his tyranny,
 To do the deade bodies villainy1, 1insult
 Of all our lorde’s, which that been y-slaw, 1slain
 Hath all the bodies on an heap y-draw,
 And will not suffer them by none assent
 Neither to be y-buried, nor y-brent1, 1burnt
 But maketh houndes eat them in despite.”
 And with that word, withoute more respite
 They fallen groff,1 and cryden piteously; 1grovelling
 “Have on us wretched women some mercy,
 And let our sorrow sinken in thine heart.”
 

This gentle Duke down from his courser start
 With hearte piteous, when he heard them speak.
 Him thoughte that his heart would all to-break,
 When he saw them so piteous and so mate1
1abased
 That whilom weren of so great estate.
 And in his armes he them all up hent1, 1raised, took
 And them comforted in full good intent,
 And swore his oath, as he was true knight,
 He woulde do 1so farforthly his might1
1as far as his power went1
 Upon the tyrant Creon them to wreak1, 1avenge
 That all the people of Greece shoulde speak,
 How Creon was of Theseus y-served,
 As he that had his death full well deserved.
 And right anon withoute more abode1
1delay
 His banner he display’d, and forth he rode
 To Thebes-ward, and all his, host beside:
 No ner1 Athenes would he go nor ride, 1nearer
 Nor take his ease fully half a day,
 But onward on his way that night he lay:
 And sent anon Hippolyta the queen,
 And Emily her younge sister sheen1
1bright, lovely
 Unto the town of Athens for to dwell:
 And forth he rit1; there is no more to tell. 1rode
 

The red statue of Mars with spear and targe1
1shield
 So shineth in his white banner large
 That all the fieldes glitter up and down:
 And by his banner borne is his pennon
 Of gold full rich, in which there was y-beat1
1stamped
 The Minotaur which that he slew in Crete
 Thus rit this Duke, thus rit this conqueror
 And in his host of chivalry the flower,
 Till that he came to Thebes, and alight
 Fair in a field, there as he thought to fight.
 But shortly for to speaken of this thing,
 With Creon, which that was of Thebes king,
 He fought, and slew him manly as a knight
 In plain bataille, and put his folk to flight:
 And by assault he won the city after,
 And rent adown both wall, and spar, and rafter;
 And to the ladies he restored again
 The bodies of their husbands that were slain,
 To do obsequies, as was then the guise1. 1custom
 

But it were all too long for to devise1
1describe
 The greate clamour, and the waimenting1, 1lamenting
 Which that the ladies made at the brenning1
1burning
 Of the bodies, and the great honour
 That Theseus the noble conqueror
 Did to the ladies, when they from him went:
 But shortly for to tell is mine intent.
 When that this worthy Duke, this Theseus,
 Had Creon slain, and wonnen Thebes thus,
 Still in the field he took all night his rest,
 And did with all the country as him lest1. 1pleased
 To ransack in the tas1 of bodies dead, 1heap
 Them for to strip of 1harness and of 2weed, 1armour 2clothes
 The pillers1 did their business and cure, 1pillagers 
 After the battle and discomfiture.
 And so befell, that in the tas they found,
 Through girt with many a grievous bloody wound,
 Two younge knightes 1ligging by and by1
1lying side by side1
 Both in 1one armes1, wrought full richely: 1the same armour1
 Of whiche two, Arcita hight that one,
 And he that other highte Palamon.
 Not fully quick1, nor fully dead they were, 1alive
 But by their coat-armour, and by their gear,
 The heralds knew them well in special,
 As those that weren of the blood royal
 Of Thebes, and 1of sistren two y-born1. 1born of two sisters1
 Out of the tas the pillers have them torn,
 And have them carried soft unto the tent
 Of Theseus, and he full soon them sent
 To Athens, for to dwellen in prison
 Perpetually, he 1n’olde no ranson1. 1would take no ransom1
 And when this worthy Duke had thus y-done,
 He took his host, and home he rit anon
 With laurel crowned as a conquerour;
 And there he lived in joy and in honour
 Term of his life; what needeth wordes mo’?
 And in a tower, in anguish and in woe,
 Dwellen this Palamon, and eke Arcite,
 For evermore, there may no gold them quite1
1set free
 

Thus passed year by year, and day by day,
 Till it fell ones in a morn of May
 That Emily, that fairer was to seen
 Than is the lily upon his stalke green,
 And fresher than the May with flowers new
 (For with the rose colour strove her hue;
 I n’ot1 which was the finer of them two), 1know not
 Ere it was day, as she was wont to do,
 She was arisen, and all ready dight1, 1dressed
 For May will have no sluggardy a-night;
 The season pricketh every gentle heart,
 And maketh him out of his sleep to start,
 And saith, “Arise, and do thine observance.”
 

This maketh Emily have remembrance
 To do honour to May, and for to rise.
 Y-clothed was she fresh for to devise;
 Her yellow hair was braided in a tress,
 Behind her back, a yarde long I guess.
 And in the garden at 1the sun uprist1
1sunrise
 She walketh up and down where as her list.
 She gathereth flowers, party1 white and red, 1mingled
 To make a sotel1 garland for her head, 1subtle, well-arranged
 And as an angel heavenly she sung.
 The greate tower, that was so thick and strong,
 Which of the castle was the chief dungeon
 (Where as these knightes weren in prison,
 Of which I tolde you, and telle shall),
 Was even joinant1 to the garden wall, 1adjoining
 There as this Emily had her playing.
 

Bright was the sun, and clear that morrowning,
 And Palamon, this woful prisoner,
 As was his wont, by leave of his gaoler,
 Was ris’n, and roamed in a chamber on high,
 In which he all the noble city sigh1, 1saw
 And eke the garden, full of branches green,
 There as this fresh Emelia the sheen
 Was in her walk, and roamed up and down.
 This sorrowful prisoner, this Palamon
 Went in his chamber roaming to and fro,
 And to himself complaining of his woe:
 That he was born, full oft he said, Alas!
 And so befell, by aventure or cas1, 1chance
 That through a window thick of many a bar
 Of iron great, and square as any spar,
 He cast his eyes upon Emelia,
 And therewithal he blent1 and cried, Ah! 1started aside
 As though he stungen were unto the heart.
 And with that cry Arcite anon up start,
 And saide, “Cousin mine, what aileth thee,
 That art so pale and deadly for to see?
 Why cried’st thou? who hath thee done offence?
 For Godde’s love, take all in patience
 Our prison1, for it may none other be. 1imprisonment
 Fortune hath giv’n us this adversity’.
 Some wick’1 aspect or disposition 1wicked
 Of Saturn, by some constellation,
 Hath giv’n us this, although we had it sworn,
 So stood the heaven when that we were born,
 We must endure; this is the short and plain.
 

This Palamon answer’d, and said again:
 “Cousin, forsooth of this opinion
 Thou hast a vain imagination.
 This prison caused me not for to cry;
 But I was hurt right now thorough mine eye
 Into mine heart; that will my bane1 be. 1destruction
 The fairness of the lady that I see
 Yond in the garden roaming to and fro,
 Is cause of all my crying and my woe.
 I 1n’ot wher1 she be woman or goddess, 1know not whether1
 But Venus is it, soothly1 as I guess, 1truly
 And therewithal on knees adown he fill,
 And saide: “Venus, if it be your will
 You in this garden thus to transfigure
 Before me sorrowful wretched creature,
 Out of this prison help that we may scape.
 And if so be our destiny be shape
 By etern word to dien in prison,
 Of our lineage have some compassion,
 That is so low y-brought by tyranny.”
 

And with that word Arcita 1gan espy1
1began to look forth1
 Where as this lady roamed to and fro
 And with that sight her beauty hurt him so,
 That if that Palamon was wounded sore,
 Arcite is hurt as much as he, or more.
 And with a sigh he saide piteously:
 “The freshe beauty slay’th me suddenly
 Of her that roameth yonder in the place.
 And but1 I have her mercy and her grace, 1unless
 That I may see her at the leaste way,
 I am but dead; there is no more to say.”
 This Palamon, when he these wordes heard,
 Dispiteously1 he looked, and answer’d: 1angrily
 “Whether say’st thou this in earnest or in play?”
 “Nay,” quoth Arcite, “in earnest, by my fay1. 1faith
 God help me so, 1me lust full ill to play1.” 1I am in no humour
 This Palamon gan knit his browes tway. for jesting1
 “It were,” quoth he, “to thee no great honour
 For to be false, nor for to be traitour
 To me, that am thy cousin and thy brother
 Y-sworn full deep, and each of us to other,
 That never for to dien in the pain ,
 Till that the death departen shall us twain,
 Neither of us in love to hinder other,
 Nor in none other case, my leve1 brother; 1dear
 But that thou shouldest truly farther me
 In every case, as I should farther thee.
 This was thine oath, and mine also certain;
 I wot it well, thou dar’st it not withsayn1, 1deny
 Thus art thou of my counsel out of doubt,
 And now thou wouldest falsely be about
 To love my lady, whom I love and serve,
 And ever shall, until mine hearte sterve1
1die
 Now certes, false Arcite, thou shalt not so
 I lov’d her first, and tolde thee my woe
 As to my counsel, and my brother sworn
 To farther me, as I have told beforn.
 For which thou art y-bounden as a knight
 To helpe me, if it lie in thy might,
 Or elles art thou false, I dare well sayn,”
 

This Arcita full proudly spake again:
 “Thou shalt,” quoth he, “be rather1 false than I, 1sooner
 And thou art false, I tell thee utterly;
 For par amour I lov’d her first ere thou.
 What wilt thou say? 1thou wist it not right now1
1even now thou
 Whether she be a woman or goddess. knowest not1
 Thine is affection of holiness,
 And mine is love, as to a creature:
 For which I tolde thee mine aventure
 As to my cousin, and my brother sworn
 I pose1, that thou loved’st her beforn: 1suppose
 Wost1 thou not well the olde clerke’s saw, 1know’st
 That who shall give a lover any law?
 Love is a greater lawe, by my pan,
 Than may be giv’n to any earthly man:
 Therefore positive law, and such decree,
 Is broke alway for love in each degree
 A man must needes love, maugre his head.
 He may not flee it, though he should be dead,

1All be she1 maid, or widow, or else wife. 1whether she be1
 And eke it is not likely all thy life
 To standen in her grace, no more than I
 For well thou wost thyselfe verily,
 That thou and I be damned to prison
 Perpetual, us gaineth no ranson.
 We strive, as did the houndes for the bone;
 They fought all day, and yet their part was none.
 There came a kite, while that they were so wroth,
 And bare away the bone betwixt them both.
 And therefore at the kinge’s court, my brother,
 Each man for himselfe, there is no other.
 Love if thee list; for I love and aye shall
 And soothly, leve brother, this is all.
 Here in this prison musten we endure,
 And each of us take his Aventure.”
 

Great was the strife and long between these tway,
 If that I hadde leisure for to say;
 But to the effect: it happen’d on a day
 (To tell it you as shortly as I may),
 A worthy duke that hight Perithous
 That fellow was to the Duke Theseus
 Since thilke1 day that they were children lite2
1that 2little
 Was come to Athens, his fellow to visite,
 And for to play, as he was wont to do;
 For in this world he loved no man so;
 And he lov’d him as tenderly again.
 So well they lov’d, as olde bookes sayn,
 That when that one was dead, soothly to sayn,
 His fellow went and sought him down in hell:
 But of that story list me not to write.
 Duke Perithous loved well Arcite,
 And had him known at Thebes year by year:
 And finally at request and prayere
 Of Perithous, withoute ranson
 Duke Theseus him let out of prison,
 Freely to go, where him list over all,
 In such a guise, as I you tellen shall
 This was the forword1, plainly to indite, 1promise
 Betwixte Theseus and him Arcite:
 That if so were, that Arcite were y-found
 Ever in his life, by day or night, one stound1
1moment
 In any country of this Theseus,
 And he were caught, it was accorded thus,
 That with a sword he shoulde lose his head;
 There was none other remedy nor rede1. 1counsel
 But took his leave, and homeward he him sped;
 Let him beware, his necke lieth 1to wed1. 1in pledge1
 

How great a sorrow suff’reth now Arcite!
 The death he feeleth through his hearte smite;
 He weepeth, waileth, crieth piteously;
 To slay himself he waiteth privily.
 He said; “Alas the day that I was born!
 Now is my prison worse than beforn:

1Now is me shape1 eternally to dwell 1it is fixed for me1
 Not in purgatory, but right in hell.
 Alas! that ever I knew Perithous.
 For elles had I dwelt with Theseus
 Y-fettered in his prison evermo’.
 Then had I been in bliss, and not in woe.
 Only the sight of her, whom that I serve,
 Though that I never may her grace deserve,
 Would have sufficed right enough for me.
 O deare cousin Palamon,” quoth he,
 “Thine is the vict’ry of this aventure,
 Full blissfully in prison to endure:
 In prison? nay certes, in paradise.
 Well hath fortune y-turned thee the dice,
 That hast the sight of her, and I th’ absence.
 For possible is, since thou hast her presence,
 And art a knight, a worthy and an able,
 That by some cas1, since fortune is changeable, 1chance
 Thou may’st to thy desire sometime attain.
 But I that am exiled, and barren
 Of alle grace, and in so great despair,
 That there n’is earthe, water, fire, nor air,
 Nor creature, that of them maked is,
 That may me helpe nor comfort in this,
 Well ought I 1sterve in wanhope1 and distress. 1die in despair1
 Farewell my life, my lust1, and my gladness. 1pleasure
 Alas, 1why plainen men so in commune 1why do men so often complain
 Of purveyance of God1, or of Fortune, of God’s providence?1
 That giveth them full oft in many a guise
 Well better than they can themselves devise?
 Some man desireth for to have richess,
 That cause is of his murder or great sickness.
 And some man would out of his prison fain,
 That in his house is of his meinie1 slain. 1servants 
 Infinite harmes be in this mattere.
 We wot never what thing we pray for here.
 We fare as he that drunk is as a mouse.
 A drunken man wot well he hath an house,
 But he wot not which is the right way thither,
 And to a drunken man the way is slither1. 1slippery
 And certes in this world so fare we.
 We seeke fast after felicity,
 But we go wrong full often truely.
 Thus we may sayen all, and namely1 I, 1especially
 That ween’d1, and had a great opinion, 1thought
 That if I might escape from prison
 Then had I been in joy and perfect heal,
 Where now I am exiled from my weal.
 Since that I may not see you, Emily,
 I am but dead; there is no remedy.”
 

Upon that other side, Palamon,
 When that he wist Arcita was agone,
 Much sorrow maketh, that the greate tower
 Resounded of his yelling and clamour
 The pure1 fetters on his shinnes great 1very 
 Were of his bitter salte teares wet.
 

“Alas!” quoth he, “Arcita, cousin mine,
 Of all our strife, God wot, the fruit is thine.
 Thou walkest now in Thebes at thy large,
 And of my woe thou 1givest little charge1. 1takest little heed1
 Thou mayst, since thou hast wisdom and manhead1, 1manhood, courage
 Assemble all the folk of our kindred,
 And make a war so sharp on this country
 That by some aventure, or some treaty,
 Thou mayst have her to lady and to wife,
 For whom that I must needes lose my life.
 For as by way of possibility,
 Since thou art at thy large, of prison free,
 And art a lord, great is thine avantage,
 More than is mine, that sterve here in a cage.
 For I must weep and wail, while that I live,
 With all the woe that prison may me give,
 And eke with pain that love me gives also,
 That doubles all my torment and my woe.”
 

Therewith the fire of jealousy upstart
 Within his breast, and hent1 him by the heart 1seized
 So woodly1, that he like was to behold 1madly
 The box-tree, or the ashes dead and cold.
 Then said; “O cruel goddess, that govern
 This world with binding of your word etern1
1eternal
 And writen in the table of adamant
 Your parlement1 and your eternal grant, 1consultation
 What is mankind more 1unto you y-hold1
1by you esteemed
 Than is the sheep, that rouketh1 in the fold! 1lie huddled together
 For slain is man, right as another beast;
 And dwelleth eke in prison and arrest,
 And hath sickness, and great adversity,
 And oftentimes guilteless, pardie1
1by God
 What governance is in your prescience,
 That guilteless tormenteth innocence?
 And yet increaseth this all my penance,
 That man is bounden to his observance
 For Godde’s sake to 1letten of his will1, 1restrain his desire1
 Whereas a beast may all his lust fulfil.
 And when a beast is dead, he hath no pain;
 But man after his death must weep and plain,
 Though in this worlde he have care and woe:
 Withoute doubt it maye standen so.
 “The answer of this leave I to divines,
 But well I wot, that in this world great pine1 is; 1pain, trouble
 Alas! I see a serpent or a thief
 That many a true man hath done mischief,
 Go at his large, and where him list may turn.
 But I must be in prison through Saturn,
 And eke through Juno, jealous and eke wood1, 1mad
 That hath well nigh destroyed all the blood
 Of Thebes, with his waste walles wide.
 And Venus slay’th me on that other side
 For jealousy, and fear of him, Arcite.”
 

Now will I stent1 of Palamon a lite2, 1pause 2little
 And let him in his prison stille dwell,
 And of Arcita forth I will you tell.
 The summer passeth, and the nightes long
 Increase double-wise the paines strong
 Both of the lover and the prisonere.
 I n’ot1 which hath the wofuller mistere2. 1know not 2condition
 For, shortly for to say, this Palamon
 Perpetually is damned to prison,
 In chaines and in fetters to be dead;
 And Arcite is exiled 1on his head1
1on peril of his head1
 For evermore as out of that country,
 Nor never more he shall his lady see.
 You lovers ask I now this question,
 Who lieth the worse, Arcite or Palamon?
 The one may see his lady day by day,
 But in prison he dwelle must alway.
 The other where him list may ride or go,
 But see his lady shall he never mo’.
 Now deem all as you liste, ye that can,
 For I will tell you forth as I began.
 

When that Arcite to Thebes comen was,
 Full oft a day he swelt1, and said, “Alas!” 1fainted
 For see this lady he shall never mo’.
 And shortly to concluden all his woe,
 So much sorrow had never creature
 That is or shall be while the world may dure.
 His sleep, his meat, his drink is 1him byraft1, 1taken away from him1
 That lean he wex1, and dry as any shaft. 1became
 His eyen hollow, grisly to behold,
 His hue sallow, and pale as ashes cold,
 And solitary he was, ever alone,
 And wailing all the night, making his moan.
 And if he hearde song or instrument,
 Then would he weepen, he might not be stent1. 1stopped
 So feeble were his spirits, and so low,
 And changed so, that no man coulde know
 His speech, neither his voice, though men it heard.
 And in his gear1 for all the world he far’d 1behaviour 
 Not only like the lovers’ malady
 Of Eros, but rather y-like manie1
1madness
 Engender’d of humours melancholic,
 Before his head in his cell fantastic.
 And shortly turned was all upside down,
 Both habit and eke dispositioun,
 Of him, this woful lover Dan1 Arcite. 1Lord 
 Why should I all day of his woe indite?
 When he endured had a year or two
 This cruel torment, and this pain and woe,
 At Thebes, in his country, as I said,
 Upon a night in sleep as he him laid,
 Him thought how that the winged god Mercury
 Before him stood, and bade him to be merry.
 His sleepy yard1 in hand he bare upright; 1rod 
 A hat he wore upon his haires bright.
 Arrayed was this god (as he took keep1) 1notice
 As he was when that Argus took his sleep;
 And said him thus: “To Athens shalt thou wend1; 1go
 There is thee shapen1 of thy woe an end.” 1fixed, prepared
 And with that word Arcite woke and start.
 “Now truely how sore that e’er me smart,”
 Quoth he, “to Athens right now will I fare.
 Nor for no dread of death shall I not spare
 To see my lady that I love and serve;
 In her presence 1I recke not to sterve.1” 1do not care if I die1
 And with that word he caught a great mirror,
 And saw that changed was all his colour,
 And saw his visage all in other kind.
 And right anon it ran him ill his mind,
 That since his face was so disfigur’d
 Of malady the which he had endur’d,
 He mighte well, if that he 1bare him low,1
1lived in lowly fashion1
 Live in Athenes evermore unknow,
 And see his lady wellnigh day by day.
 And right anon he changed his array,
 And clad him as a poore labourer.
 And all alone, save only a squier,
 That knew his privity1 and all his cas2, 1secrets 2fortune
 Which was disguised poorly as he was,
 To Athens is he gone the nexte1 way. 1nearest 
 And to the court he went upon a day,
 And at the gate he proffer’d his service,
 To drudge and draw, what so men would devise1. 1order
 And, shortly of this matter for to sayn,
 He fell in office with a chamberlain,
 The which that dwelling was with Emily.
 For he was wise, and coulde soon espy
 Of every servant which that served her.
 Well could he hewe wood, and water bear,
 For he was young and mighty for the nones1, 1occasion
 And thereto he was strong and big of bones
 To do that any wight can him devise.
 

A year or two he was in this service,
 Page of the chamber of Emily the bright;
 And Philostrate he saide that he hight.
 But half so well belov’d a man as he
 Ne was there never in court of his degree.
 He was so gentle of conditioun,
 That throughout all the court was his renown.
 They saide that it were a charity
 That Theseus would 1enhance his degree1, 1elevate him in rank1
 And put him in some worshipful service,
 There as he might his virtue exercise.
 And thus within a while his name sprung
 Both of his deedes, and of his good tongue,
 That Theseus hath taken him so near,
 That of his chamber he hath made him squire,
 And gave him gold to maintain his degree;
 And eke men brought him out of his country
 From year to year full privily his rent.
 But honestly and slyly1 he it spent, 1discreetly, prudently
 That no man wonder’d how that he it had.
 And three year in this wise his life be lad1, 1led
 And bare him so in peace and eke in werre1, 1war
 There was no man that Theseus had so derre1. 1dear
 And in this blisse leave I now Arcite,
 And speak I will of Palamon a lite1. 1little
 

In darkness horrible, and strong prison,
 This seven year hath sitten Palamon,
 Forpined1, what for love, and for distress. 1pined, wasted away
 Who feeleth double sorrow and heaviness
 But Palamon? that love distraineth1 so, 1afflicts
 That wood1 out of his wits he went for woe, 1mad
 And eke thereto he is a prisonere
 Perpetual, not only for a year.
 Who coulde rhyme in English properly
 His martyrdom? forsooth1, it is not I; 1truly
 Therefore I pass as lightly as I may.
 It fell that in the seventh year, in May
 The thirde night (as olde bookes sayn,
 That all this story tellen more plain),
 Were it by a venture or destiny
 (As when a thing is shapen1 it shall be), 1settled, decreed
 That soon after the midnight, Palamon
 By helping of a friend brake his prison,
 And fled the city fast as he might go,
 For he had given drink his gaoler so
 Of a clary , made of a certain wine,
 With 1narcotise and opie1 of Thebes fine, 1narcotics and opium1
 That all the night, though that men would him shake,
 The gaoler slept, he mighte not awake:
 And thus he fled as fast as ever he may.
 The night was short, and 1faste by the day 1close at hand was
 That needes cast he must himself to hide1. the day during which
 And to a grove faste there beside he must cast about, or contrive,
 With dreadful foot then stalked Palamon. to conceal himself.1
 For shortly this was his opinion,
 That in the grove he would him hide all day,
 And in the night then would he take his way
 To Thebes-ward, his friendes for to pray
 On Theseus to help him to warray1. 1make war 
 And shortly either he would lose his life,
 Or winnen Emily unto his wife.
 This is th’ effect, and his intention plain.
 

Now will I turn to Arcita again,
 That little wist how nighe was his care,
 Till that Fortune had brought him in the snare.
 The busy lark, the messenger of day,
 Saluteth in her song the morning gray;
 And fiery Phoebus riseth up so bright,
 That all the orient laugheth at the sight,
 And with his streames1 drieth in the greves2
1rays 2groves
 The silver droppes, hanging on the leaves;
 And Arcite, that is in the court royal
 With Theseus, his squier principal,
 Is ris’n, and looketh on the merry day.
 And for to do his observance to May,
 Remembering the point1 of his desire, 1object
 He on his courser, starting as the fire,
 Is ridden to the fieldes him to play,
 Out of the court, were it a mile or tway.
 And to the grove, of which I have you told,
 By a venture his way began to hold,
 To make him a garland of the greves1, 1groves
 Were it of woodbine, or of hawthorn leaves,
 And loud he sang against the sun so sheen1. 1shining bright
 “O May, with all thy flowers and thy green,
 Right welcome be thou, faire freshe May,
 I hope that I some green here getten may.”
 And from his courser1, with a lusty heart, 1horse
 Into the grove full hastily he start,
 And in a path he roamed up and down,
 There as by aventure this Palamon
 Was in a bush, that no man might him see,
 For sore afeard of his death was he.
 Nothing ne knew he that it was Arcite;
 God wot he would have 1trowed it full lite1. 1full little believed it1
 But sooth is said, gone since full many years,
 The field hath eyen1, and the wood hath ears, 1eyes
 It is full fair a man 1to bear him even1, 1to be on his guard1
 For all day meeten men at 1unset steven1. 1unexpected time 
 Full little wot Arcite of his fellaw,
 That was so nigh to hearken of his saw1, 1saying, speech
 For in the bush he sitteth now full still.
 When that Arcite had roamed all his fill,
 And 1sungen all the roundel1 lustily, 1sang the roundelay1
 Into a study he fell suddenly,
 As do those lovers in their 1quainte gears1, 1odd fashions1
 Now in the crop1, and now down in the breres2,  1tree-top
 Now up, now down, as bucket in a well. 2briars
 Right as the Friday, soothly for to tell,
 Now shineth it, and now it raineth fast,
 Right so can geary1 Venus overcast 1changeful
 The heartes of her folk, right as her day
 Is gearful1, right so changeth she array. 1changeful
 Seldom is Friday all the weeke like.
 When Arcite had y-sung, he gan to sike1, 1sigh
 And sat him down withouten any more:
 “Alas!” quoth he, “the day that I was bore!
 How longe, Juno, through thy cruelty
 Wilt thou warrayen1 Thebes the city? 1torment
 Alas! y-brought is to confusion
 The blood royal of Cadm’ and Amphion:
 Of Cadmus, which that was the firste man,
 That Thebes built, or first the town began,
 And of the city first was crowned king.
 Of his lineage am I, and his offspring
 By very line, as of the stock royal;
 And now I am 1so caitiff and so thrall1, 1wretched and enslaved1
 That he that is my mortal enemy,
 I serve him as his squier poorely.
 And yet doth Juno me well more shame,
 For I dare not beknow1 mine owen name, 1acknowledge 
 But there as I was wont to hight Arcite,
 Now hight I Philostrate, not worth a mite.
 Alas! thou fell Mars, and alas! Juno,
 Thus hath your ire our lineage all fordo1
1undone, ruined
 Save only me, and wretched Palamon,
 That Theseus martyreth in prison.
 And over all this, to slay me utterly,
 Love hath his fiery dart so brenningly1
1burningly
 Y-sticked through my true careful heart,
 That shapen was my death erst than my shert. 
 Ye slay me with your eyen, Emily;
 Ye be the cause wherefore that I die.
 Of all the remnant of mine other care
 Ne set I not the 1mountance of a tare1, 1value of a straw1
 So that I could do aught to your pleasance.”
 

And with that word he fell down in a trance
 A longe time; and afterward upstart
 This Palamon, that thought thorough his heart
 He felt a cold sword suddenly to glide:
 For ire he quoke1, no longer would he hide. 1quaked
 And when that he had heard Arcite’s tale,
 As he were wood1, with face dead and pale, 1mad
 He start him up out of the bushes thick,
 And said: “False Arcita, false traitor wick’1, 1wicked
 Now art thou hent1, that lov’st my lady so, 1caught
 For whom that I have all this pain and woe,
 And art my blood, and to my counsel sworn,
 As I full oft have told thee herebeforn,
 And hast bejaped1 here Duke Theseus, 1deceived, imposed upon
 And falsely changed hast thy name thus;
 I will be dead, or elles thou shalt die.
 Thou shalt not love my lady Emily,
 But I will love her only and no mo’;
 For I am Palamon thy mortal foe.
 And though I have no weapon in this place,
 But out of prison am astart1 by grace, 1escaped
 I dreade1 not that either thou shalt die, 1doubt
 Or else thou shalt not loven Emily.
 Choose which thou wilt, for thou shalt not astart.”
 

This Arcite then, with full dispiteous1 heart, 1wrathful
 When he him knew, and had his tale heard,
 As fierce as lion pulled out a swerd,
 And saide thus; “By God that sitt’th above,

1N’ere it1 that thou art sick, and wood for love, 1were it not1
 And eke that thou no weap’n hast in this place,
 Thou should’st never out of this grove pace,
 That thou ne shouldest dien of mine hand.
 For I defy the surety and the band,
 Which that thou sayest I have made to thee.
 What? very fool, think well that love is free;
 And I will love her maugre1 all thy might. 1despite
 But, for thou art a worthy gentle knight,
 And 1wilnest to darraine her by bataille1, 1will reclaim her
 Have here my troth, to-morrow I will not fail, by combat1
 Without weeting1 of any other wight, 1knowledge
 That here I will be founden as a knight,
 And bringe harness1 right enough for thee; 1armour and arms
 And choose the best, and leave the worst for me.
 And meat and drinke this night will I bring
 Enough for thee, and clothes for thy bedding.
 And if so be that thou my lady win,
 And slay me in this wood that I am in,
 Thou may’st well have thy lady as for me.”
 This Palamon answer’d, “I grant it thee.”
 And thus they be departed till the morrow,
 When each of them hath 1laid his faith to borrow1. 1pledged his faith1
 

O Cupid, out of alle charity!
 O Regne1 that wilt no fellow have with thee! 1queen 
 Full sooth is said, that love nor lordeship
 Will not, 1his thanks1, have any fellowship. 1thanks to him1
 Well finden that Arcite and Palamon.
 Arcite is ridd anon unto the town,
 And on the morrow, ere it were daylight,
 Full privily two harness hath he dight1, 1prepared
 Both suffisant and meete to darraine1
1contest
 The battle in the field betwixt them twain.
 And on his horse, alone as he was born,
 He carrieth all this harness him beforn;
 And in the grove, at time and place y-set,
 This Arcite and this Palamon be met.
 Then change gan the colour of their face;
 Right as the hunter in the regne1 of Thrace 1kingdom
 That standeth at a gappe with a spear
 When hunted is the lion or the bear,
 And heareth him come rushing in the greves1, 1groves
 And breaking both the boughes and the leaves,
 Thinketh, “Here comes my mortal enemy,
 Withoute fail, he must be dead or I;
 For either I must slay him at the gap;
 Or he must slay me, if that me mishap:”
 So fared they, in changing of their hue

1As far as either of them other knew1. 1When they recognised each
 There was no good day, and no saluting, other afar off1
 But straight, withoute wordes rehearsing,
 Evereach of them holp to arm the other,
 As friendly, as he were his owen brother.
 And after that, with sharpe speares strong
 They foined1 each at other wonder long. 1thrust
 Thou mightest weene1, that this Palamon 1think
 In fighting were as a wood1 lion, 1mad
 And as a cruel tiger was Arcite:
 As wilde boars gan they together smite,
 That froth as white as foam, 1for ire wood1. 1mad with anger1
 Up to the ancle fought they in their blood.
 And in this wise I let them fighting dwell,
 And forth I will of Theseus you tell.
 

The Destiny, minister general,
 That executeth in the world o’er all
 The purveyance1, that God hath seen beforn; 1foreordination
 So strong it is, that though the world had sworn
 The contrary of a thing by yea or nay,
 Yet some time it shall fallen on a day
 That falleth not eft1 in a thousand year. 1again
 For certainly our appetites here,
 Be it of war, or peace, or hate, or love,
 All is this ruled by the sight1 above. 1eye, intelligence, power
 This mean I now by mighty Theseus,
 That for to hunten is so desirous — 
 And namely1 the greate hart in May — 1especially
 That in his bed there dawneth him no day
 That he n’is clad, and ready for to ride
 With hunt and horn, and houndes him beside.
 For in his hunting hath he such delight,
 That it is all his joy and appetite
 To be himself the greate harte’s bane1
1destruction
 For after Mars he serveth now Diane.
 Clear was the day, as I have told ere this,
 And Theseus, with alle joy and bliss,
 With his Hippolyta, the faire queen,
 And Emily, y-clothed all in green,
 On hunting be they ridden royally.
 And to the grove, that stood there faste by,
 In which there was an hart, as men him told,
 Duke Theseus the straighte way doth hold,
 And to the laund1 he rideth him full right, 1plain 
 There was the hart y-wont to have his flight,
 And over a brook, and so forth on his way.
 This Duke will have a course at him or tway
 With houndes, such as him lust1 to command. 1pleased
 And when this Duke was come to the laund,
 Under the sun he looked, and anon
 He was ware of Arcite and Palamon,
 That foughte breme1, as it were bulles two. 1fiercely
 The brighte swordes wente to and fro
 So hideously, that with the leaste stroke
 It seemed that it woulde fell an oak,
 But what they were, nothing yet he wote1. 1knew
 This Duke his courser with his spurres smote,

1And at a start1 he was betwixt them two, 1suddenly1
 And pulled out a sword and cried, “Ho!
 No more, on pain of losing of your head.
 By mighty Mars, he shall anon be dead
 That smiteth any stroke, that I may see!
 But tell to me what mister1 men ye be, 1manner, kind 
 That be so hardy for to fighte here
 Withoute judge or other officer,
 As though it were in listes royally. 
 This Palamon answered hastily,
 And saide: “Sir, what needeth wordes mo’?
 We have the death deserved bothe two,
 Two woful wretches be we, and caitives,
 That be accumbered1 of our own lives, 1burdened
 And as thou art a rightful lord and judge,
 So give us neither mercy nor refuge.
 And slay me first, for sainte charity,
 But slay my fellow eke as well as me.
 Or slay him first; for, though thou know it lite1, 1little
 This is thy mortal foe, this is Arcite
 That from thy land is banisht on his head,
 For which he hath deserved to be dead.
 For this is he that came unto thy gate
 And saide, that he highte Philostrate.
 Thus hath he japed1 thee full many year, 1deceived
 And thou hast made of him thy chief esquier;
 And this is he, that loveth Emily.
 For since the day is come that I shall die
 I make pleinly1 my confession, 1fully, unreservedly
 That I am thilke1 woful Palamon, 1that same 
 That hath thy prison broken wickedly.
 I am thy mortal foe, and it am I
 That so hot loveth Emily the bright,
 That I would die here present in her sight.
 Therefore I aske death and my jewise1. 1judgement
 But slay my fellow eke in the same wise,
 For both we have deserved to be slain.”
 

This worthy Duke answer’d anon again,
 And said, “This is a short conclusion.
 Your own mouth, by your own confession
 Hath damned you, and I will it record;
 It needeth not to pain you with the cord;
 Ye shall be dead, by mighty Mars the Red.
 

The queen anon for very womanhead
 Began to weep, and so did Emily,
 And all the ladies in the company.
 Great pity was it as it thought them all,
 That ever such a chance should befall,
 For gentle men they were, of great estate,
 And nothing but for love was this debate
 They saw their bloody woundes wide and sore,
 And cried all at once, both less and more,
 “Have mercy, Lord, upon us women all.”
 And on their bare knees adown they fall
 And would have kissed his feet there as he stood,
 Till at the last 1aslaked was his mood1
1his anger was
 (For pity runneth soon in gentle heart); appeased1
 And though at first for ire he quoke and start
 He hath consider’d shortly in a clause
 The trespass of them both, and eke the cause:
 And although that his ire their guilt accused
 Yet in his reason he them both excused;
 As thus; he thoughte well that every man
 Will help himself in love if that he can,
 And eke deliver himself out of prison.
 Of women, for they wepten ever-in-one:1
1continually
 And eke his hearte had compassion
 And in his gentle heart he thought anon,
 And soft unto himself he saide: “Fie
 Upon a lord that will have no mercy,
 But be a lion both in word and deed,
 To them that be in repentance and dread,
 As well as-to a proud dispiteous1 man 1unpitying
 That will maintaine what he first began.
 That lord hath little of discretion,
 That in such case 1can no division1: 1can make no distinction1
 But weigheth pride and humbless 1after one1.” 1alike1
 And shortly, when his ire is thus agone,
 He gan to look on them with eyen light1, 1gentle, lenient1
 And spake these same wordes 1all on height.1
1aloud1
 

“The god of love, ah! benedicite1, 1bless ye him
 How mighty and how great a lord is he!
 Against his might there gaine1 none obstacles, 1avail, conquer
 He may be called a god for his miracles
 For he can maken at his owen guise
 Of every heart, as that him list devise.
 Lo here this Arcite, and this Palamon,
 That quietly were out of my prison,
 And might have lived in Thebes royally,
 And weet1 I am their mortal enemy, 1knew
 And that their death li’th in my might also,
 And yet hath love, 1maugre their eyen two1, 1in spite of their eyes1
 Y-brought them hither bothe for to die.
 Now look ye, is not this an high folly?
 Who may not be a fool, if but he love?
 Behold, for Godde’s sake that sits above,
 See how they bleed! be they not well array’d?
 Thus hath their lord, the god of love, them paid
 Their wages and their fees for their service;
 And yet they weene for to be full wise,
 That serve love, for aught that may befall.
 But this is yet the beste game1 of all, 1joke
 That she, for whom they have this jealousy,
 Can them therefor as muchel thank as me.
 She wot no more of all this 1hote fare1, 1hot behaviour1
 By God, than wot a cuckoo or an hare.
 But all must be assayed hot or cold;
 A man must be a fool, or young or old;
 I wot it by myself 1full yore agone1: 1long years ago1
 For in my time a servant was I one.
 And therefore since I know of love’s pain,
 And wot how sore it can a man distrain1, 1distress
 As he that oft hath been caught in his last1, 1snare 
 I you forgive wholly this trespass,
 At request of the queen that kneeleth here,
 And eke of Emily, my sister dear.
 And ye shall both anon unto me swear,
 That never more ye shall my country dere1
1injure
 Nor make war upon me night nor day,
 But be my friends in alle that ye may.
 I you forgive this trespass 1every deal1. 1completely1
 And they him sware 1his asking1 fair and well, 1what he asked1
 And him of lordship and of mercy pray’d,
 And he them granted grace, and thus he said:
 

“To speak of royal lineage and richess,
 Though that she were a queen or a princess,
 Each of you both is worthy doubteless
 To wedde when time is; but natheless
 I speak as for my sister Emily,
 For whom ye have this strife and jealousy,
 Ye wot1 yourselves, she may not wed the two 1know
 At once, although ye fight for evermo:
 But one of you, 1all be him loth or lief,1
1whether or not he wishes1
 He must 1go pipe into an ivy leaf1: 1”go whistle”1
 This is to say, she may not have you both,
 All be ye never so jealous, nor so wroth.
 And therefore I you put in this degree,
 That each of you shall have his destiny
 As 1him is shape1; and hearken in what wise 1as is decreed for him1
 Lo hear your end of that I shall devise.
 My will is this, for plain conclusion
 Withouten any replication1, 1reply
 If that you liketh, take it for the best,
 That evereach of you shall go where 1him lest1, 1he pleases
 Freely without ransom or danger;
 And this day fifty weekes, 1farre ne nerre1, 1neither more nor less1
 Evereach of you shall bring an hundred knights,
 Armed for listes up at alle rights
 All ready to darraine1 her by bataille, 1contend for
 And this behete1 I you withoute fail 1promise
 Upon my troth, and as I am a knight,
 That whether of you bothe that hath might,
 That is to say, that whether he or thou
 May with his hundred, as I spake of now,
 Slay his contrary, or out of listes drive,
 Him shall I given Emily to wive,
 To whom that fortune gives so fair a grace.
 The listes shall I make here in this place.

1And God so wisly on my soule rue1, 1may God as surely have
 As I shall even judge be and true. mercy on my soul1
 Ye shall none other ende with me maken
 Than one of you shalle be dead or taken.
 And if you thinketh this is well y-said,
 Say your advice1, and hold yourselves apaid2. 1opinion 2satisfied
 This is your end, and your conclusion.”
 Who looketh lightly now but Palamon?
 Who springeth up for joye but Arcite?
 Who could it tell, or who could it indite,
 The joye that is maked in the place
 When Theseus hath done so fair a grace?
 But down on knees went every 1manner wight1, 1kind of person1
 And thanked him with all their heartes’ might,
 And namely1 these Thebans 1ofte sithe1. 1especially 1oftentimes1
 And thus with good hope and with hearte blithe
 They take their leave, and homeward gan they ride
 To Thebes-ward, with his old walles wide.
 

I trow men woulde deem it negligence,
 If I forgot to telle the dispence1
1expenditure
 Of Theseus, that went so busily
 To maken up the listes royally,
 That such a noble theatre as it was,
 I dare well say, in all this world there n’as1. 1was not
 The circuit a mile was about,
 Walled of stone, and ditched all without.

1Round was the shape, in manner of compass,
 Full of degrees, the height of sixty pas1
1see note 1
 That when a man was set on one degree
 He letted1 not his fellow for to see. 1hindered
 Eastward there stood a gate of marble white,
 Westward right such another opposite.
 And, shortly to conclude, such a place
 Was never on earth made in so little space,
 For in the land there was no craftes-man,
 That geometry or arsmetrike1 can2, 1arithmetic 2knew
 Nor pourtrayor1, nor carver of images, 1portrait painter
 That Theseus ne gave him meat and wages
 The theatre to make and to devise.
 And for to do his rite and sacrifice
 He eastward hath upon the gate above,
 In worship of Venus, goddess of love,

1Done make1 an altar and an oratory; 1caused to be made1
 And westward, in the mind and in memory
 Of Mars, he maked hath right such another,
 That coste largely of gold a fother1. 1a great amount
 And northward, in a turret on the wall,
 Of alabaster white and red coral
 An oratory riche for to see,
 In worship of Diane of chastity,
 Hath Theseus done work in noble wise.
 But yet had I forgotten to devise1
1describe
 The noble carving, and the portraitures,
 The shape, the countenance of the figures
 That weren in there oratories three.
 

First in the temple of Venus may’st thou see
 Wrought on the wall, full piteous to behold,
 The broken sleepes, and the sikes1 cold, 1sighes
 The sacred teares, and the waimentings1, 1lamentings
 The fiery strokes of the desirings,
 That Love’s servants in this life endure;
 The oathes, that their covenants assure.
 Pleasance and Hope, Desire, Foolhardiness,
 Beauty and Youth, and Bawdry and Richess,
 Charms and Sorc’ry, Leasings1 and Flattery, 1falsehoods
 Dispence, Business, and Jealousy,
 That wore of yellow goldes1 a garland, 1sunflowers 
 And had a cuckoo sitting on her hand,
 Feasts, instruments, and caroles and dances,
 Lust and array, and all the circumstances
 Of Love, which I reckon’d and reckon shall
 In order, were painted on the wall,
 And more than I can make of mention.
 For soothly all the mount of Citheron,
 Where Venus hath her principal dwelling,
 Was showed on the wall in pourtraying,
 With all the garden, and the lustiness1. 1pleasantness
 Nor was forgot the porter Idleness,
 Nor Narcissus the fair of 1yore agone1, 1olden times1
 Nor yet the folly of King Solomon,
 Nor yet the greate strength of Hercules,
 Th’ enchantments of Medea and Circes,
 Nor of Turnus the hardy fierce courage,
 The rich Croesus 1caitif in servage.1  1abased into slavery1
 Thus may ye see, that wisdom nor richess,
 Beauty, nor sleight, nor strength, nor hardiness
 Ne may with Venus holde champartie1, 1divided possession 
 For as her liste the world may she gie1. 1guide
 Lo, all these folk so caught were in her las1
1snare
 Till they for woe full often said, Alas!
 Suffice these ensamples one or two,
 Although I could reckon a thousand mo’.
 

The statue of Venus, glorious to see
 Was naked floating in the large sea,
 And from the navel down all cover’d was
 With waves green, and bright as any glass.
 A citole  in her right hand hadde she,
 And on her head, full seemly for to see,
 A rose garland fresh, and well smelling,
 Above her head her doves flickering
 Before her stood her sone Cupido,
 Upon his shoulders winges had he two;
 And blind he was, as it is often seen;
 A bow he bare, and arrows bright and keen.
 

Why should I not as well eke tell you all
 The portraiture, that was upon the wall
 Within the temple of mighty Mars the Red?
 All painted was the wall in length and brede1
1breadth
 Like to the estres1 of the grisly place 1interior chambers
 That hight the great temple of Mars in Thrace,
 In thilke1 cold and frosty region, 1that
 There as Mars hath his sovereign mansion.
 In which there dwelled neither man nor beast,
 With knotty gnarry1 barren trees old 1gnarled
 Of stubbes sharp and hideous to behold;
 In which there ran a rumble and a sough1, 1groaning noise
 As though a storm should bursten every bough:
 And downward from an hill under a bent1
1slope
 There stood the temple of Mars Armipotent,
 Wrought all of burnish’d steel, of which th’ entry
 Was long and strait, and ghastly for to see.
 And thereout came 1a rage and such a vise1, 1such a furious voice1
 That it made all the gates for to rise.
 The northern light in at the doore shone,
 For window on the walle was there none
 Through which men mighten any light discern.
 The doors were all of adamant etern,
 Y-clenched 1overthwart and ende-long1
1crossways and lengthways1
 With iron tough, and, for to make it strong,
 Every pillar the temple to sustain
 Was tunne-great1, of iron bright and sheen. 1thick as a tun (barrel)
 There saw I first the dark imagining
 Of felony, and all the compassing;
 The cruel ire, as red as any glede1, 1live coal
 The picke-purse, and eke the pale dread;
 The smiler with the knife under the cloak,
 The shepen1 burning with the blacke smoke 1stable 
 The treason of the murd’ring in the bed,
 The open war, with woundes all be-bled;
 Conteke1 with bloody knife, and sharp menace. 1contention, discord
 All full of chirking1 was that sorry place. 1creaking, jarring noise
 The slayer of himself eke saw I there,
 His hearte-blood had bathed all his hair:
 The nail y-driven in the shode1 at night, 1hair of the head 
 The colde death, with mouth gaping upright.
 Amiddes of the temple sat Mischance,
 With discomfort and sorry countenance;
 Eke saw I Woodness1 laughing in his rage, 1Madness
 Armed Complaint, Outhees1, and fierce Outrage; 1Outcry
 The carrain1 in the bush, with throat y-corve2, 1corpse 2slashed
 A thousand slain, and not 1of qualm y-storve1; 1dead of sickness1
 The tyrant, with the prey by force y-reft;
 The town destroy’d, that there was nothing left.
 Yet saw I brent1 the shippes hoppesteres,  1burnt
 The hunter strangled with the wilde bears:
 The sow freting1 the child right in the cradle; 1devouring 
 The cook scalded, for all his longe ladle.
 Nor was forgot, 1by th’infortune of Mart1
1through the misfortune
 The carter overridden with his cart; of war1
 Under the wheel full low he lay adown.
 There were also of Mars’ division,
 The armourer, the bowyer1, and the smith, 1maker of bows
 That forgeth sharp swordes on his stith1. 1anvil
 And all above depainted in a tower
 Saw I Conquest, sitting in great honour,
 With thilke1 sharpe sword over his head 1that
 Hanging by a subtle y-twined thread.
 Painted the slaughter was of Julius,
 Of cruel Nero, and Antonius:
 Although at that time they were yet unborn,
 Yet was their death depainted there beforn,
 By menacing of Mars, right by figure,
 So was it showed in that portraiture,
 As is depainted in the stars above,
 Who shall be slain, or elles dead for love.
 Sufficeth one ensample in stories old,
 I may not reckon them all, though I wo’ld.
 

The statue of Mars upon a carte1 stood 1chariot
 Armed, and looked grim as he were wood1, 1mad
 And over his head there shone two figures
 Of starres, that be cleped in scriptures,
 That one Puella, that other Rubeus. 
 This god of armes was arrayed thus:
 A wolf there stood before him at his feet
 With eyen red, and of a man he eat:
 With subtle pencil painted was this story,
 In redouting1 of Mars and of his glory. 1reverance, fear
 

Now to the temple of Dian the chaste
 As shortly as I can I will me haste,
 To telle you all the descriptioun.
 Depainted be the walles up and down
 Of hunting and of shamefast chastity.
 There saw I how woful Calistope,
 When that Dian aggrieved was with her,
 Was turned from a woman to a bear,
 And after was she made the lodestar1: 1pole star
 Thus was it painted, I can say no far1; 1farther
 Her son is eke a star as men may see.
 There saw I Dane  turn’d into a tree,
 I meane not the goddess Diane,
 But Peneus’ daughter, which that hight Dane.
 There saw I Actaeon an hart y-maked1, 1made
 For vengeance that he saw Dian all naked:
 I saw how that his houndes have him caught,
 And freten1 him, for that they knew him not. 1devour
 Yet painted was, a little farthermore
 How Atalanta hunted the wild boar;
 And Meleager, and many other mo’,
 For which Diana wrought them care and woe.
 There saw I many another wondrous story,
 The which me list not drawen to memory.
 This goddess on an hart full high was set1, 1seated
 With smalle houndes all about her feet,
 And underneath her feet she had a moon,
 Waxing it was, and shoulde wane soon.
 In gaudy green her statue clothed was,
 With bow in hand, and arrows in a case1. 1quiver
 Her eyen caste she full low adown,
 Where Pluto hath his darke regioun.
 A woman travailing was her beforn,
 But, for her child so longe was unborn,
 Full piteously Lucina  gan she call,
 And saide; “Help, for thou may’st best of all.”
 Well could he painte lifelike that it wrought;
 With many a florin he the hues had bought.
 Now be these listes made, and Theseus,
 That at his greate cost arrayed thus
 The temples, and the theatre every deal1, 1part 
 When it was done, him liked wonder well.
 

But stint1 I will of Theseus a lite2, 1cease speaking 2little
 And speak of Palamon and of Arcite.
 The day approacheth of their returning,
 That evereach an hundred knights should bring,
 The battle to darraine1 as I you told; 1contest
 And to Athens, their covenant to hold,
 Hath ev’reach of them brought an hundred knights,
 Well-armed for the war at alle rights.
 And sickerly1 there trowed2 many a man, 1surely  2believed
 That never, sithen1 that the world began, 1since
 For to speaken of knighthood of their hand,
 As far as God hath maked sea and land,
 Was, of so few, so noble a company.
 For every wight that loved chivalry,
 And would, 1his thankes, have a passant name1, 1thanks to his own
 Had prayed, that he might be of that game, efforts, have a
 And well was him, that thereto chosen was. surpassing name1
 For if there fell to-morrow such a case,
 Ye knowe well, that every lusty knight,
 That loveth par amour, and hath his might
 Were it in Engleland, or elleswhere,
 They would, their thankes, willen to be there,
 T’ fight for a lady; Benedicite,
 It were a lusty1 sighte for to see. 1pleasing
 And right so fared they with Palamon;
 With him there wente knightes many one.
 Some will be armed in an habergeon,
 And in a breast-plate, and in a gipon1; 1short doublet.
 And some will have 1a pair of plates1 large; 1back and front armour1
 And some will have a Prusse1 shield, or targe; 1Prussian
 Some will be armed on their legges weel;
 Some have an axe, and some a mace of steel.
 There is no newe guise1, but it was old. 1fashion
 Armed they weren, as I have you told,
 Evereach after his opinion.
 There may’st thou see coming with Palamon
 Licurgus himself, the great king of Thrace:
 Black was his beard, and manly was his face.
 The circles of his eyen in his head
 They glowed betwixte yellow and red,
 And like a griffin looked he about,
 With kemped1 haires on his browes stout; 1combed
 His limbs were great, his brawns were hard and strong,
 His shoulders broad, his armes round and long.
 And as the guise1 was in his country, 1fashion
 Full high upon a car of gold stood he,
 With foure white bulles in the trace.
 Instead of coat-armour on his harness,
 With yellow nails, and bright as any gold,
 He had a beare’s skin, coal-black for old1. 1age
 His long hair was y-kempt behind his back,
 As any raven’s feather it shone for black.
 A wreath of gold 1arm-great1, of huge weight, 1thick as a man’s arm1
 Upon his head sate, full of stones bright,
 Of fine rubies and clear diamants.
 About his car there wente white alauns1, 1greyhounds 
 Twenty and more, as great as any steer,
 To hunt the lion or the wilde bear,
 And follow’d him, with muzzle fast y-bound,
 Collars of gold, and torettes1 filed round. 1rings
 An hundred lordes had he in his rout1
1retinue
 Armed full well, with heartes stern and stout.
 

With Arcita, in stories as men find,
 The great Emetrius the king of Ind,
 Upon a 1steede bay1 trapped in steel, 1bay horse1
 Cover’d with cloth of gold diapred1 well, 1decorated
 Came riding like the god of armes, Mars.
 His coat-armour was of 1a cloth of Tars1, 1a kind of silk1
 Couched1 with pearls white and round and great 1trimmed
 His saddle was of burnish’d gold new beat;
 A mantelet on his shoulders hanging,
 Bretful1 of rubies red, as fire sparkling. 1brimful
 His crispe hair like ringes was y-run,
 And that was yellow, glittering as the sun.
 His nose was high, his eyen bright citrine1, 1pale yellow
 His lips were round, his colour was sanguine,
 A fewe fracknes1 in his face y-sprent2, 1freckles 2sprinkled
 Betwixte yellow and black somedeal y-ment1
1mixed 
 And as a lion he 1his looking cast1
1cast about his eyes1
 Of five and twenty year his age I cast1
1reckon
 His beard was well begunnen for to spring;
 His voice was as a trumpet thundering.
 Upon his head he wore of laurel green
 A garland fresh and lusty to be seen;
 Upon his hand he bare, for his delight,
 An eagle tame, as any lily white.
 An hundred lordes had he with him there,
 All armed, save their heads, in all their gear,
 Full richely in alle manner things.
 For trust ye well, that earles, dukes, and kings
 Were gather’d in this noble company,
 For love, and for increase of chivalry.
 About this king there ran on every part
 Full many a tame lion and leopart.
 And in this wise these lordes 1all and some1
1all and sundry1
 Be on the Sunday to the city come
 Aboute prime, and in the town alight.
 

This Theseus, this Duke, this worthy knight
 When he had brought them into his city,
 And inned1 them, ev’reach at his degree, 1lodged
 He feasteth them, and doth so great labour
 To 1easen them1, and do them all honour, 1make them comfortable1
 That yet men weene1 that no mannes wit 1think
 Of none estate could amenden1 it. 1improve
 The minstrelsy, the service at the feast,
 The greate giftes to the most and least,
 The rich array of Theseus’ palace,
 Nor who sate first or last upon the dais.
 What ladies fairest be, or best dancing
 Or which of them can carol best or sing,
 Or who most feelingly speaketh of love;
 What hawkes sitten on the perch above,
 What houndes liggen1 on the floor adown, 1lie
 Of all this now make I no mentioun
 But of th’effect; that thinketh me the best
 Now comes the point, and hearken if you lest.1
1please
 

The Sunday night, ere day began to spring,
 When Palamon the larke hearde sing,
 Although it were not day by houres two,
 Yet sang the lark, and Palamon right tho1
1then
 With holy heart, and with an high courage,
 Arose, to wenden1 on his pilgrimage 1go
 Unto the blissful Cithera benign,
 I meane Venus, honourable and digne1. 1worthy
 And in her hour  he walketh forth a pace
 Unto the listes, where her temple was,
 And down he kneeleth, and with humble cheer1
1demeanour
 And hearte sore, he said as ye shall hear.
 

“Fairest of fair, O lady mine Venus,
 Daughter to Jove, and spouse of Vulcanus,
 Thou gladder of the mount of Citheron!
 For thilke love thou haddest to Adon 
 Have pity on my bitter teares smart,
 And take mine humble prayer to thine heart.
 Alas! I have no language to tell
 Th’effecte, nor the torment of mine hell;
 Mine hearte may mine harmes not betray;
 I am so confused, that I cannot say.
 But mercy, lady bright, that knowest well
 My thought, and seest what harm that I feel.
 Consider all this, and 1rue upon1 my sore, 1take pity on1
 As wisly1 as I shall for evermore 1truly
 Enforce my might, thy true servant to be,
 And holde war alway with chastity:
 That make I mine avow1, so ye me help. 1vow, promise
 I keepe not of armes for to yelp,1
1boast
 Nor ask I not to-morrow to have victory,
 Nor renown in this case, nor vaine glory
 Of 1prize of armes1, blowing up and down, 1praise for valour1
 But I would have fully possessioun
 Of Emily, and die in her service;
 Find thou the manner how, and in what wise.
 I 1recke not but1 it may better be 1do not know whether1
 To have vict’ry of them, or they of me,
 So that I have my lady in mine arms.
 For though so be that Mars is god of arms,
 Your virtue is so great in heaven above,
 That, if you list, I shall well have my love.
 Thy temple will I worship evermo’,
 And on thine altar, where I ride or go,
 I will do sacrifice, and fires bete1. 1make, kindle
 And if ye will not so, my lady sweet,
 Then pray I you, to-morrow with a spear
 That Arcita me through the hearte bear
 Then reck I not, when I have lost my life,
 Though that Arcita win her to his wife.
 This is th’ effect and end of my prayere, — 
 Give me my love, thou blissful lady dear.”
 When th’ orison was done of Palamon,
 His sacrifice he did, and that anon,
 Full piteously, with alle circumstances,

1All tell I not as now1 his observances. 1although I tell not now1
 But at the last the statue of Venus shook,
 And made a signe, whereby that he took
 That his prayer accepted was that day.
 For though the signe shewed a delay,
 Yet wist he well that granted was his boon;
 And with glad heart he went him home full soon.
 

The third hour unequal  that Palamon
 Began to Venus’ temple for to gon,
 Up rose the sun, and up rose Emily,
 And to the temple of Dian gan hie.
 Her maidens, that she thither with her lad1, 1led
 Th’ incense, the clothes, and the remnant all
 That to the sacrifice belonge shall,
 The hornes full of mead, as was the guise;
 There lacked nought to do her sacrifice.
 Smoking1 the temple full of clothes fair, 1draping 
 This Emily with hearte debonnair1
1gentle
 Her body wash’d with water of a well.
 But how she did her rite I dare not tell;
 But1 it be any thing in general; 1unless
 And yet it were a game1 to hearen all 1pleasure
 To him that meaneth well it were no charge:
 But it is good a man to 1be at large1. 1do as he will1
 Her bright hair combed was, untressed all.
 A coronet of green oak cerriall 
 Upon her head was set full fair and meet.
 Two fires on the altar gan she bete,
 And did her thinges, as men may behold
 In Stace of Thebes , and these bookes old.
 When kindled was the fire, with piteous cheer
 Unto Dian she spake as ye may hear.
 

“O chaste goddess of the woodes green,
 To whom both heav’n and earth and sea is seen,
 Queen of the realm of Pluto dark and low,
 Goddess of maidens, that mine heart hast know
 Full many a year, and wost1 what I desire, 1knowest
 To keep me from the vengeance of thine ire,
 That Actaeon aboughte1 cruelly: 1earned; suffered from
 Chaste goddess, well wottest thou that I
 Desire to be a maiden all my life,
 Nor never will I be no love nor wife.
 I am, thou wost1, yet of thy company, 1knowest
 A maid, and love hunting and venery1, 1field sports
 And for to walken in the woodes wild,
 And not to be a wife, and be with child.
 Nought will I know the company of man.
 Now help me, lady, since ye may and can,
 For those three formes  that thou hast in thee.
 And Palamon, that hath such love to me,
 And eke Arcite, that loveth me so sore,
 This grace I pray thee withoute more,
 As sende love and peace betwixt them two:
 And from me turn away their heartes so,
 That all their hote love, and their desire,
 And all their busy torment, and their fire,
 Be queint1, or turn’d into another place. 1quenched
 And if so be thou wilt do me no grace,
 Or if my destiny be shapen so
 That I shall needes have one of them two,
 So send me him that most desireth me.
 Behold, goddess of cleane chastity,
 The bitter tears that on my cheekes fall.
 Since thou art maid, and keeper of us all,
 My maidenhead thou keep and well conserve,
 And, while I live, a maid I will thee serve.
 

The fires burn upon the altar clear,
 While Emily was thus in her prayere:
 But suddenly she saw a sighte quaint1. 1strange
 For right anon one of the fire’s 1queint
 And quick’d1 again, and after that anon 1went out and revived1
 That other fire was queint, and all agone:
 And as it queint, it made a whisteling,
 As doth a brande wet in its burning.
 And at the brandes end outran anon
 As it were bloody droppes many one:
 For which so sore aghast was Emily,
 That she was well-nigh mad, and gan to cry,
 For she ne wiste what it signified;
 But onely for feare thus she cried,
 And wept, that it was pity for to hear.
 And therewithal Diana gan appear
 With bow in hand, right as an hunteress,
 And saide; “Daughter, stint1 thine heaviness. 1cease
 Among the goddes high it is affirm’d,
 And by eternal word writ and confirm’d,
 Thou shalt be wedded unto one of tho1
1those
 That have for thee so muche care and woe:
 But unto which of them I may not tell.
 Farewell, for here I may no longer dwell.
 The fires which that on mine altar brenn1, 1burn
 Shall thee declaren, ere that thou go henne1, 1hence
 Thine aventure of love, as in this case.”
 And with that word, the arrows in the case1
1quiver
 Of the goddess did clatter fast and ring,
 And forth she went, and made a vanishing,
 For which this Emily astonied was,
 And saide; “What amounteth this, alas!
 I put me under thy protection,
 Diane, and in thy disposition.”
 And home she went anon the nexte1 way. 1nearest
 This is th’ effect, there is no more to say.
 

The nexte hour of Mars following this
 Arcite to the temple walked is
 Of fierce Mars, to do his sacrifice
 With all the rites of his pagan guise.
 With piteous1 heart and high devotion 1pious
 Right thus to Mars he said his orison
 “O stronge god, that in the regnes1 old 1realms
 Of Thrace honoured art, and lord y-hold1
1held
 And hast in every regne, and every land
 Of armes all the bridle in thine hand,
 And 1them fortunest as thee list devise1, 1send them fortune
 Accept of me my piteous sacrifice. as you please1
 If so be that my youthe may deserve,
 And that my might be worthy for to serve
 Thy godhead, that I may be one of thine,
 Then pray I thee to 1rue upon my pine1, 1pity my anguish1
 For thilke1 pain, and thilke hote fire, 1that
 In which thou whilom burned’st for desire
 Whenne that thou usedest1 the beauty 1enjoyed
 Of faire young Venus, fresh and free,
 And haddest her in armes at thy will:
 And though thee ones on a time misfill1, 1were unlucky
 When Vulcanus had caught thee in his las1, 1net 
 And found thee ligging1 by his wife, alas! 1lying
 For thilke sorrow that was in thine heart,
 Have ruth1 as well upon my paine’s smart. 1pity
 I am young and unconning1, as thou know’st, 1ignorant, simple
 And, as I trow1, with love offended most 1believe
 That e’er was any living creature:
 For she, that doth1 me all this woe endure, 1causes
 Ne recketh ne’er whether I sink or fleet1
1swim
 And well I wot, ere she me mercy hete1, 1promise, vouchsafe
 I must with strengthe win her in the place:
 And well I wot, withoute help or grace
 Of thee, ne may my strengthe not avail:
 Then help me, lord, to-morr’w in my bataille,
 For thilke fire that whilom burned thee,
 As well as this fire that now burneth me;
 And do1 that I to-morr’w may have victory. 1cause
 Mine be the travail, all thine be the glory.
 Thy sovereign temple will I most honour
 Of any place, and alway most labour
 In thy pleasance and in thy craftes strong.
 And in thy temple I will my banner hong1, 1hang
 And all the armes of my company,
 And evermore, until that day I die,
 Eternal fire I will before thee find
 And eke to this my vow I will me bind:
 My beard, my hair that hangeth long adown,
 That never yet hath felt offension1
1indignity
 Of razor nor of shears, I will thee give,
 And be thy true servant while I live.
 Now, lord, have ruth upon my sorrows sore,
 Give me the victory, I ask no more.”
 

The prayer stint1 of Arcita the strong, 1ended
 The ringes on the temple door that hong,
 And eke the doores, clattered full fast,
 Of which Arcita somewhat was aghast.
 The fires burn’d upon the altar bright,
 That it gan all the temple for to light;
 A sweete smell anon the ground up gaf1, 1gave
 And Arcita anon his hand up haf1, 1lifted
 And more incense into the fire he cast,
 With other rites more and at the last
 The statue of Mars began his hauberk ring;
 And with that sound he heard a murmuring
 Full low and dim, that saide thus, “Victory.”
 For which he gave to Mars honour and glory.
 And thus with joy, and hope well to fare,
 Arcite anon unto his inn doth fare.
 As fain1 as fowl is of the brighte sun. 1glad
 

And right anon such strife there is begun
 For thilke1 granting, in the heav’n above, 1that
 Betwixte Venus the goddess of love,
 And Mars the sterne god armipotent,
 That Jupiter was busy it to stent1: 1stop
 Till that the pale Saturnus the cold,
 That knew so many of adventures old,
 Found in his old experience such an art,
 That he full soon hath pleased every part.
 As sooth is said, eld1 hath great advantage, 1age
 In eld is bothe wisdom and usage1: 1experience
 Men may the old out-run, but not out-rede1. 1outwit
 Saturn anon, to stint the strife and drede,
 Albeit that it is against his kind,1
1nature
 Of all this strife gan a remedy find.
 “My deare daughter Venus,” quoth Saturn,
 “My course1, that hath so wide for to turn, 1orbit 
 Hath more power than wot any man.
 Mine is the drowning in the sea so wan;
 Mine is the prison in the darke cote1, 1cell
 Mine the strangling and hanging by the throat,
 The murmur, and the churlish rebelling,
 The groyning1, and the privy poisoning. 1discontent
 I do vengeance and plein1 correction, 1full
 I dwell in the sign of the lion.
 Mine is the ruin of the highe halls,
 The falling of the towers and the walls
 Upon the miner or the carpenter:
 I slew Samson in shaking the pillar:
 Mine also be the maladies cold,
 The darke treasons, and the castes1 old: 1plots
 My looking is the father of pestilence.
 Now weep no more, I shall do diligence
 That Palamon, that is thine owen knight,
 Shall have his lady, as thou hast him hight1. 1promised
 Though Mars shall help his knight, yet natheless
 Betwixte you there must sometime be peace:
 All be ye not of one complexion,
 That each day causeth such division,
 I am thine ayel1, ready at thy will; 1grandfather 
 Weep now no more, I shall thy lust1 fulfil.” 1pleasure
 Now will I stenten1 of the gods above, 1cease speaking
 Of Mars, and of Venus, goddess of love,
 And telle you as plainly as I can
 The great effect, for which that I began.
 

Great was the feast in Athens thilke1 day; 1that
 And eke the lusty season of that May
 Made every wight to be in such pleasance,
 That all that Monday jousten they and dance,
 And spenden it in Venus’ high service.
 But by the cause that they shoulde rise
 Early a-morrow for to see that fight,
 Unto their reste wente they at night.
 And on the morrow, when the day gan spring,
 Of horse and harness1 noise and clattering 1armour
 There was in the hostelries all about:
 And to the palace rode there many a rout1
1train, retinue
 Of lordes, upon steedes and palfreys.
 There mayst thou see devising1 of harness 1decoration
 So uncouth1 and so rich, and wrought so weel 1unkown, rare
 Of goldsmithry, of brouding1, and of steel; 1embroidery
 The shieldes bright, the testers1, and trappures2
1helmets
 Gold-hewen helmets, hauberks, coat-armures; 2trappings
 Lordes in parements1 on their coursers, 1ornamental garb ;
 Knightes of retinue, and eke squiers,
 Nailing the spears, and helmes buckeling,
 Gniding1 of shieldes, with lainers2 lacing; 1polishing 
 There as need is, they were nothing idle: 2lanyards
 The foamy steeds upon the golden bridle
 Gnawing, and fast the armourers also
 With file and hammer pricking to and fro;
 Yeomen on foot, and knaves1 many one 1servants
 With shorte staves, thick1 as they may gon2; 1close 2walk
 Pipes, trumpets, nakeres1, and clariouns, 1drums 
 That in the battle blowe bloody souns;
 The palace full of people up and down,
 There three, there ten, holding their questioun1, 1conversation
 Divining1 of these Theban knightes two. 1conjecturing
 Some saiden thus, some said it shall he so;
 Some helden with him with the blacke beard,
 Some with the bald, some with the thick-hair’d;
 Some said he looked grim, and woulde fight:
 He had a sparth1 of twenty pound of weight. 1double-headed axe
 Thus was the halle full of divining1
1conjecturing
 Long after that the sunne gan up spring.
 The great Theseus that of his sleep is waked
 With minstrelsy, and noise that was maked,
 Held yet the chamber of his palace rich,
 Till that the Theban knightes both y-lich1
1alike
 Honoured were, and to the palace fet1. 1fetched
 Duke Theseus is at a window set,
 Array’d right as he were a god in throne:
 The people presseth thitherward full soon
 Him for to see, and do him reverence,
 And eke to hearken his hest1 and his sentence2. 1command 2speech
 An herald on a scaffold made an O, 
 Till the noise of the people was y-do1: 1done
 And when he saw the people of noise all still,
 Thus shewed he the mighty Duke’s will.
 “The lord hath of his high discretion
 Considered that it were destruction
 To gentle blood, to fighten in the guise
 Of mortal battle now in this emprise:
 Wherefore to shape1 that they shall not die, 1arrange, contrive
 He will his firste purpose modify.
 No man therefore, on pain of loss of life,
 No manner1 shot, nor poleaxe, nor short knife 1kind of
 Into the lists shall send, or thither bring.
 Nor short sword for to stick with point biting
 No man shall draw, nor bear it by his side.
 And no man shall unto his fellow ride
 But one course, with a sharp y-grounden spear:

1Foin if him list on foot, himself to wear. 1He who wishes can
 And he that is at mischief shall be take1, fence on foot to defend
 And not slain, but be brought unto the stake, himself, and he that
 That shall be ordained on either side; is in peril shall be taken1
 Thither he shall by force, and there abide.
 And if 1so fall1 the chiefetain be take 1should happen1
 On either side, or elles slay his make1, 1equal, match
 No longer then the tourneying shall last.
 God speede you; go forth and lay on fast.
 With long sword and with mace fight your fill.
 Go now your way; this is the lordes will.
 The voice of the people touched the heaven,
 So loude cried they with merry steven1: 1sound
 God save such a lord that is so good,
 He willeth no destruction of blood.
 

Up go the trumpets and the melody,
 And to the listes rode the company

1By ordinance1, throughout the city large, 1in orderly array1
 Hanged with cloth of gold, and not with sarge1. 1serge 
 Full like a lord this noble Duke gan ride,
 And these two Thebans upon either side:
 

And after rode the queen and Emily,
 And after them another company
 Of one and other, after their degree.
 And thus they passed thorough that city
 And to the listes came they by time:
 It was not of the day yet fully prime1. 1between 6 & 9 a.m.
 When set was Theseus full rich and high,
 Hippolyta the queen and Emily,
 And other ladies in their degrees about,
 Unto the seates presseth all the rout.
 And westward, through the gates under Mart,
 Arcite, and eke the hundred of his part,
 With banner red, is enter’d right anon;
 And in the selve1 moment Palamon 1self-same
 Is, under Venus, eastward in the place,
 With banner white, and hardy cheer1 and face 1expression
 In all the world, to seeken up and down
 So even1 without variatioun 1equal
 There were such companies never tway.
 For there was none so wise that coulde say
 That any had of other avantage
 Of worthiness, nor of estate, nor age,
 So even were they chosen for to guess.
 And 1in two ranges faire they them dress1. 1they arranged themselves
 When that their names read were every one, in two rows1
 That in their number guile1 were there none, 1fraud
 Then were the gates shut, and cried was loud;
 “Do now your devoir, younge knights proud
 The heralds left their pricking1 up and down 1spurring their horses
 Now ring the trumpet loud and clarioun.
 There is no more to say, but east and west
 In go the speares sadly1 in the rest; 1steadily
 In go the sharpe spurs into the side.
 There see me who can joust, and who can ride.
 There shiver shaftes upon shieldes thick;
 He feeleth through the hearte-spoon the prick.
 Up spring the speares twenty foot on height;
 Out go the swordes as the silver bright.
 The helmes they to-hewen, and to-shred1; 1strike in pieces 
 Out burst the blood, with sterne streames red.
 With mighty maces the bones they to-brest1. 1burst
 He  through the thickest of the throng gan threst1. 1thrust
 There stumble steedes strong, and down go all.
 He rolleth under foot as doth a ball.
 He foineth1 on his foe with a trunchoun, 1forces himself
 And he him hurtleth with his horse adown.
 He through the body hurt is, and 1sith take1, 1afterwards captured1
 Maugre his head, and brought unto the stake,
 As forword1 was, right there he must abide. 1covenant
 Another led is on that other side.
 And sometime doth1 them Theseus to rest, 1caused
 Them to refresh, and drinken if them lest1. 1pleased
 Full oft a day have thilke Thebans two 1these
 Together met and wrought each other woe:
 Unhorsed hath each other of them tway1
1twice
 There is no tiger in the vale of Galaphay, 
 When that her whelp is stole, when it is lite1
1little
 So cruel on the hunter, as Arcite
 For jealous heart upon this Palamon:
 Nor in Belmarie  there is no fell lion,
 That hunted is, or for his hunger wood1
1mad
 Or for his prey desireth so the blood,
 As Palamon to slay his foe Arcite.
 The jealous strokes upon their helmets bite;
 Out runneth blood on both their sides red,
 Sometime an end there is of every deed
 For ere the sun unto the reste went,
 The stronge king Emetrius gan hent1
1sieze, assail
 This Palamon, as he fought with Arcite,
 And made his sword deep in his flesh to bite,
 And by the force of twenty is he take,
 Unyielding, and is drawn unto the stake.
 And in the rescue of this Palamon
 The stronge king Licurgus is borne down:
 And king Emetrius, for all his strength
 Is borne out of his saddle a sword’s length,
 So hit him Palamon ere he were take:
 But all for nought; he was brought to the stake:
 His hardy hearte might him helpe naught,
 He must abide when that he was caught,
 By force, and eke by composition1. 1the bargain
 Who sorroweth now but woful Palamon
 That must no more go again to fight?
 And when that Theseus had seen that sight
 Unto the folk that foughte thus each one,
 He cried, Ho! no more, for it is done!
 I will be true judge, and not party.
 Arcite of Thebes shall have Emily,
 That by his fortune hath her fairly won.”
 Anon there is a noise of people gone,
 For joy of this, so loud and high withal,
 It seemed that the listes shoulde fall.
 

What can now faire Venus do above?
 What saith she now? what doth this queen of love?
 But weepeth so, for wanting of her will,
 Till that her teares in the listes fill1
1fall
 She said: “I am ashamed doubteless.”
 Saturnus saide: “Daughter, hold thy peace.
 Mars hath his will, his knight hath all his boon,
 And by mine head thou shalt be eased soon.”
  The trumpeters with the loud minstrelsy,
 The heralds, that full loude yell and cry,
 Be in their joy for weal of Dan1 Arcite. 1Lord
 But hearken me, and stinte noise a lite,
 What a miracle there befell anon
 This fierce Arcite hath off his helm y-done,
 And on a courser for to shew his face
 He 1pricketh endelong1 the large place, 1rides from end to end1
 Looking upward upon this Emily;
 And she again him cast a friendly eye
 (For women, as to speaken 1in commune1, 1generally1
 They follow all the favour of fortune),
 And was all his in cheer1, as his in heart. 1countenance
 Out of the ground a fire infernal start,
 From Pluto sent, at request of Saturn
 For which his horse for fear began to turn,
 And leap aside, and founder1 as he leap 1stumble
 And ere that Arcite may take any keep1, 1care
 He pight1 him on the pummel2 of his head. 1pitched 2top
 That in the place he lay as he were dead.
 His breast to-bursten with his saddle-bow.
 As black he lay as any coal or crow,
 So was the blood y-run into his face.
 Anon he was y-borne out of the place
 With hearte sore, to Theseus’ palace.
 Then was he carven1 out of his harness. 1cut
 And in a bed y-brought full fair and blive1
1quickly
 For he was yet in mem’ry and alive,
 And always crying after Emily.
 

Duke Theseus, with all his company,
 Is come home to Athens his city,
 With alle bliss and great solemnity.
 Albeit that this aventure was fall1, 1befallen
 He woulde not discomforte1 them all 1discourage
 Then said eke, that Arcite should not die,
 He should be healed of his malady.
 And of another thing they were as fain1. 1glad
 That of them alle was there no one slain,
 All1 were they sorely hurt, and namely2 one, 1although 2especially
 That with a spear was thirled1 his breast-bone. 1pierced
 To other woundes, and to broken arms,
 Some hadden salves, and some hadden charms:
 And pharmacies of herbs, and eke save1
1sage, Salvia officinalis
 They dranken, for they would their lives have.
 For which this noble Duke, as he well can,
 Comforteth and honoureth every man,
 And made revel all the longe night,
 Unto the strange lordes, as was right.
 Nor there was holden no discomforting,
 But as at jousts or at a tourneying;
 For soothly there was no discomfiture,
 For falling is not but an aventure1. 1chance, accident
 Nor to be led by force unto a stake
 Unyielding, and with twenty knights y-take
 One person all alone, withouten mo’,
 And harried1 forth by armes, foot, and toe, 1dragged, hurried
 And eke his steede driven forth with staves,
 With footmen, bothe yeomen and eke knaves1, 1servants
 It was 1aretted him no villainy:1
1counted no disgrace to him1
 There may no man 1clepen it cowardy1. 1call it cowardice1
 For which anon Duke Theseus 1let cry1, — 1caused to be proclaimed1
 To stenten1 alle rancour and envy, — 1stop
 The gree1 as well on one side as the other, 1prize, merit
 And either side alike as other’s brother:
 And gave them giftes after their degree,
 And held a feaste fully dayes three:
 And conveyed the kinges worthily
 Out of his town a journee1 largely 1day’s journey
 And home went every man the righte way,
 There was no more but “Farewell, Have good day.”
 Of this bataille I will no more indite
 But speak of Palamon and of Arcite.
 

Swelleth the breast of Arcite and the sore
 Increaseth at his hearte more and more.
 The clotted blood, for any leache-craft1
1surgical skill
 Corrupteth and is 1in his bouk y-laft1
1left in his body1
 That neither 1veine blood nor ventousing1, 1blood-letting or cupping1
 Nor drink of herbes may be his helping.
 The virtue expulsive or animal,
 From thilke virtue called natural,
 Nor may the venom voide, nor expel
 The pipes of his lungs began to swell
 And every lacert1 in his breast adown 1sinew, muscle
 Is shent1 with venom and corruption. 1destroyed
 Him gaineth1 neither, for to get his life, 1availeth
 Vomit upward, nor downward laxative;
 All is to-bursten thilke region;
 Nature hath now no domination.
 And certainly where nature will not wirch,1
1work
 Farewell physic: go bear the man to chirch.1
1church
 This all and some is, Arcite must die.
 For which he sendeth after Emily,
 And Palamon, that was his cousin dear,
 Then said he thus, as ye shall after hear.
 

“Nought may the woful spirit in mine heart
 Declare one point of all my sorrows’ smart
 To you, my lady, that I love the most:
 But I bequeath the service of my ghost
 To you aboven every creature,
 Since that my life ne may no longer dure.
 Alas the woe! alas, the paines strong
 That I for you have suffered and so long!
 Alas the death, alas, mine Emily!
 Alas departing1 of our company! 1the severance
 Alas, mine hearte’s queen! alas, my wife!
 Mine hearte’s lady, ender of my life!
 What is this world? what aske men to have?
 Now with his love, now in his colde grave
 Al one, withouten any company.
 Farewell, my sweet, farewell, mine Emily,
 And softly take me in your armes tway,
 For love of God, and hearken what I say.
 I have here with my cousin Palamon
 Had strife and rancour many a day agone,
 For love of you, and for my jealousy.
 And Jupiter so 1wis my soule gie1, 1surely guides my soul1
 To speaken of a servant properly,
 With alle circumstances truely,
 That is to say, truth, honour, and knighthead,
 Wisdom, humbless1, estate, and high kindred, 1humility
 Freedom, and all that longeth to that art,
 So Jupiter have of my soul part,
 As in this world right now I know not one,
 So worthy to be lov’d as Palamon,
 That serveth you, and will do all his life.
 And if that you shall ever be a wife,
 Forget not Palamon, the gentle man.”
 

And with that word his speech to fail began.
 For from his feet up to his breast was come
 The cold of death, that had him overnome1. 1overcome
 And yet moreover in his armes two
 The vital strength is lost, and all ago1. 1gone
 Only the intellect, withoute more,
 That dwelled in his hearte sick and sore,
 Gan faile, when the hearte felte death;
 Dusked1 his eyen two, and fail’d his breath. 1grew dim
 But on his lady yet he cast his eye;
 His laste word was; “Mercy, Emily!”
 His spirit changed house, and wente there,
 As I came never I cannot telle where.
 Therefore I stent1, I am no divinister2; 1refrain 2diviner
 Of soules find I nought in this register.
 Ne me list not th’ opinions to tell
 Of them, though that they writen where they dwell;
 Arcite is cold, there Mars his soule gie.1
1guide
 Now will I speake forth of Emily.
 

Shriek’d Emily, and howled Palamon,
 And Theseus his sister took anon
 Swooning, and bare her from the corpse away.
 What helpeth it to tarry forth the day,
 To telle how she wept both eve and morrow?
 For in such cases women have such sorrow,
 When that their husbands be from them y-go1, 1gone
 That for the more part they sorrow so,
 Or elles fall into such malady,
 That at the laste certainly they die.
 Infinite be the sorrows and the tears
 Of olde folk, and folk of tender years,
 In all the town, for death of this Theban:
 For him there weepeth bothe child and man.
 So great a weeping was there none certain,
 When Hector was y-brought, all fresh y-slain,
 To Troy: alas! the pity that was there,
 Scratching of cheeks, and rending eke of hair.
 “Why wouldest thou be dead?” these women cry,
 “And haddest gold enough, and Emily.”
 No manner man might gladden Theseus,
 Saving his olde father Egeus,
 That knew this worlde’s transmutatioun,
 As he had seen it changen up and down,
 Joy after woe, and woe after gladness;
 And shewed him example and likeness.
 “Right as there died never man,” quoth he,
 “That he ne liv’d in earth in some degree1, 1rank, condition
 Right so there lived never man,” he said,
 “In all this world, that sometime be not died.
 This world is but a throughfare full of woe,
 And we be pilgrims, passing to and fro:
 Death is an end of every worldly sore.”
 And over all this said he yet much more
 To this effect, full wisely to exhort
 The people, that they should them recomfort.
 Duke Theseus, with all his busy cure1, 1care

1Casteth about1, where that the sepulture 1deliberates1
 Of good Arcite may best y-maked be,
 And eke most honourable in his degree.
 And at the last he took conclusion,
 That there as first Arcite and Palamon
 Hadde for love the battle them between,
 That in that selve1 grove, sweet and green, 1self-same
 There as he had his amorous desires,
 His complaint, and for love his hote fires,
 He woulde make a fire1, in which th’ office 1funeral pyre
 Of funeral he might all accomplice;
 And 1let anon command1 to hack and hew 1immediately gave orders1
 The oakes old, and lay them 1on a rew1
1in a row1
 In culpons1, well arrayed for to brenne2. 1logs 2burn
 His officers with swifte feet they renne1
1run
 And ride anon at his commandement.
 And after this, Duke Theseus hath sent
 After a bier, and it all oversprad
 With cloth of gold, the richest that he had;
 And of the same suit he clad Arcite.
 Upon his handes were his gloves white,
 Eke on his head a crown of laurel green,
 And in his hand a sword full bright and keen.
 He laid him 1bare the visage1 on the bier, 1with face uncovered1
 Therewith he wept, that pity was to hear.
 And, for the people shoulde see him all,
 When it was day he brought them to the hall,
 That roareth of the crying and the soun’.
 Then came this woful Theban, Palamon,
 With sluttery beard, and ruggy ashy hairs,
 In clothes black, y-dropped all with tears,
 And (passing over weeping Emily)
 The ruefullest of all the company.
 And 1inasmuch as1 the service should be 1in order that1
 The more noble and rich in its degree,
 Duke Theseus let forth three steedes bring,
 That trapped were in steel all glittering.
 And covered with the arms of Dan Arcite.
 Upon these steedes, that were great and white,
 There satte folk, of whom one bare his shield,
 Another his spear in his handes held;
 The thirde bare with him his bow Turkeis1, 1Turkish.
 Of brent1 gold was the case2 and the harness: 1burnished 2quiver
 And ride forth 1a pace1 with sorrowful cheer2
1at a foot pace1
 Toward the grove, as ye shall after hear. 2expression
 

The noblest of the Greekes that there were
 Upon their shoulders carried the bier,
 With slacke pace, and eyen red and wet,
 Throughout the city, by the master1 street, 1main 
 That spread was all with black, and wondrous high
 Right of the same is all the street y-wrie.1
1covered 
 Upon the right hand went old Egeus,
 And on the other side Duke Theseus,
 With vessels in their hand of gold full fine,
 All full of honey, milk, and blood, and wine;
 Eke Palamon, with a great company;
 And after that came woful Emily,
 With fire in hand, as was that time the guise1, 1custom
 To do th’ office of funeral service.
 

High labour, and full great appareling1
1preparation
 Was at the service, and the pyre-making,
 That with its greene top the heaven raught1, 1reached
 And twenty fathom broad its armes straught1: 1stretched
 This is to say, the boughes were so broad.
 Of straw first there was laid many a load.
 But how the pyre was maked up on height,
 And eke the names how the trees hight1, 1were called
 As oak, fir, birch, asp1, alder, holm, poplere, 1aspen
 Willow, elm, plane, ash, box, chestnut, lind1, laurere, 1linden, lime
 Maple, thorn, beech, hazel, yew, whipul tree,
 How they were fell’d, shall not be told for me;
 Nor how the goddes1 rannen up and down 1the forest deities
 Disinherited of their habitatioun,
 In which they wonned1 had in rest and peace, 1dwelt
 Nymphes, Faunes, and Hamadryades;
 Nor how the beastes and the birdes all
 Fledden for feare, when the wood gan fall;
 Nor how the ground aghast1 was of the light, 1terrified
 That was not wont to see the sunne bright;
 Nor how the fire was couched1 first with stre2, 1laid 2straw
 And then with dry stickes cloven in three,
 And then with greene wood and spicery1, 1spices
 And then with cloth of gold and with pierrie1, 1precious stones
 And garlands hanging with full many a flower,
 The myrrh, the incense with so sweet odour;
 Nor how Arcita lay among all this,
 Nor what richess about his body is;
 Nor how that Emily, as was the guise1, 1custom

1Put in the fire1 of funeral service; 1appplied the torch1
 Nor how she swooned when she made the fire,
 Nor what she spake, nor what was her desire;
 Nor what jewels men in the fire then cast
 When that the fire was great and burned fast;
 

Nor how some cast their shield, and some their spear,
 And of their vestiments, which that they wear,
 And cuppes full of wine, and milk, and blood,
 Into the fire, that burnt as it were wood1; 1mad
 Nor how the Greekes with a huge rout1
1procession
 Three times riden all the fire about 
 Upon the left hand, with a loud shouting,
 And thries with their speares clattering;
 And thries how the ladies gan to cry;
 Nor how that led was homeward Emily;
 Nor how Arcite is burnt to ashes cold;
 Nor how the lyke-wake1 was y-hold 1wake 
 All thilke1 night, nor how the Greekes play 1that
 The wake-plays1, ne keep2 I not to say: 1funeral games 2care
 Who wrestled best naked, with oil anoint,
 Nor who that bare him best 1in no disjoint1. 1in any contest1
 I will not tell eke how they all are gone
 Home to Athenes when the play is done;
 But shortly to the point now will I wend1, 1come
 And maken of my longe tale an end.
 

By process and by length of certain years
 All stinted1 is the mourning and the tears 1ended
 Of Greekes, by one general assent.
 Then seemed me there was a parlement
 At Athens, upon certain points and cas1: 1cases
 Amonge the which points y-spoken was
 To have with certain countries alliance,
 And have of Thebans full obeisance.
 For which this noble Theseus anon
 Let1 send after the gentle Palamon, 1caused
 Unwist1 of him what was the cause and why: 1unknown
 But in his blacke clothes sorrowfully
 He came at his commandment 1on hie1; 1in haste1
 Then sente Theseus for Emily.
 When they were set1, and hush’d was all the place 1seated
 And Theseus abided1 had a space 1waited
 Ere any word came from his wise breast

1His eyen set he there as was his lest1, 1he cast his eyes
 And with a sad visage he sighed still, wherever he pleased1
 And after that right thus he said his will.
 “The firste mover of the cause above
 When he first made the faire chain of love,
 Great was th’ effect, and high was his intent;
 Well wist he why, and what thereof he meant:
 For with that faire chain of love he bond1
1bound
 The fire, the air, the water, and the lond
 In certain bondes, that they may not flee:
 That same prince and mover eke,” quoth he,
 “Hath stablish’d, in this wretched world adown,
 Certain of dayes and duration
 To all that are engender’d in this place,
 Over the whiche day they may not pace1, 1pass
 All may they yet their dayes well abridge.
 There needeth no authority to allege
 For it is proved by experience;
 But that me list declare my sentence1. 1opinion
 Then may men by this order well discern,
 That thilke1 mover stable is and etern. 1the same
 Well may men know, but that it be a fool,
 That every part deriveth from its whole.
 For nature hath not ta’en its beginning
 Of no 1partie nor cantle1 of a thing, 1part or piece1
 But of a thing that perfect is and stable,
 Descending so, till it be corruptable.
 And therefore of His wise purveyance1
1providence
 He hath so well beset1 his ordinance,
 That species of things and progressions
 Shallen endure by successions,
 And not etern, withouten any lie:
 This mayst thou understand and see at eye.
 Lo th’ oak, that hath so long a nourishing
 From the time that it ‘ginneth first to spring,
 And hath so long a life, as ye may see,
 Yet at the last y-wasted is the tree.
 Consider eke, how that the harde stone
 Under our feet, on which we tread and gon1, 1walk
 Yet wasteth, as it lieth by the way.
 The broade river some time waxeth drey1. 1dry
 The greate townes see we wane and wend1. 1go, disappear
 Then may ye see that all things have an end.
 Of man and woman see we well also, — 
 That needes in one of the termes two, — 
 That is to say, in youth or else in age,-
 He must be dead, the king as shall a page;
 Some in his bed, some in the deepe sea,
 Some in the large field, as ye may see:
 There helpeth nought, all go that ilke1 way: 1same
 Then may I say that alle thing must die.
 What maketh this but Jupiter the king?
 The which is prince, and cause of alle thing,
 Converting all unto his proper will,
 From which it is derived, sooth to tell
 And hereagainst no creature alive,
 Of no degree, availeth for to strive.
 Then is it wisdom, as it thinketh me,
 To make a virtue of necessity,
 And take it well, that we may not eschew1, 1escape
 And namely what to us all is due.
 And whoso grudgeth1 ought, he doth folly, 1murmurs at
 And rebel is to him that all may gie1. 1direct, guide
 And certainly a man hath most honour
 To dien in his excellence and flower,
 When he is sicker1 of his goode name. 1certain
 Then hath he done his friend, nor him1, no shame 1himself
 And gladder ought his friend be of his death,
 When with honour is yielded up his breath,
 Than when his name 1appalled is for age1; 1decayed by old age1
 For all forgotten is his vassalage1. 1valour, service
 Then is it best, as for a worthy fame,
 To dien when a man is best of name.
 The contrary of all this is wilfulness.
 Why grudge we, why have we heaviness,
 That good Arcite, of chivalry the flower,
 Departed is, with duty and honour,
 Out of this foule prison of this life?
 Why grudge here his cousin and his wife
 Of his welfare, that loved him so well?
 Can he them thank? nay, God wot, neverdeal1, — 1not a jot
 That both his soul and eke themselves offend1, 1hurt
 And yet they may their lustes1 not amend2. 1desires 2control
 What may I conclude of this longe serie1, 1string of remarks
 But after sorrow I rede1 us to be merry, 1counsel
 And thanke Jupiter for all his grace?
 And ere that we departe from this place,
 I rede that we make of sorrows two
 One perfect joye lasting evermo’:
 And look now where most sorrow is herein,
 There will I first amenden and begin.
 “Sister,” quoth he, “this is my full assent,
 With all th’ advice here of my parlement,
 That gentle Palamon, your owen knight,
 That serveth you with will, and heart, and might,
 And ever hath, since first time ye him knew,
 That ye shall of your grace upon him rue1, 1take pity
 And take him for your husband and your lord:
 Lend me your hand, for this is our accord.

1Let see1 now of your womanly pity. 1make display1
 He is a kinge’s brother’s son, pardie1. 1by God
 And though he were a poore bachelere,
 Since he hath served you so many a year,
 And had for you so great adversity,
 It muste be considered, 1’lieveth me1. 1believe me1
 For gentle mercy 1oweth to passen right1.” 1ought to be rightly
 Then said he thus to Palamon the knight; directed1
 “I trow there needeth little sermoning
 To make you assente to this thing.
 Come near, and take your lady by the hand.”
 Betwixte them was made anon the band,
 That hight matrimony or marriage,
 By all the counsel of the baronage.
 And thus with alle bliss and melody
 Hath Palamon y-wedded Emily.
 And God, that all this wide world hath wrought,
 Send him his love, that hath it dearly bought.
 For now is Palamon in all his weal,
 Living in bliss, in riches, and in heal1. 1health
 And Emily him loves so tenderly,
 And he her serveth all so gentilly,
 That never was there worde them between
 Of jealousy, nor of none other teen1. 1cause of anger
 Thus endeth Palamon and Emily
 And God save all this faire company.
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The Miller’s Tale
 

Geoffrey Chaucer (1340–1400)
 

THE PROLOGUE.
 

When that the Knight had thus his tale told
 In all the rout was neither young nor old,
 That he not said it was a noble story,
 And worthy to be 1drawen to memory1; 1recorded1
 And 1namely the gentles1 every one. 1especially the gentlefolk1
 Our Host then laugh’d and swore, “So may I gon,1
1prosper
 This goes aright; 1unbuckled is the mail;1
1the budget is opened1
 Let see now who shall tell another tale:
 For truely this game is well begun.
 Now telleth ye, Sir Monk, if that ye conne1, 1know
 Somewhat, to quiten1 with the Knighte’s tale.” 1match
 The Miller that fordrunken was all pale,
 So that unnethes1 upon his horse he sat, 1with difficulty
 He would avalen1 neither hood nor hat, 1uncover
 Nor abide1 no man for his courtesy, 1give way to
 But in Pilate’s voice he gan to cry,
 And swore by armes, and by blood, and bones,
 “I can a noble tale for the nones1
1occasion,
 With which I will now quite1 the Knighte’s tale.” 1match
 Our Host saw well how drunk he was of ale,
 And said; “Robin, abide, my leve1 brother, 1dear
 Some better man shall tell us first another:
 Abide, and let us worke thriftily.”
 By Godde’s soul,” quoth he, “that will not I,
 For I will speak, or elles go my way!”
 Our Host answer’d; “1Tell on a devil way1; 1devil take you!1
 Thou art a fool; thy wit is overcome.”
 “Now hearken,” quoth the Miller, “all and some:
 But first I make a protestatioun.
 That I am drunk, I know it by my soun’:
 And therefore if that I misspeak or say,

1Wite it1 the ale of Southwark, I you pray: 1blame it on1
 For I will tell a legend and a life
 Both of a carpenter and of his wife,
 How that a clerk hath 1set the wrighte’s cap1.” 1fooled the carpenter1
 The Reeve answer’d and saide, “1Stint thy clap1, 1hold your tongue1
 Let be thy lewed drunken harlotry.
 It is a sin, and eke a great folly
 To apeiren1 any man, or him defame, 1injure
 And eke to bringe wives in evil name.
 Thou may’st enough of other thinges sayn.”
 This drunken Miller spake full soon again,
 And saide, “Leve brother Osewold,
 Who hath no wife, he is no cuckold.
 But I say not therefore that thou art one;
 There be full goode wives many one.
 Why art thou angry with my tale now?
 I have a wife, pardie, as well as thou,
 Yet 1n’old I1, for the oxen in my plough, 1I would not1
 Taken upon me more than enough,
 To deemen1 of myself that I am one; 1judge
 I will believe well that I am none.
 An husband should not be inquisitive
 Of Godde’s privity, nor of his wife.
 So he may finde Godde’s foison1 there, 1treasure
 Of the remnant needeth not to enquere.”
 

What should I more say, but that this Millere
 He would his wordes for no man forbear,
 But told his churlish1 tale in his mannere; 1boorish, rude
 Me thinketh, that I shall rehearse it here.
 And therefore every gentle wight I pray,
 For Godde’s love to deem not that I say
 Of evil intent, but that I must rehearse
 Their tales all, be they better or worse,
 Or elles falsen1 some of my mattere. 1falsify
 And therefore whoso list it not to hear,
 Turn o’er the leaf, and choose another tale;
 For he shall find enough, both great and smale,
 Of storial1 thing that toucheth gentiless, 1historical, true
 And eke morality and holiness.
 Blame not me, if that ye choose amiss.
 The Miller is a churl, ye know well this,
 So was the Reeve, with many other mo’,
 And harlotry1 they tolde bothe two. 1ribald tales

1Avise you1 now, and put me out of blame; 1be warned1
 And eke men should not make earnest of game1. 1jest, fun
 

THE TALE.
 

Whilom there was dwelling in Oxenford
 A riche gnof1, that 1guestes held to board1, 1miser 1took in boarders1
 And of his craft he was a carpenter.
 With him there was dwelling a poor scholer,
 Had learned art, but all his fantasy
 Was turned for to learn astrology.
 He coude1 a certain of conclusions 1knew
 To deeme1 by interrogations, 1determine
 If that men asked him in certain hours,
 When that men should have drought or elles show’rs:
 Or if men asked him what shoulde fall
 Of everything, I may not reckon all.
 

This clerk was called Hendy1 Nicholas; 1gentle, handsome
 Of derne1 love he knew and of solace; 1secret, earnest
 And therewith he was sly and full privy,
 And like a maiden meek for to see.
 A chamber had he in that hostelry
 Alone, withouten any company,
 Full 1fetisly y-dight1 with herbes swoot1, 1neatly decorated1
 And he himself was sweet as is the root 1sweet
 Of liquorice, or any setewall1. 1valerian
 His Almagest, and bookes great and small,
 His astrolabe, belonging to his art,
 His augrim stones, layed fair apart
 On shelves couched1 at his bedde’s head, 1laid, set
 His press y-cover’d with a falding1 red. 1coarse cloth
 And all above there lay a gay psalt’ry
 On which he made at nightes melody,
 So sweetely, that all the chamber rang:
 And Angelus ad virginem he sang.
 And after that he sung the kinge’s note;
 Full often blessed was his merry throat.
 And thus this sweete clerk his time spent
 After 1his friendes finding and his rent.1
1Attending to his friends,
                                                    and providing for the
                                                     cost of his lodging1
 This carpenter had wedded new a wife,
 Which that he loved more than his life:
 Of eighteen year, I guess, she was of age.
 Jealous he was, and held her narr’w in cage,
 For she was wild and young, and he was old,
 And deemed himself belike1 a cuckold. 1perhaps
 He knew not Cato, for his wit was rude,
 That bade a man wed his similitude.
 Men shoulde wedden after their estate,
 For youth and eld1 are often at debate. 1age
 But since that he was fallen in the snare,
 He must endure (as other folk) his care.
 Fair was this younge wife, and therewithal
 As any weasel her body gent1 and small. 1slim, neat
 A seint1 she weared, barred all of silk, 1girdle
 A barm-cloth1 eke as white as morning milk 1apron
 Upon her lendes1, full of many a gore2. 1loins 2plait
 White was her smock1, and broider’d all before, 1robe or gown
 And eke behind, on her collar about
 Of coal-black silk, within and eke without.
 The tapes of her white volupere1
1head-kerchief 
 Were of the same suit of her collere;
 Her fillet broad of silk, and set full high:
 And sickerly1 she had a likerous2 eye. 1certainly 2lascivious
 Full small y-pulled were her browes two,
 And they were bent1, and black as any sloe. 1arched
 She was well more 1blissful on to see1
1pleasant to look upon1
 Than is the newe perjenete1 tree; 1young pear-tree
 And softer than the wool is of a wether.
 And by her girdle hung a purse of leather,
 Tassel’d with silk, and 1pearled with latoun1. 1set with brass pearls1
 In all this world to seeken up and down
 There is no man so wise, that coude thenche1
1fancy, think of
 So gay a popelot1, or such a wench. 1puppet 
 Full brighter was the shining of her hue,
 Than in the Tower the noble1 forged new. 1a gold coin 
 But of her song, it was as loud and yern1, 1lively 
 As any swallow chittering on a bern1. 1barn
 Thereto1 she coulde skip, and 1make a game1
1also 1romp1
 As any kid or calf following his dame.
 Her mouth was sweet as braket, or as methe1
1mead
 Or hoard of apples, laid in hay or heath.
 Wincing1 she was as is a jolly colt, 1skittish
 Long as a mast, and upright as a bolt.
 A brooch she bare upon her low collere,
 As broad as is the boss of a bucklere.
 Her shoon were laced on her legges high;
 She was a primerole,1 a piggesnie , 1primrose
 For any lord t’ have ligging1 in his bed, 1lying
 Or yet for any good yeoman to wed.
 

Now, sir, and eft1 sir, so befell the case, 1again
 That on a day this Hendy Nicholas
 Fell with this younge wife to rage1 and play, 1toy, play the rogue
 While that her husband was at Oseney,
 As clerkes be full subtle and full quaint.
 And privily he caught her by the queint,1
1cunt
 And said; “Y-wis,1 but if I have my will, 1assuredly
 For 1derne love of thee, leman, I spill.”1
1for earnest love of thee
 And helde her fast by the haunche bones, my mistress, I perish1
 And saide “Leman, love me well at once,
 Or I will dien, all so God me save.”
 And she sprang as a colt doth in the trave:
 And with her head she writhed fast away,
 And said; “I will not kiss thee, by my fay1. 1faith
 Why let be,” quoth she, “let be, Nicholas,
 Or I will cry out harow and alas!
 Do away your handes, for your courtesy.”
 This Nicholas gan mercy for to cry,
 And spake so fair, and proffer’d him so fast,
 That she her love him granted at the last,
 And swore her oath by Saint Thomas of Kent,
 That she would be at his commandement,
 When that she may her leisure well espy.
 “My husband is so full of jealousy,
 That but1 ye waite well, and be privy, 1unless
 I wot right well I am but dead,” quoth she.
 “Ye muste be full derne1 as in this case.” 1secret
 “Nay, thereof care thee nought,” quoth Nicholas:
 “A clerk had 1litherly beset his while1, 1ill spent his time1

1But if1 he could a carpenter beguile.” 1unless
 And thus they were accorded and y-sworn
 To wait a time, as I have said beforn.
 When Nicholas had done thus every deal1, 1whit
 And thwacked her about the lendes1 well, 1loins
 He kiss’d her sweet, and taketh his psalt’ry
 And playeth fast, and maketh melody.
 Then fell it thus, that to the parish church,
 Of Christe’s owen workes for to wirch1, 1work
 This good wife went upon a holy day;
 Her forehead shone as bright as any day,
 So was it washen, when she left her werk.
 

Now was there of that church a parish clerk,
 The which that was y-cleped Absolon.
 Curl’d was his hair, and as the gold it shone,
 And strutted1 as a fanne large and broad; 1stretched
 Full straight and even lay his jolly shode1. 1head of hair
 His rode1 was red, his eyen grey as goose, 1complexion
 With Paule’s windows carven on his shoes 
 In hosen red he went full fetisly1. 1daintily, neatly
 Y-clad he was full small and properly,
 All in a kirtle1 of a light waget1; 1girdle 2sky blue
 Full fair and thicke be the pointes set,
 And thereupon he had a gay surplice,
 As white as is the blossom on the rise1. 1twig 
 A merry child he was, so God me save;
 Well could he letten blood, and clip, and shave,
 And make a charter of land, and a quittance.
 In twenty manners could he trip and dance,
 After the school of Oxenforde tho1, 1then
 And with his legges caste to and fro;
 And playen songes on a small ribible1; 1fiddle
 Thereto he sung sometimes a loud quinible1
1treble
 And as well could he play on a gitern.1
1guitar
 In all the town was brewhouse nor tavern,
 That he not visited with his solas1, 1mirth, sport
 There as that any 1garnard tapstere1 was. 1licentious barmaid1
 But sooth to say he was somedeal squaimous1
1squeamish
 Of farting, and of speeche dangerous.
 This Absolon, that jolly was and gay,
 Went with a censer on the holy day,
 Censing1 the wives of the parish fast; 1burning incense for
 And many a lovely look he on them cast,
 And namely1 on this carpenter’s wife: 1especially
 To look on her him thought a merry life.
 She was so proper, and sweet, and likerous.
 I dare well say, if she had been a mouse,
 And he a cat, he would 1her hent anon1. 1have soon caught her1
 This parish clerk, this jolly Absolon,
 Hath in his hearte such a love-longing!
 That of no wife took he none offering;
 For courtesy he said he woulde none.
 The moon at night full clear and brighte shone,
 And Absolon his gitern hath y-taken,
 For paramours he thoughte for to waken,
 And forth he went, jolif1 and amorous, 1joyous
 Till he came to the carpentere’s house,
 A little after the cock had y-crow,
 And 1dressed him1 under a shot window , 1stationed himself.1
 That was upon the carpentere’s wall.
 He singeth in his voice gentle and small;
 “Now, dear lady, if thy will be,
 I pray that ye will rue1 on me;” 1take pity
 Full well accordant to his giterning.
 This carpenter awoke, and heard him sing,
 And spake unto his wife, and said anon,
 What Alison, hear’st thou not Absolon,
 That chanteth thus under our bower1 wall?” 1chamber
 And she answer’d her husband therewithal;
 “Yes, God wot, John, I hear him every deal.”
 This passeth forth; what will ye bet1 than well? 1better
 

From day to day this jolly Absolon
 So wooeth her, that him is woebegone.
 He waketh all the night, and all the day,
 To comb his lockes broad, and make him gay.
 He wooeth her 1by means and by brocage1, 1by presents and by agents1
 And swore he woulde be her owen page.
 He singeth brokking1 as a nightingale. 1quavering
 He sent her piment , mead, and spiced ale,
 And wafers1 piping hot out of the glede2: 1cakes 2coals
 And, for she was of town, he proffer’d meed.
 For some folk will be wonnen for richess,
 And some for strokes, and some with gentiless.
 Sometimes, to show his lightness and mast’ry,
 He playeth Herod  on a scaffold high.
 But what availeth him as in this case?
 So loveth she the Hendy Nicholas,
 That Absolon may 1blow the bucke’s horn1: 1”go whistle”1
 He had for all his labour but a scorn.
 And thus she maketh Absolon her ape,
 And all his earnest turneth to a jape1. 1jest
 Full sooth is this proverb, it is no lie;
 Men say right thus alway; the nighe sly
 Maketh oft time the far lief to be loth. 
 For though that Absolon be wood1 or wroth 1mad
 Because that he far was from her sight,
 This nigh Nicholas stood still in his light.
 Now bear thee well, thou Hendy Nicholas,
 For Absolon may wail and sing “Alas!”
 

And so befell, that on a Saturday
 This carpenter was gone to Oseney,
 And Hendy Nicholas and Alison
 Accorded were to this conclusion,
 That Nicholas shall 1shape him a wile1
1devise a stratagem1
 The silly jealous husband to beguile;
 And if so were the game went aright,
 She shoulde sleepen in his arms all night;
 For this was her desire and his also.
 And right anon, withoute wordes mo’,
 This Nicholas no longer would he tarry,
 But doth full soft unto his chamber carry
 Both meat and drinke for a day or tway.
 And to her husband bade her for to say,
 If that he asked after Nicholas,
 She shoulde say, “She wist1 not where he was; 1knew
 Of all the day she saw him not with eye;
 She trowed1 he was in some malady, 1believed
 For no cry that her maiden could him call
 He would answer, for nought that might befall.”
 Thus passed forth all thilke1 Saturday, 1that
 That Nicholas still in his chamber lay,
 And ate, and slept, and didde what him list
 Till Sunday, that1 the sunne went to rest. 1when
 This silly carpenter 1had great marvaill1
1wondered greatly1
 Of Nicholas, or what thing might him ail,
 And said; “I am adrad1, by Saint Thomas! 1afraid, in dread
 It standeth not aright with Nicholas:

1God shielde1 that he died suddenly. 1heaven forbid!1
 This world is now full fickle sickerly1. 1certainly
 I saw to-day a corpse y-borne to chirch,
 That now on Monday last I saw him wirch1. 1work
 “Go up,” quod he unto his knave1, “anon; 1servant.
 Clepe1 at his door, or knocke with a stone: 1call
 Look how it is, and tell me boldely.”
 This knave went him up full sturdily,
 And, at the chamber door while that he stood,
 He cried and knocked as that he were wood:1
1mad
 “What how? what do ye, Master Nicholay?
 How may ye sleepen all the longe day?”
 But all for nought, he hearde not a word.
 An hole he found full low upon the board,
 Where as the cat was wont in for to creep,
 And at that hole he looked in full deep,
 And at the last he had of him a sight.
 This Nicholas sat ever gaping upright,
 As he had kyked1 on the newe moon. 1looked 
 Adown he went, and told his master soon,
 In what array he saw this ilke1 man. 1same
 

This carpenter to 1blissen him1 began, 1bless, cross himself1
 And said: “Now help us, Sainte Frideswide.
 A man wot1 little what shall him betide. 1knows
 This man is fall’n with his astronomy
 Into some woodness1 or some agony. 1madness
 I thought aye well how that it shoulde be.
 Men should know nought of Godde’s privity1. 1secrets
 Yea, blessed be alway a lewed1 man, 1unlearned
 That 1nought but only his believe can1. 1knows no more
 So far’d another clerk with astronomy: than his “credo.”1
 He walked in the fieldes for to 1pry
 Upon1 the starres, what there should befall, 1keep watch on1
 Till he was in a marle pit y-fall.
 He saw not that. But yet, by Saint Thomas!

1Me rueth sore of1 Hendy Nicholas: 1I am very sorry for1
 He shall be 1rated of1 his studying, 1chidden for1
 If that I may, by Jesus, heaven’s king!
 Get me a staff, that I may underspore1
1lever up
 While that thou, Robin, heavest off the door:
 He shall out of his studying, as I guess.”
 And to the chamber door he gan him dress1
1apply himself.
 His knave was a strong carl for the nonce,
 And by the hasp he heav’d it off at once;
 Into the floor the door fell down anon.
 This Nicholas sat aye as still as stone,
 And ever he gap’d upward into the air.
 The carpenter ween’d1 he were in despair, 1thought
 And hent1 him by the shoulders mightily, 1caught
 And shook him hard, and cried spitously;1
1angrily
 “What, Nicholas? what how, man? look adown:
 Awake, and think on Christe’s passioun.
 I crouche thee from elves, and from wights1. 1witches
 Therewith the night-spell said he anon rights1, 1properly
 On the four halves1 of the house about, 1corners
 And on the threshold of the door without.
 “Lord Jesus Christ, and Sainte Benedight,
 Blesse this house from every wicked wight,
 From the night mare, the white Pater-noster;
 Where wonnest1 thou now, Sainte Peter’s sister?” 1dwellest
 And at the last this Hendy Nicholas
 Gan for to sigh full sore, and said; “Alas!
 Shall all time world be lost eftsoones1 now?” 1forthwith
 This carpenter answer’d; “What sayest thou?
 What? think on God, as we do, men that swink.1” 1labour
 This Nicholas answer’d; “Fetch me a drink;
 And after will I speak in privity
 Of certain thing that toucheth thee and me:
 I will tell it no other man certain.”
 

This carpenter went down, and came again,
 And brought of mighty ale a large quart;
 And when that each of them had drunk his part,
 This Nicholas his chamber door fast shet1, 1shut
 And down the carpenter by him he set,
 And saide; “John, mine host full lief1 and dear, 1loved
 Thou shalt upon thy truthe swear me here,
 That to no wight thou shalt my counsel wray1: 1betray
 For it is Christes counsel that I say,
 And if thou tell it man, thou art forlore:1
1lost
 For this vengeance thou shalt have therefor,
 That if thou wraye1 me, thou shalt be wood2.” 1betray 2mad
 “Nay, Christ forbid it for his holy blood!”
 Quoth then this silly man; “I am no blab,1
1talker
 Nor, though I say it, am I 1lief to gab1. 1fond of speech1
 Say what thou wilt, I shall it never tell
 To child or wife, by him that harried Hell.”
 

“Now, John,” quoth Nicholas, “I will not lie,
 I have y-found in my astrology,
 As I have looked in the moone bright,
 That now on Monday next, at quarter night,
 Shall fall a rain, and that so wild and wood1, 1mad
 That never half so great was Noe’s flood.
 This world,” he said, “in less than half an hour
 Shall all be dreint1, so hideous is the shower: 1drowned
 Thus shall mankinde drench1, and lose their life.” 1drown
 This carpenter answer’d; “Alas, my wife!
 And shall she drench? alas, mine Alisoun!”
 For sorrow of this he fell almost adown,
 And said; “Is there no remedy in this case?”
 “Why, yes, for God,” quoth Hendy Nicholas;
 “If thou wilt worken after 1lore and rede1; 1learning and advice1
 Thou may’st not worken after thine own head.
 For thus saith Solomon, that was full true:
 Work all by counsel, and thou shalt not rue1. 1repent
 And if thou worke wilt by good counseil,
 I undertake, withoute mast or sail,
 Yet shall I save her, and thee, and me.
 Hast thou not heard how saved was Noe,
 When that our Lord had warned him beforn,
 That all the world with water 1should be lorn1?” 1should perish1
 “Yes,” quoth this carpenter,” 1full yore ago1.” 1long since1
 “Hast thou not heard,” quoth Nicholas, “also
 The sorrow of Noe, with his fellowship,
 That he had ere he got his wife to ship?

1Him had been lever, I dare well undertake,
 At thilke time, than all his wethers black,
 That she had had a ship herself alone.1
1see note 
 And therefore know’st thou what is best to be done?
 This asketh haste, and of an hasty thing
 Men may not preach or make tarrying.
 Anon go get us fast into this inn1
1house
 A kneading trough, or else a kemelin1, 1brewing-tub
 For each of us; but look that they be large,
 In whiche we may swim1 as in a barge: 1float
 And have therein vitaille suffisant
 But for one day; fie on the remenant;
 The water shall aslake1 and go away 1slacken, abate
 Aboute prime1 upon the nexte day. 1early morning
 But Robin may not know of this, thy knave1, 1servant
 Nor eke thy maiden Gill I may not save:
 Ask me not why: for though thou aske me
 I will not telle Godde’s privity.
 Sufficeth thee, 1but if thy wit be mad1, 1unless thou be
 To have as great a grace as Noe had; out of thy wits1
 Thy wife shall I well saven out of doubt.
 Go now thy way, and speed thee hereabout.
 But when thou hast for her, and thee, and me,
 Y-gotten us these kneading tubbes three,
 Then shalt thou hang them in the roof full high,
 So that no man our purveyance1 espy: 1foresight, providence
 And when thou hast done thus as I have said,
 And hast our vitaille fair in them y-laid,
 And eke an axe to smite the cord in two
 When that the water comes, that we may go,
 And break an hole on high upon the gable
 Into the garden-ward, over the stable,
 That we may freely passe forth our way,
 When that the greate shower is gone away.
 Then shalt thou swim as merry, I undertake,
 As doth the white duck after her drake:
 Then will I clepe,1 ‘How, Alison? How, John? 1call
 Be merry: for the flood will pass anon.’
 And thou wilt say, ‘Hail, Master Nicholay,
 Good-morrow, I see thee well, for it is day.’
 And then shall we be lordes all our life
 Of all the world, as Noe and his wife.
 But of one thing I warne thee full right,
 Be well advised, on that ilke1 night, 1same
 When we be enter’d into shippe’s board,
 That none of us not speak a single word,
 Nor clepe nor cry, but be in his prayere,
 For that is Godde’s owen heste1 dear. 1command
 Thy wife and thou must hangen far atween1, 1asunder
 For that betwixte you shall be no sin,
 No more in looking than there shall in deed.
 This ordinance is said: go, God thee speed
 To-morrow night, when men be all asleep,
 Into our kneading tubbes will we creep,
 And sitte there, abiding Godde’s grace.
 Go now thy way, I have no longer space
 To make of this no longer sermoning:
 Men say thus: Send the wise, and say nothing:
 Thou art so wise, it needeth thee nought teach.
 Go, save our lives, and that I thee beseech.”
 

This silly carpenter went forth his way,
 Full oft he said, “Alas! and Well-a-day!,’
 And to his wife he told his privity,
 And she was ware, and better knew than he
 What all this 1quainte cast was for to say1. 1strange contrivance
 But natheless she fear’d as she would dey, meant1
 And said: “Alas! go forth thy way anon.
 Help us to scape, or we be dead each one.
 I am thy true and very wedded wife;
 Go, deare spouse, and help to save our life.”
 Lo, what a great thing is affection!
 Men may die of imagination,
 So deeply may impression be take.
 This silly carpenter begins to quake:
 He thinketh verily that he may see
 This newe flood come weltering as the sea
 To drenchen1 Alison, his honey dear. 1drown
 He weepeth, waileth, maketh 1sorry cheer1; 1dismal countenance1
 He sigheth, with full many a sorry sough.1
1groan
 He go’th, and getteth him a kneading trough,
 And after that a tub, and a kemelin,
 And privily he sent them to his inn:
 And hung them in the roof full privily.
 With his own hand then made he ladders three,
 To climbe by 1the ranges and the stalks1
1the rungs and the uprights1
 Unto the tubbes hanging in the balks1; 1beams
 And victualed them, kemelin, trough, and tub,
 With bread and cheese, and good ale in a jub1, 1jug
 Sufficing right enough as for a day.
 But ere that he had made all this array,
 He sent his knave1, and eke his wench2 also, 1servant 2maid
 Upon his need1 to London for to go. 1business
 And on the Monday, when it drew to night,
 He shut his door withoute candle light,
 And dressed1 every thing as it should be. 1prepared
 And shortly up they climbed all the three.
 They satte stille well 1a furlong way1. 1the time it would take
 “Now, Pater noster, clum,” said Nicholay, to walk a furlong1
 And “clum,” quoth John; and “clum,” said Alison:
 This carpenter said his devotion,
 And still he sat and bidded his prayere,
 Awaking on the rain, if he it hear.
 The deade sleep, for weary business,
 Fell on this carpenter, right as I guess,
 About the curfew-time, or little more,
 For 1travail of his ghost1 he groaned sore, 1anguish of spirit1

1And eft he routed, for his head mislay.1
1and then he snored,
 Adown the ladder stalked Nicholay; for his head lay awry1
 And Alison full soft adown she sped.
 Withoute wordes more they went to bed,

1There as1 the carpenter was wont to lie: 1where1
 There was the revel, and the melody.
 And thus lay Alison and Nicholas,
 In business of mirth and in solace,
 Until the bell of laudes1 gan to ring, 1morning service, at 3.a.m.
 And friars in the chancel went to sing.
 

This parish clerk, this amorous Absolon,
 That is for love alway so woebegone,
 Upon the Monday was at Oseney
 With company, him to disport and play;
 And asked upon cas1 a cloisterer2
1occasion 2monk
 Full privily after John the carpenter;
 And he drew him apart out of the church,
 And said, “I n’ot;1 I saw him not here wirch2
1know not 2work
 Since Saturday; I trow that he be went
 For timber, where our abbot hath him sent.
 And dwellen at the Grange a day or two:
 For he is wont for timber for to go,
 Or else he is at his own house certain.
 Where that he be, I cannot 1soothly sayn.1” 1say certainly1
 This Absolon full jolly was and light,
 And thought, “Now is the time to wake all night,
 For sickerly1 I saw him not stirring 1certainly
 About his door, since day began to spring.
 So may I thrive, but I shall at cock crow
 Full privily go knock at his window,
 That stands full low upon his bower1 wall: 1chamber
 To Alison then will I tellen all
 My love-longing; for I shall not miss
 That at the leaste way I shall her kiss.
 Some manner comfort shall I have, parfay1, 1by my faith
 My mouth hath itched all this livelong day:
 That is a sign of kissing at the least.
 All night I mette1 eke I was at a feast. 1dreamt
 Therefore I will go sleep an hour or tway,
 And all the night then will I wake and play.”
 When that the first cock crowed had, anon
 Up rose this jolly lover Absolon,
 And him arrayed gay, 1at point devise.1
1with exact care1
 But first he chewed grains and liquorice,
 To smelle sweet, ere he had combed his hair.
 Under his tongue a true love  he bare,
 For thereby thought he to be gracious.
 

Then came he to the carpentere’s house,
 And still he stood under the shot window;
 Unto his breast it raught1, it was so low; 1reached
 And soft he coughed with a semisoun’.1
1low tone
 “What do ye, honeycomb, sweet Alisoun?
 My faire bird, my sweet cinamome1, 1cinnamon, sweet spice
 Awaken, leman1 mine, and speak to me. 1mistress
 Full little thinke ye upon my woe,
 That for your love I sweat 1there as1 I go. 1wherever
 No wonder is that I do swelt1 and sweat. 1faint
 I mourn as doth a lamb after the teat
 Y-wis1, leman, I have such love-longing, 1certainly
 That like a turtle1 true is my mourning. 1turtle-dove
 I may not eat, no more than a maid.”
 “Go from the window, thou jack fool,” she said:
 “As help me God, it will not be, ‘come ba1 me.’ 1kiss
 I love another, else I were to blame”,
 Well better than thee, by Jesus, Absolon.
 Go forth thy way, or I will cast a stone;
 And let me sleep; 1a twenty devil way1. 1twenty devils take ye!1
 “Alas!” quoth Absolon, “and well away!
 That true love ever was so ill beset:
 Then kiss me, since that it may be no bet1, 1better
 For Jesus’ love, and for the love of me.”
 “Wilt thou then go thy way therewith?” , quoth she.
 “Yea, certes, leman,” quoth this Absolon.
 “Then make thee ready,” quoth she, “I come anon.”
 [And unto Nicholas she said 1full still1: 1in a low voice1
 “Now peace, and thou shalt laugh anon thy fill.”]
 This Absolon down set him on his knees,
 And said; “I am a lord at all degrees:
 For after this I hope there cometh more;
 Leman, thy grace, and, sweete bird, thine ore.1” 1favour
 The window she undid, and that in haste.
 “Have done,” quoth she, “come off, and speed thee fast,
 Lest that our neighebours should thee espy.”
 Then Absolon gan wipe his mouth full dry.
 Dark was the night as pitch or as the coal,
 And at the window she put out her hole,
 And Absolon him fell ne bet ne werse,
 But with his mouth he kiss’d her naked erse
 Full savourly. When he was ware of this,
 Aback he start, and thought it was amiss;
 For well he wist a woman hath no beard.
 He felt a thing all rough, and long y-hair’d,
 And saide; “Fy, alas! what have I do?”
 “Te he!” quoth she, and clapt the window to;
 And Absolon went forth at sorry pace.
 “A beard, a beard,” said Hendy Nicholas;
 “By God’s corpus, this game went fair and well.”
 This silly Absolon heard every deal1, 1word
 And on his lip he gan for anger bite;
 And to himself he said, “I shall thee quite1. 1requite, be even with
 Who rubbeth now, who frotteth1 now his lips 1rubs
 With dust, with sand, with straw, with cloth, with chips,
 But Absolon? that saith full oft, “Alas!
 My soul betake I unto Sathanas,
 But me were lever1 than all this town,” quoth he 1rather
 I this despite awroken1 for to be. 1revenged
 Alas! alas! that I have been y-blent1.” 1deceived
 His hote love is cold, and all y-quent.1
1quenched
 For from that time that he had kiss’d her erse,
 Of paramours he 1sette not a kers,1
1cared not a rush1
 For he was healed of his malady;
 Full often paramours he gan defy,
 And weep as doth a child that hath been beat.
 A softe pace he went over the street
 Unto a smith, men callen Dan1 Gerveis, 1master
 That in his forge smithed plough-harness;
 He sharped share and culter busily.
 This Absolon knocked all easily,
 And said; “Undo, Gerveis, and that anon.”
 “What, who art thou?” “It is I, Absolon.”
 “What? Absolon, what? Christe’s sweete tree1, 1cross
 Why rise so rath1? hey! Benedicite, 1early
 What aileth you? some gay girl, God it wote,
 Hath brought you thus upon the viretote:
 By Saint Neot, ye wot well what I mean.”
 This Absolon he raughte1 not a bean 1recked, cared
 Of all his play; no word again he gaf1, 1spoke
 For he had more tow on his distaff
 Than Gerveis knew, and saide; “Friend so dear,
 That hote culter in the chimney here
 Lend it to me, I have therewith to don1: 1do
 I will it bring again to thee full soon.”
 Gerveis answered; “Certes, were it gold,
 Or in a poke1 nobles all untold, 1purse
 Thou shouldst it have, as I am a true smith.
 Hey! Christe’s foot, what will ye do therewith?”
 “Thereof,” quoth Absolon, “be as be may;
 I shall well tell it thee another day:”
 And caught the culter by the colde stele1. 1handle
 Full soft out at the door he gan to steal,
 And went unto the carpentere’s wall
 He coughed first, and knocked therewithal
 Upon the window, light as he did ere1. 1before 
 This Alison answered; “Who is there
 That knocketh so? I warrant him a thief.”
 “Nay, nay,” quoth he, “God wot, my sweete lefe1, 1love
 I am thine Absolon, my own darling.
 Of gold,” quoth he, “I have thee brought a ring,
 My mother gave it me, so God me save!
 Full fine it is, and thereto well y-grave1: 1engraved
 This will I give to thee, if thou me kiss.”
 Now Nicholas was risen up to piss,
 And thought he would 1amenden all the jape1; 1improve the joke1
 He shoulde kiss his erse ere that he scape:
 And up the window did he hastily,
 And out his erse he put full privily
 Over the buttock, to the haunche bone.
 And therewith spake this clerk, this Absolon,
 “Speak, sweete bird, I know not where thou art.”
 This Nicholas anon let fly a fart,
 As great as it had been a thunder dent1; 1peal, clap
 That with the stroke he was well nigh y-blent1; 1blinded
 But he was ready with his iron hot,
 And Nicholas amid the erse he smote.
 Off went the skin an handbreadth all about.
 The hote culter burned so his tout1, 1breech
 That for the smart he weened1 he would die; 1thought
 As he were wood1, for woe he gan to cry, 1mad
 “Help! water, water, help for Godde’s heart!”
 

This carpenter out of his slumber start,
 And heard one cry “Water,” as he were wood1, 1mad
 And thought, “Alas! now cometh Noe’s flood.”
 He sat him up withoute wordes mo’
 And with his axe he smote the cord in two;
 And down went all; he found neither to sell
 Nor bread nor ale, till he came to the sell1, 1threshold 
 Upon the floor, and there in swoon he lay.
 Up started Alison and Nicholay,
 And cried out an “harow!”  in the street.
 The neighbours alle, bothe small and great
 In ranne, for to gauren1 on this man, 1stare
 That yet in swoone lay, both pale and wan:
 For with the fall he broken had his arm.
 But stand he must unto his owen harm,
 For when he spake, he was anon borne down
 With Hendy Nicholas and Alisoun.
 They told to every man that he was wood1; 1mad
 He was aghaste1 so of Noe’s flood, 1afraid
 Through phantasy, that of his vanity
 He had y-bought him kneading-tubbes three,
 And had them hanged in the roof above;
 And that he prayed them for Godde’s love
 To sitten in the roof for company.
 The folk gan laughen at his phantasy.
 Into the roof they kyken1 and they gape, 1peep, look.
 And turned all his harm into a jape1. 1jest
 For whatsoe’er this carpenter answer’d,
 It was for nought, no man his reason heard.
 With oathes great he was so sworn adown,
 That he was holden wood in all the town.
 For every clerk anon right held with other;
 They said, “The man was wood, my leve1 brother;” 1dear
 And every wight gan laughen at his strife.
 Thus swived1 was the carpentere’s wife, 1enjoyed
 For all his keeping1 and his jealousy; 1care
 And Absolon hath kiss’d her nether eye;
 And Nicholas is scalded in the tout.
 This tale is done, and God save all the rout1. 1company
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The Wife of Bath’s Tale
 

THE PROLOGUE.
 

Experience, though none authority1
1authoritative texts
 Were in this world, is right enough for me
 To speak of woe that is in marriage:
 For, lordings, since I twelve year was of age,
 (Thanked be God that 1is etern on live),1
1lives eternally1
 Husbands at the church door have I had five,
 For I so often have y-wedded be,
 And all were worthy men in their degree.
 But me was told, not longe time gone is
 That sithen1 Christe went never but ones 1since
 To wedding, in the Cane1 of Galilee, 1Cana
 That by that ilk1 example taught he me, 1same
 That I not wedded shoulde be but once.
 Lo, hearken eke a sharp word for the nonce,1
1occasion
 Beside a welle Jesus, God and man,
 Spake in reproof of the Samaritan:
 “Thou hast y-had five husbandes,” said he;
 “And thilke1 man, that now hath wedded thee, 1that
 Is not thine husband:”  thus said he certain;
 What that he meant thereby, I cannot sayn.
 But that I aske, why the fifthe man
 Was not husband to the Samaritan?
 How many might she have in marriage?
 Yet heard I never tellen 1in mine age1
1in my life1
 Upon this number definitioun.
 Men may divine, and glosen1 up and down; 1comment
 But well I wot, express without a lie,
 God bade us for to wax and multiply;
 That gentle text can I well understand.
 Eke well I wot, he said, that mine husband
 Should leave father and mother, and take to me;
 But of no number mention made he,
 Of bigamy or of octogamy;
 Why then should men speak of it villainy?1
1as if it were a disgrace
 

Lo here, the wise king Dan1 Solomon, 1Lord 
 I trow that he had wives more than one;
 As would to God it lawful were to me
 To be refreshed half so oft as he!
 What gift1 of God had he for all his wives? 1special favour, licence
 No man hath such, that in this world alive is.
 God wot, this noble king, 1as to my wit,1
1as I understand1
 The first night had many a merry fit
 With each of them, so 1well was him on live.1
1so well he lived1
 Blessed be God that I have wedded five!
 Welcome the sixth whenever that he shall.
 For since I will not keep me chaste in all,
 When mine husband is from the world y-gone,
 Some Christian man shall wedde me anon.
 For then th’ apostle saith that I am free
 To wed, 1a’ God’s half,1 where it liketh me. 1on God’s part1
 He saith, that to be wedded is no sin;
 Better is to be wedded than to brin.1
1burn
 What recketh1 me though folk say villainy2
1care 2evil
 Of shrewed1 Lamech, and his bigamy? 1impious, wicked
 I wot well Abraham was a holy man,
 And Jacob eke, as far as ev’r I can.1
1know
 And each of them had wives more than two;
 And many another holy man also.
 Where can ye see, 1in any manner age,1
1in any period1
 That highe God defended1 marriage 1forbade 
 By word express? I pray you tell it me;
 Or where commanded he virginity?
 I wot as well as you, it is no dread,1
1doubt
 Th’ apostle, when he spake of maidenhead,
 He said, that precept thereof had he none:
 Men may counsel a woman to be one,1
1a maid
 But counseling is no commandement;
 He put it in our owen judgement.
 For, hadde God commanded maidenhead,
 Then had he damned1 wedding out of dread;2
1condemned 2doubt
 And certes, if there were no seed y-sow,1
1sown
 Virginity then whereof should it grow?
 Paul durste not commanden, at the least,
 A thing of which his Master gave no hest.1
1command
 The dart1 is set up for virginity; 1goal 
 Catch whoso may, who runneth best let see.
 But this word is not ta’en of every wight,

1But there as1 God will give it of his might. 1except where1
 I wot well that th’ apostle was a maid,
 But natheless, although he wrote and said,
 He would that every wight were such as he,
 All is but counsel to virginity.
 And, since to be a wife he gave me leave
 Of indulgence, so is it no repreve1
1scandal, reproach
 To wedde me, if that my make1 should die, 1mate, husband
 Without exception1 of bigamy; 1charge, reproach

1All were it1 good no woman for to touch 1though it might be1
 (He meant as in his bed or in his couch),
 For peril is both fire and tow t’assemble
 Ye know what this example may resemble.
 This is all and some, he held virginity
 More profit than wedding in frailty:
 (1Frailty clepe I, but if1 that he and she 1frailty I call it,
 Would lead their lives all in chastity), unless1
 I grant it well, I have of none envy
 Who maidenhead prefer to bigamy;
 It liketh them t’ be clean in body and ghost;1
1soul
 Of mine estate1 I will not make a boast. 1condition
 

For, well ye know, a lord in his household
 Hath not every vessel all of gold; 
 Some are of tree, and do their lord service.
 God calleth folk to him in sundry wise,
 And each one hath of God a proper gift,
 Some this, some that, as liketh him to shift.1
1appoint, distribute
 Virginity is great perfection,
 And continence eke with devotion:
 But Christ, that of perfection is the well,1
1fountain
 Bade not every wight he should go sell
 All that he had, and give it to the poor,
 And in such wise follow him and his lore:1
1doctrine
 He spake to them that would live perfectly, — 
 And, lordings, by your leave, that am not I;
 I will bestow the flower of mine age
 In th’ acts and in the fruits of marriage.
 Tell me also, to what conclusion1
1end, purpose
 Were members made of generation,
 And of so perfect wise a wight1 y-wrought? 1being
 Trust me right well, they were not made for nought.
 Glose whoso will, and say both up and down,
 That they were made for the purgatioun
 Of urine, and of other thinges smale,
 And eke to know a female from a male:
 And for none other cause? say ye no?
 Experience wot well it is not so.
 So that the clerkes1 be not with me wroth, 1scholars
 I say this, that they were made for both,
 That is to say, 1for office, and for ease1
1for duty and
 Of engendrure, there we God not displease. for pleasure1
 Why should men elles in their bookes set,
 That man shall yield unto his wife her debt?
 Now wherewith should he make his payement,
 If he us’d not his silly instrument?
 Then were they made upon a creature
 To purge urine, and eke for engendrure.
 But I say not that every wight is hold,1
1obliged
 That hath such harness1 as I to you told, 1equipment
 To go and use them in engendrure;
 Then should men take of chastity no cure.1
1care
 Christ was a maid, and shapen1 as a man, 1fashioned
 And many a saint, since that this world began,
 Yet ever liv’d in perfect chastity.
 I will not vie1 with no virginity. 1contend
 Let them with bread of pured1 wheat be fed, 1purified
 And let us wives eat our barley bread.
 And yet with barley bread, Mark tell us can,
 Our Lord Jesus refreshed many a man.
 In such estate as God hath 1cleped us,1
1called us to
 I’ll persevere, I am not precious,1
1over-dainty
 In wifehood I will use mine instrument
 As freely as my Maker hath it sent.
 If I be dangerous1 God give me sorrow; 1sparing of my favours
 Mine husband shall it have, both eve and morrow,
 When that him list come forth and pay his debt.
 A husband will I have, I 1will no let,1
1will bear no hindrance1
 Which shall be both my debtor and my thrall,1
1slave
 And have his tribulation withal
 Upon his flesh, while that I am his wife.
 I have the power during all my life
 Upon his proper body, and not he;
 Right thus th’ apostle told it unto me,
 And bade our husbands for to love us well;
 All this sentence me liketh every deal.1
1whit
 

Up start the Pardoner, and that anon;
 “Now, Dame,” quoth he, “by God and by Saint John,
 Ye are a noble preacher in this case.
 I was about to wed a wife, alas!
 What? should I bie1 it on my flesh so dear? 1suffer for
 Yet had I lever1 wed no wife this year.” 1rather
 “Abide,”1 quoth she; “my tale is not begun 1wait in patience
 Nay, thou shalt drinken of another tun
 Ere that I go, shall savour worse than ale.
 And when that I have told thee forth my tale
 Of tribulation in marriage,
 Of which I am expert in all mine age,
 (This is to say, myself hath been the whip),
 Then mayest thou choose whether thou wilt sip
 Of 1thilke tunne,1 that I now shall broach. 1that tun1
 Beware of it, ere thou too nigh approach,
 For I shall tell examples more than ten:
 Whoso will not beware by other men,
 By him shall other men corrected be:
 These same wordes writeth Ptolemy;
 Read in his Almagest, and take it there.”
 “Dame, I would pray you, if your will it were,”
 Saide this Pardoner, “as ye began,
 Tell forth your tale, and spare for no man,
 And teach us younge men of your practique.”
 “Gladly,” quoth she, “since that it may you like.
 But that I pray to all this company,
 If that I speak after my fantasy,
 To take nought agrief1 what I may say; 1to heart
 For mine intent is only for to play.
 

Now, Sirs, then will I tell you forth my tale.
 As ever may I drinke wine or ale
 I shall say sooth; the husbands that I had
 Three of them were good, and two were bad
 The three were goode men, and rich, and old

1Unnethes mighte they the statute hold1
1they could with difficulty
 In which that they were bounden unto me. obey the law1
 Yet wot well what I mean of this, pardie.1
1by God
 As God me help, I laugh when that I think
 How piteously at night I made them swink,1
1labour
 But, 1by my fay, I told of it no store:1
1by my faith, I held it
 They had me giv’n their land and their treasor, of no account1
 Me needed not do longer diligence
 To win their love, or do them reverence.
 They loved me so well, by God above,
 That I 1tolde no dainty1 of their love. 1cared nothing for1
 A wise woman will busy her ever-in-one1
1constantly
 To get their love, where that she hath none.
 But, since I had them wholly in my hand,
 And that they had me given all their land,
 Why should I take keep1 them for to please, 1care
 But1 it were for my profit, or mine ease? 1unless
 I set them so a-worke, by my fay,
 That many a night they sange, well-away!
 The bacon was not fetched for them, I trow,
 That some men have in Essex at Dunmow.
 I govern’d them so well after my law,
 That each of them full blissful was and fawe1
1fain
 To bringe me gay thinges from the fair.
 They were full glad when that I spake them fair,
 For, God it wot, I 1chid them spiteously.1
1rebuked them angrily1
 Now hearken how I bare me properly.
 

Ye wise wives, that can understand,
 Thus should ye speak, and 1bear them wrong on hand,1
1make them
 For half so boldely can there no man believe falsely1
 Swearen and lien as a woman can.
 (I say not this by wives that be wise,

1But if1 it be when they them misadvise.)1
1unless1
1act unadvisedly
 A wise wife, if that she can1 her good, 1knows
 Shall 1beare them on hand1 the cow is wood, 1make them believe1
 And take witness of her owen maid
 Of their assent: but hearken how I said.
 “Sir olde kaynard, is this thine array?
 Why is my neigheboure’s wife so gay?
 She is honour’d 1over all where1 she go’th, 1wheresoever
 I sit at home, I have no 1thrifty cloth.1
1good clothes1
 What dost thou at my neigheboure’s house?
 Is she so fair? art thou so amorous?
 What rown’st1 thou with our maid? benedicite, 1whisperest
 Sir olde lechour, let thy japes1 be. 1tricks
 And if I have a gossip, or a friend
 (Withoute guilt), thou chidest as a fiend,
 If that I walk or play unto his house.
 Thou comest home as drunken as a mouse,
 And preachest on thy bench, with evil prefe:1
1proof
 Thou say’st to me, it is a great mischief
 To wed a poore woman, for costage:1
1expense
 And if that she be rich, of high parage;1
1 birth 
 Then say’st thou, that it is a tormentry
 To suffer her pride and melancholy.
 And if that she be fair, thou very knave,
 Thou say’st that every holour1 will her have; 1whoremonger
 She may no while in chastity abide,
 That is assailed upon every side.
 Thou say’st some folk desire us for richess,
 Some for our shape, and some for our fairness,
 And some, for she can either sing or dance,
 And some for gentiless and dalliance,
 Some for her handes and her armes smale:
 Thus goes all to the devil, by thy tale;
 Thou say’st, men may not keep a castle wall
 That may be so assailed 1over all.1
1everywhere1
 And if that she be foul, thou say’st that she
 Coveteth every man that she may see;
 For as a spaniel she will on him leap,
 Till she may finde some man her to cheap;1
1buy
 And none so grey goose goes there in the lake,
 (So say’st thou) that will be without a make.1
1mate
 And say’st, it is a hard thing for to weld 1wield, govern
 A thing that no man will, 1his thankes, held.1
1hold with his goodwill1
 Thus say’st thou, lorel,1 when thou go’st to bed, 1good-for-nothing
 And that no wise man needeth for to wed,
 Nor no man that intendeth unto heaven.
 With wilde thunder dint1 and fiery leven2
1 stroke 2lightning
 Mote1 thy wicked necke be to-broke. 1may
 Thou say’st, that dropping houses, and eke smoke,
 And chiding wives, make men to flee
 Out of their owne house; ah! ben’dicite,
 What aileth such an old man for to chide?
 Thou say’st, we wives will our vices hide,
 Till we be fast,1 and then we will them shew. 1wedded
 Well may that be a proverb of a shrew.1
1ill-tempered wretch
 Thou say’st, that oxen, asses, horses, hounds,
 They be 1assayed at diverse stounds,1
1tested at various
 Basons and lavers, ere that men them buy, seasons
 Spoones, stooles, and all such husbandry,
 And so be pots, and clothes, and array,1
1raiment
 But folk of wives make none assay,
 Till they be wedded, — olde dotard shrew! — 
 And then, say’st thou, we will our vices shew.
 Thou say’st also, that it displeaseth me,
 But if 1 that thou wilt praise my beauty, 1unless
 And but1 thou pore alway upon my face, 1unless
 And call me faire dame in every place;
 And but1 thou make a feast on thilke2 day 1unless 2that
 That I was born, and make me fresh and gay;
 And but thou do to my norice1 honour, 1nurse 
 And to my chamberere1 within my bow’r, 1chamber-maid
 And to my father’s folk, and mine allies;1
1relations
 Thus sayest thou, old barrel full of lies.
 And yet also of our prentice Jenkin,
 For his crisp hair, shining as gold so fine,
 And for he squireth me both up and down,
 Yet hast thou caught a false suspicioun:
 I will him not, though thou wert dead to-morrow.
 But tell me this, why hidest thou, 1with sorrow,1
1sorrow on thee!1
 The keyes of thy chest away from me?
 It is my good1 as well as thine, pardie. 1property
 What, think’st to make an idiot of our dame?
 Now, by that lord that called is Saint Jame,
 Thou shalt not both, although that thou wert wood,1
1furious
 Be master of my body, and my good,1
1property
 The one thou shalt forego, maugre1 thine eyen. 1in spite of
 What helpeth it of me t’inquire and spyen?
 I trow thou wouldest lock me in thy chest.
 Thou shouldest say, ‘Fair wife, go where thee lest;
 Take your disport; I will believe no tales;
 I know you for a true wife, Dame Ales.’1
1Alice
 We love no man, that taketh keep1 or charge 1care
 Where that we go; we will be at our large.
 Of alle men most blessed may he be,
 The wise astrologer Dan1 Ptolemy, 1Lord
 That saith this proverb in his Almagest:
 ‘Of alle men his wisdom is highest,
 That recketh not who hath the world in hand.
 By this proverb thou shalt well understand,
 Have thou enough, what thar1 thee reck or care 1needs, behoves
 How merrily that other folkes fare?
 For certes, olde dotard, by your leave,
 Ye shall have [pleasure]  right enough at eve.
 He is too great a niggard that will werne1
1forbid
 A man to light a candle at his lantern;
 He shall have never the less light, pardie.
 Have thou enough, thee thar1 not plaine2 thee 1need 2complain
 Thou say’st also, if that we make us gay
 With clothing and with precious array,
 That it is peril of our chastity.
 And yet, — with sorrow! — thou enforcest thee,
 And say’st these words in the apostle’s name:
 ‘In habit made with chastity and shame1
1modesty
 Ye women shall apparel you,’ quoth he,
 ‘And not in tressed hair and gay perrie,1
1jewels
 As pearles, nor with gold, nor clothes rich.’
 After thy text nor after thy rubrich
 I will not work as muchel as a gnat.
 Thou say’st also, I walk out like a cat;
 For whoso woulde singe the catte’s skin
 Then will the catte well dwell in her inn;1
1house
 And if the catte’s skin be sleek and gay,
 She will not dwell in house half a day,
 But forth she will, ere any day be daw’d,
 To shew her skin, and go a caterwaw’d.1
1caterwauling
 This is to say, if I be gay, sir shrew,
 I will run out, my borel1 for to shew. 1apparel, fine clothes
 Sir olde fool, what helpeth thee to spyen?
 Though thou pray Argus with his hundred eyen
 To be my wardecorps,1 as he can best 1body-guard
 In faith he shall not keep me, 1but me lest:1
1unless I please1
 Yet could I 1make his beard,1 so may I the. 1make a jest of him1
 

“Thou sayest eke, that there be thinges three, 1thrive
 Which thinges greatly trouble all this earth,
 And that no wighte may endure the ferth:1
1fourth
 O lefe1 sir shrew, may Jesus short2 thy life. 1pleasant 2shorten
 Yet preachest thou, and say’st, a hateful wife
 Y-reckon’d is for one of these mischances.
 Be there 1none other manner resemblances1
1no other kind of
 That ye may liken your parables unto, comparison1
 But if a silly wife be one of tho?1
1those
 Thou likenest a woman’s love to hell;
 To barren land where water may not dwell.
 Thou likenest it also to wild fire;
 The more it burns, the more it hath desire
 To consume every thing that burnt will be.
 Thou sayest, right as wormes shend1 a tree, 1destroy
 Right so a wife destroyeth her husbond;
 This know they well that be to wives bond.”
 

Lordings, right thus, as ye have understand,

1Bare I stiffly mine old husbands on hand,1
1made them believe1
 That thus they saiden in their drunkenness;
 And all was false, but that I took witness
 On Jenkin, and upon my niece also.
 O Lord! the pain I did them, and the woe,
 ‘Full guilteless, by Godde’s sweete pine;1
1pain
 For as a horse I coulde bite and whine;
 I coulde plain,1 an’2 I was in the guilt, 1complain 2even though
 Or elles oftentime I had been spilt1
1ruined
 Whoso first cometh to the nilll, first grint;1
1is ground
 I plained first, so was our war y-stint.1
1stopped
 They were full glad to excuse them full blive1
1quickly
 Of things that they never 1aguilt their live.1
1were guilty in their
                                                                   lives1
 Of wenches would I 1beare them on hand,1
1falsely accuse them1
 When that for sickness scarcely might they stand,
 Yet tickled I his hearte for that he
 Ween’d1 that I had of him so great cherte:2
1though 2affection
 I swore that all my walking out by night
 Was for to espy wenches that he dight:1
1adorned
 Under that colour had I many a mirth.
 For all such wit is given us at birth;
 Deceit, weeping, and spinning, God doth give
 To women kindly, while that they may live. 1naturally
 And thus of one thing I may vaunte me,
 At th’ end I had the better in each degree,
 By sleight, or force, or by some manner thing,
 As by continual murmur or grudging,1
1complaining
 Namely1 a-bed, there hadde they mischance, 1especially
 There would I chide, and do them no pleasance:
 I would no longer in the bed abide,
 If that I felt his arm over my side,
 Till he had made his ransom unto me,
 Then would I suffer him do his nicety.1
1folly 
 And therefore every man this tale I tell,
 Win whoso may, for all is for to sell;
 With empty hand men may no hawkes lure;
 For winning would I all his will endure,
 And make me a feigned appetite,
 And yet in bacon1 had I never delight: 1i.e. of Dunmow 
 That made me that I ever would them chide.
 For, though the Pope had sitten them beside,
 I would not spare them at their owen board,
 For, by my troth, I quit1 them word for word 1repaid
 As help me very God omnipotent,
 Though I right now should make my testament
 I owe them not a word, that is not quit1
1repaid
 I brought it so aboute by my wit,
 That they must give it up, as for the best
 Or elles had we never been in rest.
 For, though he looked as a wood1 lion, 1furious
 Yet should he fail of his conclusion.
 Then would I say, “Now, goode lefe1 tak keep2
1dear 2heed
 How meekly looketh Wilken oure sheep!
 Come near, my spouse, and let me ba1 thy cheek 1kiss 
 Ye shoulde be all patient and meek,
 And have a 1sweet y-spiced1 conscience, 1tender, nice1
 Since ye so preach of Jobe’s patience.
 Suffer alway, since ye so well can preach,
 And but1 ye do, certain we shall you teach1
1unless
 That it is fair to have a wife in peace.
 One of us two must bowe1 doubteless: 1give way
 And since a man is more reasonable
 Than woman is, ye must be suff’rable.
 What aileth you to grudge1 thus and groan? 1complain
 Is it for ye would have my [love]  alone?
 Why, take it all: lo, have it every deal,1
1whit
 Peter!  shrew1 you but ye love it well 1curse
 For if I woulde sell my 1belle chose1, 1beautiful thing1
 I coulde walk as fresh as is a rose,
 But I will keep it for your owen tooth.
 Ye be to blame, by God, I say you sooth.”
 Such manner wordes hadde we on hand.
 

Now will I speaken of my fourth husband.
 My fourthe husband was a revellour;
 This is to say, he had a paramour,
 And I was young and full of ragerie,1
1wantonness
 Stubborn and strong, and jolly as a pie.1
1magpie
 Then could I dance to a harpe smale,
 And sing, y-wis,1 as any nightingale, 1certainly
 When I had drunk a draught of sweete wine.
 Metellius, the foule churl, the swine,
 That with a staff bereft his wife of life
 For she drank wine, though I had been his wife,
 Never should he have daunted me from drink:
 And, after wine, of Venus most I think.
 For all so sure as cold engenders hail,
 A liquorish mouth must have a liquorish tail.
 In woman vinolent1 is no defence,2
1full of wine 1resistance
 This knowe lechours by experience.
 But, lord Christ, when that it rememb’reth me
 Upon my youth, and on my jollity,
 It tickleth me about mine hearte-root;
 Unto this day it doth mine hearte boot,1
1good
 That I have had my world as in my time.
 But age, alas! that all will envenime,1
1poison, embitter
 Hath me bereft my beauty and my pith:1
1vigour
 Let go; farewell; the devil go therewith.
 The flour is gon, there is no more to tell,
 The bran, as I best may, now must I sell.
 But yet to be right merry will I fand.1
1try
 Now forth to tell you of my fourth husband,
 I say, I in my heart had great despite,
 That he of any other had delight;
 But he was quit,1 by God and by Saint Joce: 1requited, paid back
 I made for him of the same wood a cross;
 Not of my body in no foul mannere,
 But certainly I made folk such cheer,
 That in his owen grease I made him fry
 For anger, and for very jealousy.
 By God, in earth I was his purgatory,
 For which I hope his soul may be in glory.
 For, God it wot, he sat full oft and sung,
 When that his shoe full bitterly him wrung.1
1pinched
 There was no wight, save God and he, that wist
 In many wise how sore I did him twist.
 He died when I came from Jerusalem,
 And lies in grave under the 1roode beam:1
1cross1
 Although his tomb is not so curious
 As was the sepulchre of Darius,
 Which that Apelles wrought so subtlely.
 It is but waste to bury them preciously.
 Let him fare well, God give his soule rest,
 He is now in his grave and in his chest.
 

Now of my fifthe husband will I tell:
 God let his soul never come into hell.
 And yet was he to me the moste shrew;1
1cruel, ill-tempered
 That feel I on my ribbes all 1by rew,1
1in a row
 And ever shall, until mine ending day.
 But in our bed he was so fresh and gay,
 And therewithal so well he could me glose,1
1flatter
 When that he woulde have my belle chose,
 Though he had beaten me on every bone,
 Yet could he win again my love anon.
 I trow, I lov’d him better, for that he
 Was of his love so dangerous1 to me. 1sparing, difficult
 We women have, if that I shall not lie,
 In this matter a quainte fantasy.
 Whatever thing we may not lightly have,
 Thereafter will we cry all day and crave.
 Forbid us thing, and that desire we;
 Press on us fast, and thenne will we flee.
 With danger1 utter we all our chaffare;2
1difficulty 2merchandise
 Great press at market maketh deare ware,
 And too great cheap is held at little price;
 This knoweth every woman that is wise.
 My fifthe husband, God his soule bless,
 Which that I took for love and no richess,
 He some time was 1a clerk of Oxenford,1
1a scholar of Oxford1
 And had left school, and went at home to board
 With my gossip,1 dwelling in oure town: 1godmother
 God have her soul, her name was Alisoun.
 She knew my heart, and all my privity,
 Bet than our parish priest, so may I the.1
1thrive
 To her betrayed I my counsel all;
 For had my husband pissed on a wall,
 Or done a thing that should have cost his life,
 To her, and to another worthy wife,
 And to my niece, which that I loved well,
 I would have told his counsel every deal.1
1jot
 And so I did full often, God it wot,
 That made his face full often red and hot
 For very shame, and blam’d himself, for he
 Had told to me so great a privity.1
1secret
 And so befell that ones in a Lent
 (So oftentimes I to my gossip went,
 For ever yet I loved to be gay,
 And for to walk in March, April, and May
 From house to house, to heare sundry tales),
 That Jenkin clerk, and my gossip, Dame Ales,
 And I myself, into the fieldes went.
 Mine husband was at London all that Lent;
 I had the better leisure for to play,
 And for to see, and eke for to be sey1
1seen
 Of lusty folk; what wist I where my grace1
1favour
 Was shapen for to be, or in what place? 1appointed
 Therefore made I my visitations
 To vigilies,1 and to processions, 1festival-eves
 To preachings eke, and to these pilgrimages,
 To plays of miracles, and marriages,
 And weared upon me gay scarlet gites.1
1gowns
 These wormes, nor these mothes, nor these mites
 On my apparel frett1 them never a deal2
1fed 2whit
 And know’st thou why? for they were used1 well. 1worn
 Now will I telle forth what happen’d me:
 I say, that in the fieldes walked we,
 Till truely we had such dalliance,
 This clerk and I, that of my purveyance1
1foresight
 I spake to him, and told him how that he,
 If I were widow, shoulde wedde me.
 For certainly, I say for no bobance,1
1boasting
 Yet was I never without purveyance1
1foresight
 Of marriage, nor of other thinges eke:
 I hold a mouse’s wit not worth a leek,
 That hath but one hole for to starte1 to, 1escape
 And if that faile, then is all y-do.1
1done
 [1I bare him on hand1 he had enchanted me 1falsely assured him1
 (My dame taughte me that subtilty);
 And eke I said, I mette1 of him all night, 1dreamed
 He would have slain me, as I lay upright,
 And all my bed was full of very blood;
 But yet I hop’d that he should do me good;
 For blood betoken’d gold, as me was taught.
 And all was false, I dream’d of him right naught,
 But as I follow’d aye my dame’s lore,
 As well of that as of other things more.] 
 But now, sir, let me see, what shall I sayn?
 Aha! by God, I have my tale again.
 When that my fourthe husband was on bier,
 I wept algate1 and made a sorry cheer,2
1always 2countenance
 As wives must, for it is the usage;
 And with my kerchief covered my visage;
 But, for I was provided with a make,1
1mate
 I wept but little, that I undertake1
1promise
 To churche was mine husband borne a-morrow
 With neighebours that for him made sorrow,
 And Jenkin, oure clerk, was one of tho:1
1those
 As help me God, when that I saw him go
 After the bier, methought he had a pair
 Of legges and of feet so clean and fair,
 That all my heart I gave unto his hold.1
1keeping
 He was, I trow, a twenty winter old,
 And I was forty, if I shall say sooth,
 But yet I had always a colte’s tooth.
 Gat-toothed1 I was, and that became me well, 1see note 
 I had the print of Sainte Venus’ seal.
 [As help me God, I was a lusty one,
 And fair, and rich, and young, and 1well begone:1
1in a good way1
 For certes I am all venerian1
1under the influence of Venus
 In feeling, and my heart is martian;1
1under the influence of Mars
 Venus me gave my lust and liquorishness,
 And Mars gave me my sturdy hardiness.] 
 Mine ascendant was Taure,1 and Mars therein: 1Taurus
 Alas, alas, that ever love was sin!
 I follow’d aye mine inclination
 By virtue of my constellation:
 That made me that I coulde not withdraw
 My chamber of Venus from a good fellaw.
 [Yet have I Marte’s mark upon my face,
 And also in another privy place.
 For God so wisly1 be my salvation, 1certainly
 I loved never by discretion,
 But ever follow’d mine own appetite,
 All1 were he short, or long, or black, or white, 1whether
 I took no keep,1 so that he liked me, 1heed
 How poor he was, neither of what degree.] 
 What should I say? but that at the month’s end
 This jolly clerk Jenkin, that was so hend,1
1courteous
 Had wedded me with great solemnity,
 And to him gave I all the land and fee
 That ever was me given therebefore:
 But afterward repented me full sore.
 He woulde suffer nothing of my list.1
1pleasure
 By God, he smote me ones with his fist,
 For that I rent out of his book a leaf,
 That of the stroke mine eare wax’d all deaf.
 Stubborn I was, as is a lioness,
 And of my tongue a very jangleress,1
1prater
 And walk I would, as I had done beforn,
 From house to house, although he had it sworn:1
1had sworn to
 For which he oftentimes woulde preach prevent it
 And me of olde Roman gestes1 teach 1stories
 How that Sulpitius Gallus left his wife
 And her forsook for term of all his
 For nought but open-headed1 he her say2
1bare-headed 2saw
 Looking out at his door upon a day.
 Another Roman  told he me by name,
 That, for his wife was at a summer game
 Without his knowing, he forsook her eke.
 And then would he upon his Bible seek
 That ilke1 proverb of Ecclesiast, 1same
 Where he commandeth, and forbiddeth fast,
 Man shall not suffer his wife go roll about.
 Then would he say right thus withoute doubt:
 “Whoso that buildeth his house all of sallows,1
1willows
 And pricketh his blind horse over the fallows,
 And suff’reth his wife to 1go seeke hallows,1
1make pilgrimages1
 Is worthy to be hanged on the gallows.”
 But all for nought; I 1sette not a haw1
1cared nothing for1
 Of his proverbs, nor of his olde saw;
 Nor would I not of him corrected be.
 I hate them that my vices telle me,
 And so do more of us (God wot) than I.
 This made him wood1 with me all utterly; 1furious
 I woulde not forbear1 him in no case. 1endure
 Now will I say you sooth, by Saint Thomas,
 Why that I rent out of his book a leaf,
 For which he smote me, so that I was deaf.
 He had a book, that gladly night and day
 For his disport he would it read alway;
 He call’d it Valerie, and Theophrast,
 And with that book he laugh’d alway full fast.
 And eke there was a clerk sometime at Rome,
 A cardinal, that highte Saint Jerome,
 That made a book against Jovinian,
 Which book was there; and eke Tertullian,
 Chrysippus, Trotula, and Heloise,
 That was an abbess not far from Paris;
 And eke the Parables1 of Solomon, 1Proverbs
 Ovide’s Art,  and bourdes1 many one; 1jests
 And alle these were bound in one volume.
 And every night and day was his custume
 (When he had leisure and vacation
 From other worldly occupation)
 To readen in this book of wicked wives.
 He knew of them more legends and more lives
 Than be of goodde wives in the Bible.
 For, trust me well, it is an impossible
 That any clerk will speake good of wives,
 (1But if1 it be of holy saintes’ lives) 1unless
 Nor of none other woman never the mo’.
 Who painted the lion, tell it me, who?
 By God, if women haddde written stories,
 As clerkes have within their oratories,
 They would have writ of men more wickedness
 Than all the mark of Adam  may redress
 The children of Mercury and of Venus,
 Be in their working full contrarious.
 Mercury loveth wisdom and science,
 And Venus loveth riot and dispence.1
1extravagance
 And for their diverse disposition,
 Each falls in other’s exaltation.
 As thus, God wot, Mercury is desolate
 In Pisces, where Venus is exaltate,
 And Venus falls where Mercury is raised. 
 Therefore no woman by no clerk is praised.
 The clerk, when he is old, and may not do
 Of Venus’ works not worth his olde shoe,
 Then sits he down, and writes in his dotage,
 That women cannot keep their marriage.
 But now to purpose, why I tolde thee
 That I was beaten for a book, pardie.
 

Upon a night Jenkin, that was our sire,1
1goodman
 Read on his book, as he sat by the fire,
 Of Eva first, that for her wickedness
 Was all mankind brought into wretchedness,
 For which that Jesus Christ himself was slain,
 That bought us with his hearte-blood again.
 Lo here express of women may ye find
 That woman was the loss of all mankind.
 Then read he me how Samson lost his hairs
 Sleeping, his leman cut them with her shears,
 Through whiche treason lost he both his eyen.
 Then read he me, if that I shall not lien,
 Of Hercules, and of his Dejanire,
 That caused him to set himself on fire.
 Nothing forgot he of the care and woe
 That Socrates had with his wives two;
 How Xantippe cast piss upon his head.
 This silly man sat still, as he were dead,
 He wip’d his head, and no more durst he sayn,
 But, “Ere the thunder stint1 there cometh rain.” 1ceases
 Of Phasiphae, that was queen of Crete,
 For shrewedness1 he thought the tale sweet. 1wickedness
 Fy, speak no more, it is a grisly thing,
 Of her horrible lust and her liking.
 Of Clytemnestra, for her lechery
 That falsely made her husband for to die,
 He read it with full good devotion.
 He told me eke, for what occasion
 Amphiorax at Thebes lost his life:
 My husband had a legend of his wife
 Eryphile, that for an ouche1 of gold 1clasp, collar
 Had privily unto the Greekes told,
 Where that her husband hid him in a place,
 For which he had at Thebes sorry grace.
 Of Luna told he me, and of Lucie;
 They bothe made their husbands for to die,
 That one for love, that other was for hate.
 Luna her husband on an ev’ning late
 Empoison’d had, for that she was his foe:
 Lucia liquorish lov’d her husband so,
 That, for he should always upon her think,
 She gave him such a manner1 love-drink, 1sort of
 That he was dead before it were the morrow:
 And thus algates1 husbands hadde sorrow. 1always
 Then told he me how one Latumeus
 Complained to his fellow Arius
 That in his garden growed such a tree,
 On which he said how that his wives three
 Hanged themselves for heart dispiteous.
 “O leve1 brother,” quoth this Arius, 1dear
 “Give me a plant of thilke1 blessed tree, 1that
 And in my garden planted shall it be.”
 Of later date of wives hath he read,
 That some have slain their husbands in their bed,
 And let their 1lechour dight them1 all the night, 1lover ride them1
 While that the corpse lay on the floor upright:
 And some have driven nails into their brain,
 While that they slept, and thus they have them slain:
 Some have them given poison in their drink:
 He spake more harm than hearte may bethink.
 And therewithal he knew of more proverbs,
 Than in this world there groweth grass or herbs.
 “Better (quoth he) thine habitation
 Be with a lion, or a foul dragon,
 Than with a woman using for to chide.
 Better (quoth he) high in the roof abide,
 Than with an angry woman in the house,
 They be so wicked and contrarious:
 They hate that their husbands loven aye.”
 He said, “A woman cast her shame away
 When she cast off her smock;” and farthermo’,
 “A fair woman, but1 she be chaste also, 1except
 Is like a gold ring in a sowe’s nose.
 Who coulde ween,1 or who coulde suppose 1think
 The woe that in mine heart was, and the pine?1
1pain
 And when I saw that he would never fine1
1finish
 To readen on this cursed book all night,
 All suddenly three leaves have I plight1
1plucked
 Out of his book, right as he read, and eke
 I with my fist so took him on the cheek,
 That in our fire he backward fell adown.
 And he up start, as doth a wood1 lion, 1furious
 And with his fist he smote me on the head,
 That on the floor I lay as I were dead.
 And when he saw how still that there I lay,
 He was aghast, and would have fled away,
 Till at the last out of my swoon I braid,1
1woke
 “Oh, hast thou slain me, thou false thief?” I said
 “And for my land thus hast thou murder’d me?
 Ere I be dead, yet will I kisse thee.”
 And near he came, and kneeled fair adown,
 And saide”, “Deare sister Alisoun,
 As help me God, I shall thee never smite:
 That I have done it is thyself to wite,1
1blame
 Forgive it me, and that I thee beseek.”1
1beseech
 And yet eftsoons1 I hit him on the cheek, 1immediately; again
 And saidde, “Thief, thus much am I awreak.1
1avenged
 Now will I die, I may no longer speak.”
 

But at the last, with muche care and woe
 We fell accorded1 by ourselves two: 1agreed
 He gave me all the bridle in mine hand
 To have the governance of house and land,
 And of his tongue, and of his hand also.
 I made him burn his book anon right tho.1
1then
 And when that I had gotten unto me
 By mast’ry all the sovereignety,
 And that he said, “Mine owen true wife,
 Do 1as thee list,1 the term of all thy life, 1as pleases thee1
 Keep thine honour, and eke keep mine estate;
 After that day we never had debate.
 God help me so, I was to him as kind
 As any wife from Denmark unto Ind,
 And also true, and so was he to me:
 I pray to God that sits in majesty
 So bless his soule, for his mercy dear.
 Now will I say my tale, if ye will hear. — 
 

The Friar laugh’d when he had heard all this:
 “Now, Dame,” quoth he, “so have I joy and bliss,
 This is a long preamble of a tale.”
 And when the Sompnour heard the Friar gale,1
1speak
 “Lo,” quoth this Sompnour, “Godde’s armes two,
 A friar will intermete1 him evermo’: 1interpose 
 Lo, goode men, a fly and eke a frere
 Will fall in ev’ry dish and eke mattere.
 What speak’st thou of perambulation?1
1preamble
 What? amble or trot; or peace, or go sit down:
 Thou lettest1 our disport in this mattere.” 1hinderesst
 “Yea, wilt thou so, Sir Sompnour?” quoth the Frere;
 “Now by my faith I shall, ere that I go,
 Tell of a Sompnour such a tale or two,
 That all the folk shall laughen in this place.”
 “Now do, else, Friar, I beshrew1 thy face,” 1curse
 Quoth this Sompnour; “and I beshrewe me,
 But if1 I telle tales two or three 1unless
 Of friars, ere I come to Sittingbourne,
 That I shall make thine hearte for to mourn:
 For well I wot thy patience is gone.”
 Our Hoste cried, “Peace, and that anon;”
 And saide, “Let the woman tell her tale.
 Ye fare1 as folk that drunken be of ale. 1behave
 Do, Dame, tell forth your tale, and that is best.”
 “All ready, sir,” quoth she, “right as you lest,1
1please
 If I have licence of this worthy Frere.”
 “Yes, Dame,” quoth he, “tell forth, and I will hear.”
 

THE TALE.
 

In olde dayes of the king Arthour,
 Of which that Britons speake great honour,
 All was this land full fill’d of faerie;1
1fairies
 The Elf-queen, with her jolly company,
 Danced full oft in many a green mead
 This was the old opinion, as I read;
 I speak of many hundred years ago;
 But now can no man see none elves mo’,
 For now the great charity and prayeres
 Of limitours,1 and other holy freres, 1begging friars 
 That search every land and ev’ry stream
 As thick as motes in the sunne-beam,
 Blessing halls, chambers, kitchenes, and bowers,
 Cities and burghes, castles high and towers,
 Thorpes1 and barnes, shepens2 and dairies, 1villages  2stables
 This makes that there be now no faeries:
 For 1there as1 wont to walke was an elf, 1where1
 There walketh now the limitour himself,
 In undermeles1 and in morrowings2, 1evenings  2mornings
 And saith his matins and his holy things,
 As he goes in his limitatioun.1
1begging district
 Women may now go safely up and down,
 In every bush, and under every tree;
 There is none other incubus  but he;
 And he will do to them no dishonour.
 

And so befell it, that this king Arthour
 Had in his house a lusty bacheler,
 That on a day came riding from river: 
 And happen’d, that, alone as she was born,
 He saw a maiden walking him beforn,
 Of which maiden anon, maugre1 her head, 1in spite of
 By very force he reft her maidenhead:
 For which oppression was such clamour,
 And such pursuit unto the king Arthour,
 That damned1 was this knight for to be dead 1condemned
 By course of law, and should have lost his head;
 (Paraventure such was the statute tho),1
1then
 But that the queen and other ladies mo’
 So long they prayed the king of his grace,
 Till he his life him granted in the place,
 And gave him to the queen, all at her will
 To choose whether she would him save or spill1
1destroy
 The queen thanked the king with all her might;
 And, after this, thus spake she to the knight,
 When that she saw her time upon a day.
 “Thou standest yet,” quoth she, “in such array,1
1a position
 That of thy life yet hast thou no surety;
 I grant thee life, if thou canst tell to me
 What thing is it that women most desiren:
 Beware, and keep thy neck-bone from the iron1
1executioner’s axe
 And if thou canst not tell it me anon,
 Yet will I give thee leave for to gon
 A twelvemonth and a day, to seek and lear1
1learn
 An answer suffisant1 in this mattere. 1satisfactory
 And surety will I have, ere that thou pace,1
1go
 Thy body for to yielden in this place.”
 Woe was the knight, and sorrowfully siked;1
1sighed
 But what? he might not do all as him liked.
 And at the last he chose him for to wend,1
1depart
 And come again, right at the yeare’s end,
 With such answer as God would him purvey:1
1provide
 And took his leave, and wended forth his way.
 

He sought in ev’ry house and ev’ry place,
 Where as he hoped for to finde grace,
 To learne what thing women love the most:
 But he could not arrive in any coast,
 Where as he mighte find in this mattere
 Two creatures 1according in fere.1
1agreeing together1
 Some said that women loved best richess,
 Some said honour, and some said jolliness,
 Some rich array, and some said lust1 a-bed, 1pleasure
 And oft time to be widow and be wed.
 Some said, that we are in our heart most eased
 When that we are y-flatter’d and y-praised.
 He 1went full nigh the sooth,1 I will not lie; 1came very near
 A man shall win us best with flattery; the truth1
 And with attendance, and with business
 Be we y-limed,1 bothe more and less. 1caught with bird-lime
 And some men said that we do love the best
 For to be free, and do 1right as us lest,1
1whatever we please1
 And that no man reprove us of our vice,
 But say that we are wise, and nothing nice,1
1foolish 
 For truly there is none among us all,
 If any wight will 1claw us on the gall,1
1see note 1
 That will not kick, for that he saith us sooth:
 Assay,1 and he shall find it, that so do’th. 1try
 For be we never so vicious within,
 We will be held both wise and clean of sin.
 And some men said, that great delight have we
 For to be held stable and eke secre,1
1discreet
 And in one purpose steadfastly to dwell,
 And not bewray1 a thing that men us tell. 1give away
 But that tale is not worth a rake-stele.1
1rake-handle
 Pardie, we women canne nothing hele,1
1hide 
 Witness on Midas; will ye hear the tale?
 Ovid, amonges other thinges smale1
1small
 Saith, Midas had, under his longe hairs,
 Growing upon his head two ass’s ears;
 The whiche vice he hid, as best he might,
 Full subtlely from every man’s sight,
 That, save his wife, there knew of it no mo’;
 He lov’d her most, and trusted her also;
 He prayed her, that to no creature
 She woulde tellen of his disfigure.
 She swore him, nay, for all the world to win,
 She would not do that villainy or sin,
 To make her husband have so foul a name:
 She would not tell it for her owen shame.
 But natheless her thoughte that she died,
 That she so longe should a counsel hide;
 Her thought it swell’d so sore about her heart
 That needes must some word from her astart
 And, since she durst not tell it unto man
 Down to a marish fast thereby she ran,
 Till she came there, her heart was all afire:
 And, as a bittern bumbles1 in the mire, 1makes a humming noise
 She laid her mouth unto the water down
 “Bewray me not, thou water, with thy soun’”
 Quoth she, “to thee I tell it, and no mo’,
 Mine husband hath long ass’s eares two!
 Now is mine heart all whole; now is it out;
 I might no longer keep it, out of doubt.”
 Here may ye see, though we a time abide,
 Yet out it must, we can no counsel hide.
 The remnant of the tale, if ye will hear,
 Read in Ovid, and there ye may it lear.1
1learn
 

This knight, of whom my tale is specially,
 When that he saw he might not come thereby,
 That is to say, what women love the most,
 Within his breast full sorrowful was his ghost.1
1spirit
 But home he went, for he might not sojourn,
 The day was come, that homeward he must turn.
 And in his way it happen’d him to ride,
 In all his care,1 under a forest side, 1trouble, anxiety
 Where as he saw upon a dance go
 Of ladies four-and-twenty, and yet mo’,
 Toward this ilke1 dance he drew full yern,2
1same 2eagerly 
 The hope that he some wisdom there should learn;
 But certainly, ere he came fully there,
 Y-vanish’d was this dance, he knew not where;
 No creature saw he that bare life,
 Save on the green he sitting saw a wife,
 A fouler wight there may no man devise.1
1imagine, tell
 Against1 this knight this old wife gan to rise, 1to meet
 And said, “Sir Knight, hereforth1 lieth no way. 1from here
 Tell me what ye are seeking, by your fay.
 Paraventure it may the better be:
 These olde folk know muche thing.” quoth she.
 My leve1 mother,” quoth this knight, “certain, 1dear
 I am but dead, but if1 that I can sayn 1unless
 What thing it is that women most desire:
 Could ye me wiss,1 I would well 1quite your hire.”1
1instruct 
 “Plight me thy troth here in mine hand,” quoth she, 1reward you1
 “The nexte thing that I require of thee
 Thou shalt it do, if it be in thy might,
 And I will tell it thee ere it be night.”
 “Have here my trothe,” quoth the knight; “I grant.”
 “Thenne,” quoth she, “I dare me well avaunt,1
1boast, affirm
 Thy life is safe, for I will stand thereby,
 Upon my life the queen will say as I:
 Let see, which is the proudest of them all,
 That wears either a kerchief or a caul,
 That dare say nay to that I shall you teach.
 Let us go forth withoute longer speech
 Then 1rowned she a pistel1 in his ear, 1she whispered a secret1
 And bade him to be glad, and have no fear.
 

When they were come unto the court, this knight
 Said, he had held his day, as he had hight,1
1promised
 And ready was his answer, as he said.
 Full many a noble wife, and many a maid,
 And many a widow, for that they be wise, — 
 The queen herself sitting as a justice, — 
 Assembled be, his answer for to hear,
 And afterward this knight was bid appear.
 To every wight commanded was silence,
 And that the knight should tell in audience,
 What thing that worldly women love the best.
 This knight he stood not still, as doth a beast,
 But to this question anon answer’d
 With manly voice, that all the court it heard,
 “My liege lady, generally,” quoth he,
 “Women desire to have the sovereignty
 As well over their husband as their love
 And for to be in mast’ry him above.
 This is your most desire, though ye me kill,
 Do as you list, I am here at your will.”
 In all the court there was no wife nor maid
 Nor widow, that contraried what he said,
 But said, he worthy was to have his life.
 And with that word up start that olde wife
 Which that the knight saw sitting on the green.
 

“Mercy,” quoth she, “my sovereign lady queen,
 Ere that your court departe, do me right.
 I taughte this answer unto this knight,
 For which he plighted me his trothe there,
 The firste thing I would of him requere,
 He would it do, if it lay in his might.
 Before this court then pray I thee, Sir Knight,”
 Quoth she, “that thou me take unto thy wife,
 For well thou know’st that I have kept1 thy life. 1preserved
 If I say false, say nay, upon thy fay.”1
1faith
 This knight answer’d, “Alas, and well-away!
 I know right well that such was my behest.1
1promise
 For Godde’s love choose a new request
 Take all my good, and let my body go.”
 “Nay, then,” quoth she, “I shrew1 us bothe two, 1curse
 For though that I be old, and foul, and poor,
 I n’ould1 for all the metal nor the ore, 1would not
 That under earth is grave,1 or lies above 1buried
 But if thy wife I were and eke thy love.”
 “My love?” quoth he, “nay, my damnation,
 Alas! that any of my nation
 Should ever so foul disparaged be.
 But all for nought; the end is this, that he
 Constrained was, that needs he muste wed,
 And take this olde wife, and go to bed.
 

Now woulde some men say paraventure
 That for my negligence I do no cure1
1take no pains
 To tell you all the joy and all th’ array
 That at the feast was made that ilke1 day. 1same
 To which thing shortly answeren I shall:
 I say there was no joy nor feast at all,
 There was but heaviness and muche sorrow:
 For privily he wed her on the morrow;
 And all day after hid him as an owl,
 So woe was him, his wife look’d so foul
 Great was the woe the knight had in his thought
 When he was with his wife to bed y-brought;
 He wallow’d, and he turned to and fro.
 This olde wife lay smiling evermo’,
 And said, “Dear husband, benedicite,
 Fares every knight thus with his wife as ye?
 Is this the law of king Arthoures house?
 Is every knight of his thus dangerous?1
1fastidious, niggardly
 I am your owen love, and eke your wife
 I am she, which that saved hath your life
 And certes yet did I you ne’er unright.
 Why fare ye thus with me this firste night?
 Ye fare like a man had lost his wit.
 What is my guilt? for God’s love tell me it,
 And it shall be amended, if I may.”
 “Amended!” quoth this knight; “alas, nay, nay,
 It will not be amended, never mo’;
 Thou art so loathly, and so old also,
 And thereto1 comest of so low a kind, 1in addition
 That little wonder though I wallow and wind;1
1writhe, turn about
 So woulde God, mine hearte woulde brest!”1
1burst
 “Is this,” quoth she, “the cause of your unrest?”
 “Yea, certainly,” quoth he; “no wonder is.”
 “Now, Sir,” quoth she, “I could amend all this,
 If that me list, ere it were dayes three,

1So well ye mighte bear you unto me.1
1if you could conduct
 But, for ye speaken of such gentleness yourself well
 As is descended out of old richess, towards me1
 That therefore shalle ye be gentlemen;
 Such arrogancy is 1not worth a hen.1
1worth nothing
 Look who that is most virtuous alway,

1Prive and apert,1 and most intendeth aye 1in private and public1
 To do the gentle deedes that he can;
 And take him for the greatest gentleman.
 Christ will,1 we claim of him our gentleness, 1wills, requires
 Not of our elders1 for their old richess. 1ancestors
 For though they gave us all their heritage,
 For which we claim to be of high parage,1
1birth, descent
 Yet may they not bequeathe, for no thing,
 To none of us, their virtuous living
 That made them gentlemen called to be,
 And bade us follow them in such degree.
 Well can the wise poet of Florence,
 That highte Dante, speak of this sentence:1
1sentiment
 Lo, in such manner1 rhyme is Dante’s tale. 1kind of
 ‘Full seld’1 upriseth by his branches smale 1seldom
 Prowess of man, for God of his goodness
 Wills that we claim of him our gentleness;’ 
 For of our elders may we nothing claim
 But temp’ral things that man may hurt and maim.
 Eke every wight knows this as well as I,
 If gentleness were planted naturally
 Unto a certain lineage down the line,
 Prive and apert, then would they never fine1
1cease
 To do of gentleness the fair office
 Then might they do no villainy nor vice.
 Take fire, and bear it to the darkest house
 Betwixt this and the mount of Caucasus,
 And let men shut the doores, and go thenne,1
1thence
 Yet will the fire as fair and lighte brenne1
1burn
 As twenty thousand men might it behold;

1Its office natural aye will it hold,1
1it will perform its
 On peril of my life, till that it die. natural duty1
 Here may ye see well how that gentery1
1gentility, nobility
 Is not annexed to possession,
 Since folk do not their operation
 Alway, as doth the fire, lo, 1in its kind1
1from its very nature1
 For, God it wot, men may full often find
 A lorde’s son do shame and villainy.
 And he that will have price1 of his gent’ry, 1esteem, honour
 For1 he was boren of a gentle house, 1because
 And had his elders noble and virtuous,
 And will himselfe do no gentle deedes,
 Nor follow his gentle ancestry, that dead is,
 He is not gentle, be he duke or earl;
 For villain sinful deedes make a churl.
 For gentleness is but the renomee1
1renown
 Of thine ancestors, for their high bounte,1
1goodness, worth
 Which is a strange thing to thy person:
 Thy gentleness cometh from God alone.
 Then comes our very1 gentleness of grace; 1true
 It was no thing bequeath’d us with our place.
 Think how noble, as saith Valerius,
 Was thilke1 Tullius Hostilius, 1that
 That out of povert’ rose to high
 Read in Senec, and read eke in Boece,
 There shall ye see express, that it no drede1 is, 1doubt
 That he is gentle that doth gentle deedes.
 And therefore, leve1 husband, I conclude, 1dear
 Albeit that mine ancestors were rude,
 Yet may the highe God, — and so hope I, — 
 Grant me His grace to live virtuously:
 Then am I gentle when that I begin
 To live virtuously, and waive1 sin. 1forsake
 

“And whereas ye of povert’ me repreve,1
1reproach
 The highe God, on whom that we believe,
 In wilful povert’ chose to lead his life:
 And certes, every man, maiden, or wife
 May understand that Jesus, heaven’s king,
 Ne would not choose a virtuous living.

1Glad povert’1 is an honest thing, certain; 1poverty cheerfully
 This will Senec and other clerkes sayn endured1
 Whoso that 1holds him paid of1 his povert’, 1is satisfied with1
 I hold him rich though he hath not a shirt.
 He that coveteth is a poore wight
 For he would have what is not in his might
 But he that nought hath, nor coveteth to have,
 Is rich, although ye hold him but a knave.1
1slave, abject wretch

1Very povert’ is sinne,1 properly. 1the only true poverty is sin1
 Juvenal saith of povert’ merrily:
 The poore man, when he goes by the way
 Before the thieves he may sing and play 
 Povert’ is hateful good, and, as I guess,
 A full great 1bringer out of business;1
1deliver from trouble1
 A great amender eke of sapience
 To him that taketh it in patience.
 Povert’ is this, although it seem elenge1
1strange 
 Possession that no wight will challenge
 Povert’ full often, when a man is low,
 Makes him his God and eke himself to know
 Povert’ a spectacle1 is, as thinketh me 1a pair of spectacles
 Through which he may his very1 friendes see. 1true
 And, therefore, Sir, since that I you not grieve,
 Of my povert’ no more me repreve.1
1reproach
 “Now, Sir, of elde1 ye repreve me: 1age
 And certes, Sir, though none authority1
1text, dictum
 Were in no book, ye gentles of honour
 Say, that men should an olde wight honour,
 And call him father, for your gentleness;
 And authors shall I finden, as I guess.
 Now there ye say that I am foul and old,
 Then dread ye not to be a cokewold.1
1cuckold
 For filth, and elde, all so may I the,1
1thrive
 Be greate wardens upon chastity.
 But natheless, since I know your delight,
 I shall fulfil your wordly appetite.
 Choose now,” quoth she, “one of these thinges tway,
 To have me foul and old till that I dey,1
1die
 And be to you a true humble wife,
 And never you displease in all my life:
 Or elles will ye have me young and fair,
 And take your aventure of the repair1
1resort
 That shall be to your house because of me, — 
 Or in some other place, it may well be?
 Now choose yourselfe whether that you liketh.
 

This knight adviseth1 him and sore he siketh,2
1considered 2sighed
 But at the last he said in this mannere;
 “My lady and my love, and wife so dear,
 I put me in your wise governance,
 Choose for yourself which may be most pleasance
 And most honour to you and me also;
 I 1do no force1 the whether of the two: 1care not
 For as you liketh, it sufficeth me.”
 “Then have I got the mastery,” quoth she,
 “Since I may choose and govern as me lest.”1
1pleases
 “Yea, certes wife,” quoth he, “I hold it best.”
 “Kiss me,” quoth she, “we are no longer wroth,1
1at variance
 For by my troth I will be to you both;
 This is to say, yea, bothe fair and good.
 I pray to God that I may 1sterve wood,1
1die mad1
 But1 I to you be all so good and true, 1unless
 As ever was wife since the world was new;
 And but1 I be to-morrow as fair to seen, 1unless
 As any lady, emperess or queen,
 That is betwixt the East and eke the West
 Do with my life and death right as you lest.1
1please
 Cast up the curtain, and look how it is.”
 

And when the knight saw verily all this,
 That she so fair was, and so young thereto,
 For joy he hent1 her in his armes two: 1took
 His hearte bathed in a bath of bliss,
 A thousand times 1on row1 he gan her kiss: 1in succession1
 And she obeyed him in every thing
 That mighte do him pleasance or liking.
 And thus they live unto their lives’ end
 In perfect joy; and Jesus Christ us send
 Husbandes meek and young, and fresh in bed,
 And grace to overlive them that we wed.
 And eke I pray Jesus to short their lives,
 That will not be governed by their wives.
 And old and angry niggards of dispence,1
1expense
 God send them soon a very pestilence!
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The Friar’s Tale
 

Geoffrey Chaucer (1340–1400)
 

THE PROLOGUE.
 

This worthy limitour, this noble Frere,
 He made always a manner louring cheer1
1countenance
 Upon the Sompnour; but for honesty1
1courtesy
 No villain word as yet to him spake he:
 But at the last he said unto the Wife:
 “Dame,” quoth he, “God give you right good life,
 Ye have here touched, all so may I the,1
1thrive
 In school matter a greate difficulty.
 Ye have said muche thing right well, I say;
 But, Dame, here as we ride by the way,
 Us needeth not but for to speak of game,
 And leave authorities, in Godde’s name,
 To preaching, and to school eke of clergy.
 But if it like unto this company,
 I will you of a Sompnour tell a game;
 Pardie, ye may well knowe by the name,
 That of a Sompnour may no good be said;
 I pray that none of you be 1evil paid;1
1dissatisfied1
 A Sompnour is a runner up and down
 With mandements1 for fornicatioun, 1mandates, summonses1
 And is y-beat at every towne’s end.”
 Then spake our Host; “Ah, sir, ye should be hend1
1civil, gentle
 And courteous, as a man of your estate;
 In company we will have no debate:
 Tell us your tale, and let the Sompnour be.”
 “Nay,” quoth the Sompnour, “let him say by me
 What so him list; when it comes to my lot,
 By God, I shall him quiten1 every groat! 1pay him off
 I shall him telle what a great honour
 It is to be a flattering limitour
 And his office I shall him tell y-wis”.
 Our Host answered, “Peace, no more of this.”
 And afterward he said unto the frere,
 “Tell forth your tale, mine owen master dear.”
 

THE TALE.
 

Whilom1 there was dwelling in my country 1once on a time
 An archdeacon, a man of high degree,
 That boldely did execution,
 In punishing of fornication,
 Of witchecraft, and eke of bawdery,
 Of defamation, and adultery,
 Of churche-reeves,1 and of testaments, 1churchwardens
 Of contracts, and of lack of sacraments,
 And eke of many another manner1 crime, 1sort of
 Which needeth not rehearsen at this time,
 Of usury, and simony also;
 But, certes, lechours did he greatest woe;
 They shoulde singen, if that they were hent;1
1caught
 And smale tithers were foul y-shent,1
1troubled, put to shame
 If any person would on them complain;
 There might astert them no pecunial pain.
 For smalle tithes, and small offering,
 He made the people piteously to sing;
 For ere the bishop caught them with his crook,
 They weren in the archedeacon’s book;
 Then had he, through his jurisdiction,
 Power to do on them correction.
 

He had a Sompnour ready to his hand,
 A slier boy was none in Engleland;
 For subtlely he had his espiaille,1
1espionage
 That taught him well where it might aught avail.
 He coulde spare of lechours one or two,
 To teache him to four and twenty mo’.
 For, — though this Sompnour wood1 be as a hare, — 1furious, mad
 To tell his harlotry I will not spare,
 For we be out of their correction,
 They have of us no jurisdiction,
 Ne never shall have, term of all their lives.
 

“Peter; so be the women of the stives,”1
1stews
 Quoth this Sompnour, “y-put out of our cure.”1
1care
 

“Peace, with mischance and with misaventure,”
 Our Hoste said, “and let him tell his tale.
 Now telle forth, and let the Sompnour gale,1
1whistle; bawl
 Nor spare not, mine owen master dear.”
 

This false thief, the Sompnour (quoth the Frere),
 Had always bawdes ready to his hand,
 As any hawk to lure in Engleland,
 That told him all the secrets that they knew, — 
 For their acquaintance was not come of new;
 They were his approvers1 privily. 1informers
 He took himself at great profit thereby:
 His master knew not always what he wan.1
1won
 Withoute mandement, a lewed1 man 1ignorant
 He could summon, on pain of Christe’s curse,
 And they were inly glad to fill his purse,
 And make him greate feastes at the nale.1
1alehouse
 And right as Judas hadde purses smale,1
1small
 And was a thief, right such a thief was he,
 His master had but half 1his duety.1
1what was owing him1
 He was (if I shall give him his laud)
 A thief, and eke a Sompnour, and a bawd.
 And he had wenches at his retinue,
 That whether that Sir Robert or Sir Hugh,
 Or Jack, or Ralph, or whoso that it were
 That lay by them, they told it in his ear.
 Thus were the wench and he of one assent;
 And he would fetch a feigned mandement,
 And to the chapter summon them both two,
 And pill1 the man, and let the wenche go. 1plunder, pluck
 Then would he say, “Friend, I shall for thy sake
 Do strike thee out of oure letters blake;1
1black
 Thee thar1 no more as in this case travail; 1need
 I am thy friend where I may thee avail.”
 Certain he knew of bribers many mo’
 Than possible is to tell in yeare’s two:
 For in this world is no dog for the bow,
 That can a hurt deer from a whole know,
 Bet1 than this Sompnour knew a sly lechour, 1better
 Or an adult’rer, or a paramour:
 And, for that was the fruit of all his rent,
 Therefore on it he set all his intent.
 

And so befell, that once upon a day.
 This Sompnour, waiting ever on his prey,
 Rode forth to summon a widow, an old ribibe,
 Feigning a cause, for he would have a bribe.
 And happen’d that he saw before him ride
 A gay yeoman under a forest side:
 A bow he bare, and arrows bright and keen,
 He had upon a courtepy1 of green, 1short doublet
 A hat upon his head with fringes blake.1
1black
 “Sir,” quoth this Sompnour, “hail, and well o’ertake.”
 “Welcome,” quoth he, “and every good fellaw;
 Whither ridest thou under this green shaw?”1 shade
 Saide this yeoman; “wilt thou far to-day?”
 This Sompnour answer’d him, and saide, “Nay.
 Here faste by,” quoth he, “is mine intent
 To ride, for to raisen up a rent,
 That longeth to my lorde’s duety.”
 “Ah! art thou then a bailiff?” “Yea,” quoth he.
 He durste not for very filth and shame
 Say that he was a Sompnour, for the name.
 “De par dieux,”  quoth this yeoman, “leve1 brother, 1dear
 Thou art a bailiff, and I am another.
 I am unknowen, as in this country.
 Of thine acquaintance I will praye thee,
 And eke of brotherhood, if that thee list.1
1please
 I have gold and silver lying in my chest;
 If that thee hap to come into our shire,
 All shall be thine, right as thou wilt desire.”
 “Grand mercy,”1 quoth this Sompnour, “by my faith.” 1great thanks
 Each in the other’s hand his trothe lay’th,
 For to be sworne brethren till they dey.1
1die
 In dalliance they ride forth and play.
 

This Sompnour, which that was as full of jangles,1
1chattering
 As full of venom be those wariangles,1
1 butcher-birds 
 And ev’r inquiring upon every thing,
 “Brother,” quoth he, “where is now your dwelling,
 Another day if that I should you seech?”1
1seek, visit
 This yeoman him answered in soft speech;
 Brother,” quoth he, “far in the North country,
 Where as I hope some time I shall thee see
 Ere we depart I shall thee so well wiss,1
1inform
 That of mine house shalt thou never miss.”
 Now, brother,” quoth this Sompnour, “I you pray,
 Teach me, while that we ride by the way,
 (Since that ye be a bailiff as am I,)
 Some subtilty, and tell me faithfully
 For mine office how that I most may win.
 And 1spare not1 for conscience or for sin, 1conceal nothing1
 But, as my brother, tell me how do ye.”
 Now by my trothe, brother mine,” said he,
 As I shall tell to thee a faithful tale:
 My wages be full strait and eke full smale;
 My lord is hard to me and dangerous,1
1niggardly
 And mine office is full laborious;
 And therefore by extortion I live,
 Forsooth I take all that men will me give.
 Algate1 by sleighte, or by violence, 1whether
 From year to year I win all my dispence;
 I can no better tell thee faithfully.”
 Now certes,” quoth this Sompnour, “so fare1 I; 1do
 I spare not to take, God it wot,

1But if1 it be too heavy or too hot. 1unless1
 What I may get in counsel privily,
 No manner conscience of that have I.
 N’ere1 mine extortion, I might not live, 1were it not for
 For of such japes1 will I not be shrive.2
1tricks 2confessed
 Stomach nor conscience know I none;
 I shrew1 these shrifte-fathers2 every one. 1curse 2confessors
 Well be we met, by God and by St Jame.
 But, leve brother, tell me then thy name,”
 Quoth this Sompnour. Right in this meane while
 This yeoman gan a little for to smile.
 

“Brother,” quoth he, “wilt thou that I thee tell?
 I am a fiend, my dwelling is in hell,
 And here I ride about my purchasing,
 To know where men will give me any thing.

1My purchase is th’ effect of all my rent1
1what I can gain is my
 Look how thou ridest for the same intent sole revenue1
 To winne good, thou reckest never how,
 Right so fare I, for ride will I now
 Into the worlde’s ende for a prey.”
 

“Ah,” quoth this Sompnour, “benedicite! what say y’?
 I weened ye were a yeoman truly. 1thought
 Ye have a manne’s shape as well as I
 Have ye then a figure determinate
 In helle, where ye be in your estate?”1
1at home
 “Nay, certainly,” quoth he, there have we none,
 But when us liketh we can take us one,
 Or elles make you seem1 that we be shape 1believe
 Sometime like a man, or like an ape;
 Or like an angel can I ride or go;
 It is no wondrous thing though it be so,
 A lousy juggler can deceive thee.
 And pardie, yet can I more craft1 than he.” 1skill, cunning
 “Why,” quoth the Sompnour, “ride ye then or gon
 In sundry shapes and not always in one?”
 “For we,” quoth he, “will us in such form make.
 As most is able our prey for to take.”
 “What maketh you to have all this labour?”
 “Full many a cause, leve Sir Sompnour,”
 Saide this fiend. “But all thing hath a time;
 The day is short and it is passed prime,
 And yet have I won nothing in this day;
 I will intend1 to winning, if I may, 1apply myself
 And not intend our thinges to declare:
 For, brother mine, thy wit is all too bare
 To understand, although I told them thee.

1But for1 thou askest why laboure we: 1because1
 For sometimes we be Godde’s instruments
 And meanes to do his commandements,
 When that him list, upon his creatures,
 In divers acts and in divers figures:
 Withoute him we have no might certain,
 If that him list to stande thereagain.1
1against it
 And sometimes, at our prayer have we leave
 Only the body, not the soul, to grieve:
 Witness on Job, whom that we did full woe,
 And sometimes have we might on both the two, — 
 This is to say, on soul and body eke,
 And sometimes be we suffer’d for to seek
 Upon a man and do his soul unrest
 And not his body, and all is for the best,
 When he withstandeth our temptation,
 It is a cause of his salvation,
 Albeit that it was not our intent
 He should be safe, but that we would him hent.1
1catch
 And sometimes be we servants unto man,
 As to the archbishop Saint Dunstan,
 And to th’apostle servant eke was I.”
 “Yet tell me,” quoth this Sompnour, “faithfully,
 Make ye you newe bodies thus alway
 Of th’ elements?” The fiend answered, “Nay:
 Sometimes we feign, and sometimes we arise
 With deade bodies, in full sundry wise,
 And speak as reas’nably, and fair, and well,
 As to the Pythoness did Samuel:
 And yet will some men say it was not he.
 I 1do no force of1 your divinity. 1set no value upon1
 But one thing warn I thee, I will not jape,1 jest
 Thou wilt 1algates weet1 how we be shape: 1assuredly know1
 Thou shalt hereafterward, my brother dear,
 Come, where thee needeth not of me to lear.1
1learn
 For thou shalt by thine own experience

1Conne in a chair to rede of this sentence,1
1learn to understand
 Better than Virgil, while he was alive, what I have said1
 Or Dante also.  Now let us ride blive,1
1briskly
 For I will holde company with thee,
 Till it be so that thou forsake me.”
 “Nay,” quoth this Sompnour, “that shall ne’er betide.
 I am a yeoman, that is known full wide;
 My trothe will I hold, as in this case;
 For though thou wert the devil Satanas,
 My trothe will I hold to thee, my brother,
 As I have sworn, and each of us to other,
 For to be true brethren in this case,
 And both we go 1abouten our purchase.1
1seeking what we
 Take thou thy part, what that men will thee give, may pick up1
 And I shall mine, thus may we bothe live.
 And if that any of us have more than other,
 Let him be true, and part it with his brother.”
 “I grante,” quoth the devil, “by my fay.”
 And with that word they rode forth their way,
 And right at th’ent’ring of the towne’s end,
 To which this Sompnour shope1 him for to wend,2
1shaped 2go
 They saw a cart, that charged was with hay,
 Which that a carter drove forth on his way.
 Deep was the way, for which the carte stood:
 The carter smote, and cried as he were wood,1
1mad
 “Heit Scot! heit Brok! what, spare ye for the stones?
 The fiend (quoth he) you fetch body and bones,
 As farforthly1 as ever ye were foal’d, 1sure
 So muche woe as I have with you tholed.1
1endured 
 The devil have all, horses, and cart, and hay.”
 The Sompnour said, “Here shall we have a prey,”
 And near the fiend he drew, 1as nought ne were,1
1as if nothing
 Full privily, and rowned1 in his ear: were the matter1
 “Hearken, my brother, hearken, by thy faith, 1whispered
 Hearest thou not, how that the carter saith?
 Hent1 it anon, for he hath giv’n it thee, 1seize
 Both hay and cart, and eke his capels1 three.” 1horses 
 “Nay,” quoth the devil, “God wot, never a deal,1 whit
 It is not his intent, trust thou me well;
 Ask him thyself, if thou not trowest1 me, 1believest
 Or elles stint1 a while and thou shalt see.” 1stop
 The carter thwack’d his horses on the croup,
 And they began to drawen and to stoop.
 “Heit now,” quoth he; “there, Jesus Christ you bless,
 And all his handiwork, both more and less!
 That was well twight,1 mine owen liart,2 boy, 1pulled 2grey
 I pray God save thy body, and Saint Loy!
 Now is my cart out of the slough, pardie.”
 “Lo, brother,” quoth the fiend, “what told I thee?
 Here may ye see, mine owen deare brother,
 The churl spake one thing, but he thought another.
 Let us go forth abouten our voyage;
 Here win I nothing upon this carriage.”
 

When that they came somewhat out of the town,
 This Sompnour to his brother gan to rown;
 “Brother,” quoth he, “here wons1 an old rebeck, 1dwells
 That had almost as lief to lose her neck.
 As for to give a penny of her good.
 I will have twelvepence, though that she be wood,1
1mad
 Or I will summon her to our office;
 And yet, God wot, of her know I no vice.
 But for thou canst not, as in this country,
 Winne thy cost, take here example of me.”
 This Sompnour clapped at the widow’s gate:
 “Come out,” he said, “thou olde very trate;1
1trot 
 I trow thou hast some friar or priest with thee.”
 “Who clappeth?” said this wife; “benedicite,
 God save you, Sir, what is your sweete will?”
 “I have,” quoth he, “of summons here a bill.
 Up1 pain of cursing, looke that thou be 1upon
 To-morrow before our archdeacon’s knee,
 To answer to the court of certain things.”
 “Now Lord,” quoth she, “Christ Jesus, king of kings,
 So wis1y1 helpe me, 1as I not may.1
1surely 1as I cannot1
 I have been sick, and that full many a day.
 I may not go so far,” quoth she, “nor ride,
 But I be dead, so pricketh it my side.
 May I not ask a libel, Sir Sompnour,
 And answer there by my procuratour
 To such thing as men would appose1 me?” 1accuse
 “Yes,” quoth this Sompnour, “pay anon, let see,
 Twelvepence to me, and I will thee acquit.
 I shall no profit have thereby but lit:1
1little
 My master hath the profit and not I.
 Come off, and let me ride hastily;
 Give me twelvepence, I may no longer tarry.”
 

“Twelvepence!” quoth she; “now lady Sainte Mary
 So wisly1 help me out of care and sin, 1surely
 This wide world though that I should it win,
 No have I not twelvepence within my hold.
 Ye know full well that I am poor and old;

1Kithe your almes1 upon me poor wretch.” 1show your charity1
 “Nay then,” quoth he, “the foule fiend me fetch,
 If I excuse thee, though thou should’st be spilt.”1
1ruined
 “Alas!” quoth she, “God wot, I have no guilt.”
 “Pay me,” quoth he, “or, by the sweet Saint Anne,
 As I will bear away thy newe pan
 For debte, which thou owest me of old, — 
 When that thou madest thine husband cuckold, — 
 I paid at home for thy correction.”
 “Thou liest,” quoth she, “by my salvation;
 Never was I ere now, widow or wife,
 Summon’d unto your court in all my life;
 Nor never I was but of my body true.
 Unto the devil rough and black of hue
 Give I thy body and my pan also.”
 And when the devil heard her curse so
 Upon her knees, he said in this mannere;
 “Now, Mabily, mine owen mother dear,
 Is this your will in earnest that ye say?”
 “The devil,” quoth she, “so fetch him ere he dey,1
1die
 And pan and all, but1 he will him repent.” 1unless
 “Nay, olde stoat,1 that is not mine intent,” 1polecat
 Quoth this Sompnour, “for to repente me
 For any thing that I have had of thee;
 I would I had thy smock and every cloth.”
 “Now, brother,” quoth the devil, “be not wroth;
 Thy body and this pan be mine by right.
 Thou shalt with me to helle yet tonight,
 Where thou shalt knowen of our privity1
1secrets
 More than a master of divinity.”
 

And with that word the foule fiend him hent.1
1seized
 Body and soul, he with the devil went,
 Where as the Sompnours have their heritage;
 And God, that maked after his image
 Mankinde, save and guide us all and some,
 And let this Sompnour a good man become.
 Lordings, I could have told you (quoth this Frere),
 Had I had leisure for this Sompnour here,
 After the text of Christ, and Paul, and John,
 And of our other doctors many a one,
 Such paines, that your heartes might agrise,1
1be horrified
 Albeit so, that no tongue may devise,1 — 1relate
 Though that I might a thousand winters tell, — 
 The pains of thilke1 cursed house of hell 1that
 But for to keep us from that cursed place
 Wake we, and pray we Jesus, of his grace,
 So keep us from the tempter, Satanas.
 Hearken this word, beware as in this case.
 The lion sits 1in his await1 alway 1on the watch1

 To slay the innocent, if that he may.
 Disposen aye your heartes to withstond
 The fiend that would you make thrall and bond;
 He may not tempte you over your might,
 For Christ will be your champion and your knight;
 And pray, that this our Sompnour him repent
 Of his misdeeds ere that the fiend him hent.1
1seize
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The Pardoner’s Tale
 

Geoffrey Chaucer (1340–1400)
 

Lordings (quoth he), in churche when I preach,
 I paine me to have an hautein1 speech, 1take pains 2loud 
 And ring it out, as round as doth a bell,
 For I know all by rote that I tell.
 My theme is always one, and ever was;
 Radix malorum est cupiditas.
 First I pronounce whence that I come,
 And then my bulles shew I all and some;
 Our liege lorde’s seal on my patent,
 That shew I first, 1my body to warrent,1
1for the protection
 That no man be so hardy, priest nor clerk, of my person1
 Me to disturb of Christe’s holy werk.
 And after that then tell I forth my tales.
 Bulles of popes, and of cardinales,
 Of patriarchs, and of bishops I shew,
 And in Latin I speak a wordes few,
 To savour with my predication,
 And for to stir men to devotion
 Then show I forth my longe crystal stones,
 Y-crammed fall of cloutes1 and of bones; 1rags, fragments
 Relics they be, as 1weene they1 each one. 1as my listeners think1
 Then have I in latoun1 a shoulder-bone 1brass
 Which that was of a holy Jewe’s sheep.
 “Good men,” say I, “take of my wordes keep;1
1heed
 If that this bone be wash’d in any well,
 If cow, or calf, or sheep, or oxe swell,
 That any worm hath eat, or worm y-stung,
 Take water of that well, and wash his tongue,
 And it is whole anon; and farthermore
 Of pockes, and of scab, and every sore
 Shall every sheep be whole, that of this well
 Drinketh a draught; take keep1 of that I tell. 1heed
 

“If that the goodman, that the beastes oweth,1
1owneth
 Will every week, ere that the cock him croweth,
 Fasting, y-drinken of this well a draught,
 As thilke holy Jew our elders taught,
 His beastes and his store shall multiply.
 And, Sirs, also it healeth jealousy;
 For though a man be fall’n in jealous rage,
 Let make with this water his pottage,
 And never shall he more his wife mistrist,1
1mistrust

1Though he the sooth of her defaulte wist;1
1though he truly
 All had she taken priestes two or three.  knew her sin1
 Here is a mittain1 eke, that ye may see; 1glove, mitten
 He that his hand will put in this mittain,
 He shall have multiplying of his grain,
 When he hath sowen, be it wheat or oats,
 So that he offer pence, or elles groats.
 And, men and women, one thing warn I you;
 If any wight be in this churche now
 That hath done sin horrible, so that he
 Dare not for shame of it y-shriven1 be; 1confessed
 Or any woman, be she young or old,
 That hath y-made her husband cokewold,1
1cuckold
 Such folk shall have no power nor no grace
 To offer to my relics in this place.
 And whoso findeth him out of such blame,
 He will come up and offer in God’s name;
 And I assoil1 him by the authority 1absolve
 Which that by bull y-granted was to me.”
 

By this gaud1 have I wonne year by year 1jest, trick
 A hundred marks, since I was pardonere.
 I stande like a clerk in my pulpit,
 And when the lewed1 people down is set, 1ignorant
 I preache so as ye have heard before,
 And telle them a hundred japes1 more. 1jests, deceits
 Then pain I me to stretche forth my neck,
 And east and west upon the people I beck,
 As doth a dove, sitting on a bern;1
1barn
 My handes and my tongue go so yern,1
1briskly
 That it is joy to see my business.
 Of avarice and of such cursedness1
1wickedness
 Is all my preaching, for to make them free
 To give their pence, and namely1 unto me. 1especially
 For mine intent is not but for to win,
 And nothing for correction of sin.
 I recke never, when that they be buried,
 Though that their soules go a blackburied.
 For certes 1many a predication 1preaching is often inspired
 Cometh oft-time of evil intention;1 by evil motives1
 Some for pleasance of folk, and flattery,
 To be advanced by hypocrisy;
 And some for vainglory, and some for hate.
 For, when I dare not otherwise debate,
 Then will I sting him with my tongue smart1
1sharply
 In preaching, so that he shall not astart1
1escape
 To be defamed falsely, if that he
 Hath trespass’d1 to my brethren or to me. 1offended
 For, though I telle not his proper name,
 Men shall well knowe that it is the same
 By signes, and by other circumstances.
 Thus 1quite I1 folk that do us displeasances: 1I am revenged on1
 Thus spit I out my venom, under hue
 Of holiness, to seem holy and true.
 But, shortly mine intent I will devise,
 I preach of nothing but of covetise.
 Therefore my theme is yet, and ever was, — 
 Radix malorum est cupiditas. 
 Thus can I preach against the same vice
 Which that I use, and that is avarice.
 But though myself be guilty in that sin,
 Yet can I maken other folk to twin1
1depart
 From avarice, and sore them repent.
 But that is not my principal intent;
 I preache nothing but for covetise.
 Of this mattere it ought enough suffice.
 Then tell I them examples many a one,
 Of olde stories longe time gone;
 For lewed1 people love tales old; 1unlearned
 Such thinges can they well report and hold.
 What? trowe ye, that whiles I may preach
 And winne gold and silver for1 I teach, 1because
 That I will live in povert’ wilfully?
 Nay, nay, I thought it never truely.
 For I will preach and beg in sundry lands;
 I will not do no labour with mine hands,
 Nor make baskets for to live thereby,
 Because I will not beggen idlely.
 I will none of the apostles counterfeit;1
1imitate (in poverty)
 I will have money, wool, and cheese, and wheat,
 All1 were it given of the poorest page, 1even if
 Or of the pooreste widow in a village:
 All should her children sterve1 for famine. 1die
 Nay, I will drink the liquor of the vine,
 And have a jolly wench in every town.
 But hearken, lordings, in conclusioun;
 Your liking is, that I shall tell a tale
 Now I have drunk a draught of corny ale,
 By God, I hope I shall you tell a thing
 That shall by reason be to your liking;
 For though myself be a full vicious man,
 A moral tale yet I you telle can,
 Which I am wont to preache, for to win.
 Now hold your peace, my tale I will begin.
 

In Flanders whilom was a company
 Of younge folkes, that haunted folly,
 As riot, hazard, stewes,1 and taverns; 1brothels
 Where as with lutes, harpes, and giterns,1
1guitars
 They dance and play at dice both day and night,
 And eat also, and drink over their might;
 Through which they do the devil sacrifice
 Within the devil’s temple, in cursed wise,
 By superfluity abominable.
 Their oathes be so great and so damnable,
 That it is grisly1 for to hear them swear. 1dreadful 
 Our blissful Lorde’s body they to-tear;1
1tore to pieces 
 Them thought the Jewes rent him not enough,
 And each of them at other’s sinne lough.1
1laughed
 And right anon in come tombesteres 
 Fetis1 and small, and younge fruitesteres.2
1dainty 2fruit-girls
 Singers with harpes, baudes,1 waferers,2
1revellers 2cake-sellers
 Which be the very devil’s officers,
 To kindle and blow the fire of lechery,
 That is annexed unto gluttony.
 The Holy Writ take I to my witness,
 That luxury is in wine and drunkenness. 
 Lo, how that drunken Lot unkindely1
1unnaturally
 Lay by his daughters two unwittingly,
 So drunk he was he knew not what he wrought.
 Herodes, who so well the stories sought, 
 When he of wine replete was at his feast,
 Right at his owen table gave his hest1
1command
 To slay the Baptist John full guilteless.
 Seneca saith a good word, doubteless:
 He saith he can no difference find
 Betwixt a man that is out of his mind,
 And a man whiche that is drunkelew:1
1a drunkard 
 But that woodness,1 y-fallen in a shrew,1
1madness 2one evil-tempered
 Persevereth longer than drunkenness.
 

O gluttony, full of all cursedness;
 O cause first of our confusion,
 Original of our damnation,
 Till Christ had bought us with his blood again!
 Looke, how deare, shortly for to sayn,
 Abought1 was first this cursed villainy: 1atoned for
 Corrupt was all this world for gluttony.
 Adam our father, and his wife also,
 From Paradise, to labour and to woe,
 Were driven for that vice, it is no dread.1
1doubt
 For while that Adam fasted, as I read,
 He was in Paradise; and when that he
 Ate of the fruit defended1 of the tree, 1forbidden 
 Anon he was cast out to woe and pain.
 O gluttony! well ought us on thee plain.
 Oh! wist a man how many maladies
 Follow of excess and of gluttonies,
 He woulde be the more measurable1
1moderate
 Of his diete, sitting at his table.
 Alas! the shorte throat, the tender mouth,
 Maketh that east and west, and north and south,
 In earth, in air, in water, men do swink1
1labour
 To get a glutton dainty meat and drink.
 Of this mattere, O Paul! well canst thou treat
 Meat unto womb,1 and womb eke unto meat, 1belly
 Shall God destroye both, as Paulus saith. 
 Alas! a foul thing is it, by my faith,
 To say this word, and fouler is the deed,
 When man so drinketh of the 1white and red,1
1i.e. wine1
 That of his throat he maketh his privy
 Through thilke cursed superfluity
 The apostle saith,  weeping full piteously,
 There walk many, of which you told have I, — 
 I say it now weeping with piteous voice, — 
 That they be enemies of Christe’s crois;1
1cross
 Of which the end is death; womb1 is their God. 1belly
 O womb, O belly, stinking is thy cod,1
1bag 
 Full fill’d of dung and of corruptioun;
 At either end of thee foul is the soun.
 How great labour and cost is thee to find!1
1supply
 These cookes how they stamp, and strain, and grind,
 And turne substance into accident,
 To fulfill all thy likerous talent!
 Out of the harde bones knocke they
 The marrow, for they caste naught away
 That may go through the gullet soft and swoot1
1sweet
 Of spicery and leaves, of bark and root,
 Shall be his sauce y-maked by delight,
 To make him have a newer appetite.
 But, certes, he that haunteth such delices
 Is dead while that he liveth in those vices.
 

A lecherous thing is wine, and drunkenness
 Is full of striving and of wretchedness.
 O drunken man! disfgur’d is thy face,
 Sour is thy breath, foul art thou to embrace:
 And through thy drunken nose sowneth the soun’,
 As though thous saidest aye, Samsoun! Samsoun!
 And yet, God wot, Samson drank never wine.
 Thou fallest as it were a sticked swine;
 Thy tongue is lost, and all thine honest cure;1
1care
 For drunkenness is very sepulture1
1tomb
 Of manne’s wit and his discretion.
 In whom that drink hath domination,
 He can no counsel keep, it is no dread.1
1doubt
 Now keep you from the white and from the red,
 And namely1 from the white wine of Lepe, 1especially
 That is to sell in Fish Street  and in Cheap.
 This wine of Spaine creepeth subtilly — 
 In other wines growing faste by,
 Of which there riseth such fumosity,
 That when a man hath drunken draughtes three,
 And weeneth that he be at home in Cheap,
 He is in Spain, right at the town of Lepe,
 Not at the Rochelle, nor at Bourdeaux town;
 And thenne will he say, Samsoun! Samsoun!
 But hearken, lordings, one word, I you pray,
 That all the sovreign actes, dare I say,
 Of victories in the Old Testament,
 Through very God that is omnipotent,
 Were done in abstinence and in prayere:
 Look in the Bible, and there ye may it lear.1
1learn
 Look, Attila, the greate conqueror,
 Died in his sleep,  with shame and dishonour,
 Bleeding aye at his nose in drunkenness:
 A captain should aye live in soberness
 And o’er all this, advise1 you right well 1consider, bethink
 What was commanded unto Lemuel; 
 Not Samuel, but Lemuel, say I.
 Reade the Bible, and find it expressly
 Of wine giving to them that have justice.
 No more of this, for it may well suffice.
 

And, now that I have spoke of gluttony,
 Now will I you 1defende hazardry.1
1forbid gambling1
 Hazard is very mother of leasings,1
1lies
 And of deceit, and cursed forswearings:
 Blasphem’ of Christ, manslaughter, and waste also
 Of chattel1 and of time; and furthermo’ 1property
 It is repreve,1 and contrar’ of honour, 1reproach
 For to be held a common hazardour.
 And ever the higher he is of estate,
 The more he is holden desolate.1
1undone, worthless
 If that a prince use hazardry,
 In alle governance and policy
 He is, as by common opinion,
 Y-hold the less in reputation.
 

Chilon, that was a wise ambassador,
 Was sent to Corinth with full great honor
 From Lacedemon,  to make alliance;
 And when he came, it happen’d him, by chance,
 That all the greatest that were of that land,
 Y-playing atte hazard he them fand.1
1found
 For which, as soon as that it mighte be,
 He stole him home again to his country
 And saide there, “I will not lose my name,
 Nor will I take on me so great diffame,1
1reproach
 You to ally unto no hazardors.1
1gamblers
 Sende some other wise ambassadors,
 For, by my troth, me were lever1 die, 1rather
 Than I should you to hazardors ally.
 For ye, that be so glorious in honours,
 Shall not ally you to no hazardours,
 As by my will, nor as by my treaty.”
 This wise philosopher thus said he.
 Look eke how to the King Demetrius
 The King of Parthes, as the book saith us,
 Sent him a pair of dice of gold in scorn,
 For he had used hazard therebeforn:
 For which he held his glory and renown
 At no value or reputatioun.
 Lordes may finden other manner play
 Honest enough to drive the day away.
 

Now will I speak of oathes false and great
 A word or two, as olde bookes treat.
 Great swearing is a thing abominable,
 And false swearing is more reprovable.
 The highe God forbade swearing at all;
 Witness on Matthew:  but in special
 Of swearing saith the holy Jeremie, 
 Thou thalt swear sooth thine oathes, and not lie:
 And swear in doom1 and eke in righteousness; 1judgement
 But idle swearing is a cursedness.1
1wickedness
 Behold and see, there in the firste table
 Of highe Godde’s hestes1 honourable, 1commandments
 How that the second best of him is this,
 Take not my name in idle1 or amiss. 1in vain
 Lo, rather1 he forbiddeth such swearing, 1sooner
 Than homicide, or many a cursed thing;
 I say that as by order thus it standeth;
 This knoweth he that his hests1 understandeth, 1commandments
 How that the second hest of God is that.
 And farthermore, I will thee tell all plat,1
1flatly, plainly
 That vengeance shall not parte from his house,
 That of his oathes is outrageous.
 “By Godde’s precious heart, and by his nails, 
 And by the blood of Christ, that is in Hailes, 
 Seven is my chance, and thine is cinque and trey:
 By Godde’s armes, if thou falsely play,
 This dagger shall throughout thine hearte go.”
 This fruit comes of the 1bicched bones two,1
1two cursed bones (dice)1
 Forswearing, ire, falseness, and homicide.
 Now, for the love of Christ that for us died,
 Leave your oathes, bothe great and smale.
 But, Sirs, now will I ell you forth my tale.
 

These riotoures three, of which I tell,
 Long 1erst than1 prime rang of any bell, 1before
 Were set them in a tavern for to drink;
 And as they sat, they heard a belle clink
 Before a corpse, was carried to the grave.
 That one of them gan calle to his knave,1
1servant
 “Go bet,”  quoth he, “and aske readily
 What corpse is this, that passeth here forth by;
 And look that thou report his name well.”
 “Sir,” quoth the boy, “it needeth never a deal;1
1whit
 It was me told ere ye came here two hours;
 He was, pardie, an old fellow of yours,
 And suddenly he was y-slain to-night;
 Fordrunk1 as he sat on his bench upright, 1completely drunk
 There came a privy thief, men clepe Death,
 That in this country all the people slay’th,
 And with his spear he smote his heart in two,
 And went his way withoute wordes mo’.
 He hath a thousand slain this pestilence;
 And, master, ere you come in his presence,
 Me thinketh that it were full necessary
 For to beware of such an adversary;
 Be ready for to meet him evermore.
 Thus taughte me my dame; I say no more.”
 “By Sainte Mary,” said the tavernere,
 “The child saith sooth, for he hath slain this year,
 Hence ov’r a mile, within a great village,
 Both man and woman, child, and hind, and page;
 I trow his habitation be there;
 To be advised1 great wisdom it were, 1watchful, on one’s guard
 Ere1 that he did a man a dishonour.” 1lest
 

“Yea, Godde’s armes,” quoth this riotour,
 “Is it such peril with him for to meet?
 I shall him seek, by stile and eke by street.
 I make a vow, by Godde’s digne1 bones.” 1worthy
 Hearken, fellows, we three be alle ones:1
1at one
 Let each of us hold up his hand to other,
 And each of us become the other’s brother,
 And we will slay this false traitor Death;
 He shall be slain, he that so many slay’th,
 By Godde’s dignity, ere it be night.”
 Together have these three their trothe plight
 To live and die each one of them for other
 As though he were his owen sworen brother.
 And up they start, all drunken, in this rage,
 And forth they go towardes that village
 Of which the taverner had spoke beforn,
 And many a grisly1 oathe have they sworn, 1dreadful
 And Christe’s blessed body they to-rent;1
1tore to pieces 
 “Death shall be dead, if that we may him hent.”1
1catch
 When they had gone not fully half a mile,
 Right as they would have trodden o’er a stile,
 An old man and a poore with them met.
 This olde man full meekely them gret,1
1greeted
 And saide thus; “Now, lordes, God you see!”1
1look on graciously
 The proudest of these riotoures three
 Answer’d again; “What? churl, with sorry grace,
 Why art thou all forwrapped1 save thy face? 1closely wrapt up
 Why livest thou so long in so great age?”
 This olde man gan look on his visage,
 And saide thus; “For that I cannot find
 A man, though that I walked unto Ind,
 Neither in city, nor in no village go,
 That woulde change his youthe for mine age;
 And therefore must I have mine age still
 As longe time as it is Godde’s will.
 And Death, alas! he will not have my life.
 Thus walk I like a resteless caitife,1
1miserable wretch
 And on the ground, which is my mother’s gate,
 I knocke with my staff, early and late,
 And say to her, ‘Leve1 mother, let me in. 1dear
 Lo, how I wane, flesh, and blood, and skin;
 Alas! when shall my bones be at rest?
 Mother, with you I woulde change my chest,
 That in my chamber longe time hath be,
 Yea, for an hairy clout to 1wrap in me.’1
1wrap myself in1
 But yet to me she will not do that grace,
 For which fall pale and welked1 is my face. 1withered
 But, Sirs, to you it is no courtesy
 To speak unto an old man villainy,
 But1 he trespass in word or else in deed. 1except
 In Holy Writ ye may yourselves read;
 ‘Against1 an old man, hoar upon his head, 1to meet
 Ye should arise:’ therefore I you rede,1
1advise
 Ne do unto an old man no harm now,
 No more than ye would a man did you
 In age, if that ye may so long abide.
 And God be with you, whether ye go or ride
 I must go thither as I have to go.”
 

“Nay, olde churl, by God thou shalt not so,”
 Saide this other hazardor anon;
 “Thou partest not so lightly, by Saint John.
 Thou spakest right now of that traitor Death,
 That in this country all our friendes slay’th;
 Have here my troth, as thou art his espy;1
1spy
 Tell where he is, or thou shalt it abie,1
1suffer for
 By God and by the holy sacrament;
 For soothly thou art one of his assent
 To slay us younge folk, thou false thief.”
 “Now, Sirs,” quoth he, “if it be you so lief1
1desire
 To finde Death, turn up this crooked way,
 For in that grove I left him, by my fay,
 Under a tree, and there he will abide;
 Nor for your boast he will him nothing hide.
 See ye that oak? right there ye shall him find.
 God save you, that bought again mankind,
 And you amend!” Thus said this olde man;
 And evereach of these riotoures ran,
 Till they came to the tree, and there they found
 Of florins fine, of gold y-coined round,
 Well nigh a seven bushels, as them thought.
 No longer as then after Death they sought;
 But each of them so glad was of the sight,
 For that the florins were so fair and bright,
 That down they sat them by the precious hoard.
 The youngest of them spake the firste word:
 “Brethren,” quoth he, “1take keep1 what I shall say; 1heed1
 My wit is great, though that I bourde1 and play 1joke, frolic
 This treasure hath Fortune unto us given
 In mirth and jollity our life to liven;
 And lightly as it comes, so will we spend.
 Hey! Godde’s precious dignity! who wend1
1weened, thought
 Today that we should have so fair a grace?
 But might this gold he carried from this place
 Home to my house, or elles unto yours
 (For well I wot that all this gold is ours),
 Then were we in high felicity.
 But truely by day it may not be;
 Men woulde say that we were thieves strong,
 And for our owen treasure do us hong.1
1have us hanged
 This treasure muste carried be by night,
 As wisely and as slily as it might.
 Wherefore I rede,1 that cut2 among us all 1advise 2lots
 We draw, and let see where the cut will fall:
 And he that hath the cut, with hearte blithe
 Shall run unto the town, and that full swithe,1
1quickly
 And bring us bread and wine full privily:
 And two of us shall keepe subtilly
 This treasure well: and if he will not tarry,
 When it is night, we will this treasure carry,
 By one assent, where as us thinketh best.”
 Then one of them the cut brought in his fist,
 And bade them draw, and look where it would fall;
 And it fell on the youngest of them all;
 And forth toward the town he went anon.
 And all so soon as that he was y-gone,
 The one of them spake thus unto the other;
 “Thou knowest well that thou art my sworn brother,

1Thy profit1 will I tell thee right anon. 1what is for thine
 Thou knowest well that our fellow is gone, advantage1
 And here is gold, and that full great plenty,
 That shall departed1 he among us three. 1divided
 But natheless, if I could shape1 it so 1contrive
 That it departed were among us two,
 Had I not done a friende’s turn to thee?”
 Th’ other answer’d, “I n’ot1 how that may be; 1know not
 He knows well that the gold is with us tway.
 What shall we do? what shall we to him say?”
 “Shall it be counsel?”1 said the firste shrew;2
1secret 2wretch
 “And I shall tell to thee in wordes few
 What we shall do, and bring it well about.”
 “I grante,” quoth the other, “out of doubt,
 That by my truth I will thee not bewray.”1
1betray
 “Now,” quoth the first, “thou know’st well we be tway,
 And two of us shall stronger be than one.
 Look; when that he is set,1 thou right anon 1sat down
 Arise, as though thou wouldest with him play;
 And I shall rive1 him through the sides tway, 1stab
 While that thou strugglest with him as in game;
 And with thy dagger look thou do the same.
 And then shall all this gold departed1 be, 1divided
 My deare friend, betwixte thee and me:
 Then may we both our lustes1 all fulfil, 1pleasures
 And play at dice right at our owen will.”
 And thus accorded1 be these shrewes2 tway 1agreed 2wretches
 To slay the third, as ye have heard me say.
 

The youngest, which that wente to the town,
 Full oft in heart he rolled up and down
 The beauty of these florins new and bright.
 “O Lord!” quoth he, “if so were that I might
 Have all this treasure to myself alone,
 There is no man that lives under the throne
 Of God, that shoulde have so merry as I.”
 And at the last the fiend our enemy
 Put in his thought, that he should poison buy,
 With which he mighte slay his fellows twy.1
1two
 For why, the fiend found him 1in such living,1
1leading such a
 That he had leave to sorrow him to bring. (bad) life1
 For this was utterly his full intent
 To slay them both, and never to repent.
 And forth he went, no longer would he tarry,
 Into the town to an apothecary,
 And prayed him that he him woulde sell
 Some poison, that he might 1his rattes quell,1
1kill his rats1
 And eke there was a polecat in his haw,1
1farm-yard, hedge 
 That, as he said, his eapons had y-slaw:1
1slain
 And fain he would him wreak,1 if that he might, 1revenge
 Of vermin that destroyed him by night.
 Th’apothecary answer’d, “Thou shalt have
 A thing, as wisly1 God my soule save, 1surely
 In all this world there is no creature
 That eat or drank hath of this confecture,
 Not but the mountance1 of a corn of wheat, 1amount
 That he shall not his life 1anon forlete;1
1immediately lay down1
 Yea, sterve1 he shall, and that in lesse while 1die
 Than thou wilt go 1apace1 nought but a mile: 1quickly1
 This poison is so strong and violent.”
 This cursed man hath in his hand y-hent1
1taken
 This poison in a box, and swift he ran
 Into the nexte street, unto a man,
 And borrow’d of him large bottles three;
 And in the two the poison poured he;
 The third he kepte clean for his own drink,
 For all the night he shope him1 for to swink2
1purposed 2labour
 In carrying off the gold out of that place.
 And when this riotour, with sorry grace,
 Had fill’d with wine his greate bottles three,
 

To his fellows again repaired he.
 What needeth it thereof to sermon1 more? 1talk, discourse
 For, right as they had cast1 his death before, 1plotted
 Right so they have him slain, and that anon.
 And when that this was done, thus spake the one;
 “Now let us sit and drink, and make us merry,
 And afterward we will his body bury.”
 And with that word it happen’d him 1par cas1
1by chance
 To take the bottle where the poison was,
 And drank, and gave his fellow drink also,
 For which anon they sterved1 both the two. 1died
 But certes I suppose that Avicen
 Wrote never in no canon, nor no fen, 
 More wondrous signes of empoisoning,
 Than had these wretches two ere their ending.
 Thus ended be these homicides two,
 And eke the false empoisoner also.
 

O cursed sin, full of all cursedness!
 O trait’rous homicide! O wickedness!
 O glutt’ny, luxury, and hazardry!
 Thou blasphemer of Christ with villany,1
1outrage, impiety
 And oathes great, of usage and of pride!
 Alas! mankinde, how may it betide,
 That to thy Creator, which that thee wrought,
 And with his precious hearte-blood thee bought,
 Thou art so false and so unkind,1 alas! 1unnatural
 Now, good men, God forgive you your trespass,
 And ware1 you from the sin of avarice. 1keep
 Mine holy pardon may you all warice,1
1heal
 So that ye offer 1nobles or sterlings,1
1gold or silver coins1
 Or elles silver brooches, spoons, or rings.
 Bowe your head under this holy bull.
 Come up, ye wives, and offer of your will;
 Your names I enter in my roll anon;
 Into the bliss of heaven shall ye gon;
 I you assoil1 by mine high powere, 1absolve 
 You that will offer, as clean and eke as clear
 As ye were born. Lo, Sires, thus I preach;
 And Jesus Christ, that is our soules’ leech,1
1healer
 So grante you his pardon to receive;
 For that is best, I will not deceive.
 

But, Sirs, one word forgot I in my tale;
 I have relics and pardon in my mail,
 As fair as any man in Engleland,
 Which were me given by the Pope’s hand.
 If any of you will of devotion
 Offer, and have mine absolution,
 Come forth anon, and kneele here adown
 And meekely receive my pardoun.
 Or elles take pardon, as ye wend,1
1go
 All new and fresh at every towne’s end,
 So that ye offer, always new and new,
 Nobles or pence which that be good and true.
 ’Tis an honour to evereach1 that is here, 1each one
 That ye have a suffisant1 pardonere 1suitable
 T’assoile1 you in country as ye ride, 1absolve
 For aventures which that may betide.
 Paraventure there may fall one or two
 Down of his horse, and break his neck in two.
 Look, what a surety is it to you all,
 That I am in your fellowship y-fall,
 That may assoil1 you bothe 1more and lass,1
1absolve
 When that the soul shall from the body pass. 1great and small1
 I rede1 that our Hoste shall begin, 1advise
 For he is most enveloped in sin.
 Come forth, Sir Host, and offer first anon,
 And thou shalt kiss; the relics every one,
 Yea, for a groat; unbuckle anon thy purse.
 

“Nay, nay,” quoth he, “then have I Christe’s curse!
 Let be,” quoth he, “it shall not be, 1so the’ch.1
1so may I thrive1
 Thou wouldest make me kiss thine olde breech,
 And swear it were a relic of a saint,
 Though it were with thy 1fundament depaint’.1
1stained by your bottom1
 But, by the cross which that Saint Helen fand,1
1found 
 I would I had thy coilons1 in mine hand, 1testicles
 Instead of relics, or of sanctuary.
 Let cut them off, I will thee help them carry;
 They shall be shrined in a hogge’s turd.”
 The Pardoner answered not one word;
 So wroth he was, no worde would he say.
 

“Now,” quoth our Host, “I will no longer play
 With thee, nor with none other angry man.”
 But right anon the worthy Knight began
 (When that he saw that all the people lough1), 1laughed
 “No more of this, for it is right enough.
 Sir Pardoner, be merry and glad of cheer;
 And ye, Sir Host, that be to me so dear,
 I pray you that ye kiss the Pardoner;
 And, Pardoner, I pray thee draw thee ner,1
1nearer
 And as we didde, let us laugh and play.”
 Anon they kiss’d, and rode forth their way.
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The Nun’s Priest’s Tale
 

Geoffrey Chaucer (1340–1400)
 

A poor widow, 1somedeal y-stept1 in age, 1somewhat advanced1
 Was whilom dwelling in a poor cottage,
 Beside a grove, standing in a dale.
 This widow, of which I telle you my tale,
 Since thilke day that she was last a wife,
 In patience led a full simple life,
 For little was 1her chattel and her rent.1
1her goods and her income1
 By husbandry1 of such as God her sent, 1thrifty management
 She found1 herself, and eke her daughters two. 1maintained
 Three large sowes had she, and no mo’;
 Three kine, and eke a sheep that highte Mall.
 Full sooty was her bow’r,1 and eke her hall, 1chamber
 In which she ate full many a slender meal.
 Of poignant sauce knew she never a deal.1
1whit
 No dainty morsel passed through her throat;
 Her diet was 1accordant to her cote.1
1in keeping with her cottage1
 Repletion her made never sick;
 Attemper1 diet was all her physic, 1moderate
 And exercise, and 1hearte’s suffisance.1
1contentment of heart1
 The goute 1let her nothing for to dance,1
1did not prevent her
 Nor apoplexy shente1 not her head. from dancing1
1hurt
 No wine drank she, neither white nor red:
 Her board was served most with white and black,
 Milk and brown bread, in which she found no lack,
 Seind1 bacon, and sometimes an egg or tway; 1singed
 For she was as it were 1a manner dey.1
1kind of day labourer1

 A yard she had, enclosed all about
 With stickes, and a drye ditch without,
 In which she had a cock, hight Chanticleer;
 In all the land of crowing 1n’as his peer.1
1was not his equal1
 His voice was merrier than the merry orgon,1
1organ 
 On masse days that in the churches gon.
 Well sickerer1 was his crowing in his lodge, 1more punctual1
 Than is a clock, or an abbay horloge.1
1clock 
 By nature he knew each ascension
 Of th’ equinoctial in thilke town;
 For when degrees fiftene were ascended,
 Then crew he, that it might not be amended.
 His comb was redder than the fine coral,
 Embattell’d  as it were a castle wall.
 His bill was black, and as the jet it shone;
 Like azure were his legges and his tone;1
1toes
 His nailes whiter than the lily flow’r,
 And like the burnish’d gold was his colour,
 This gentle cock had in his governance
 Sev’n hennes, for to do all his pleasance,
 Which were his sisters and his paramours,
 And wondrous like to him as of colours.
 Of which the fairest-hued in the throat
 Was called Damoselle Partelote,
 Courteous she was, discreet, and debonair,
 And companiable,1 and bare herself so fair, 1sociable
 Since the day that she sev’n night was old,
 That truely she had the heart in hold
 Of Chanticleer, locked in every lith;1
1limb
 He lov’d her so, that well was him therewith,
 But such a joy it was to hear them sing,
 When that the brighte sunne gan to spring,
 In sweet accord, 1”My lefe is fare in land.”1  1my love is
 For, at that time, as I have understand, gone abroad1
 Beastes and birdes coulde speak and sing.
 

And so befell, that in a dawening,
 As Chanticleer among his wives all
 Sat on his perche, that was in the hall,
 And next him sat this faire Partelote,
 This Chanticleer gan groanen in his throat,
 As man that in his dream is dretched1 sore, 1oppressed
 And when that Partelote thus heard him roar,
 She was aghast,1 and saide, “Hearte dear, 1afraid
 What aileth you to groan in this mannere?
 Ye be a very sleeper, fy for shame!”
 And he answer’d and saide thus; “Madame,
 I pray you that ye take it not agrief;1
1amiss, in umbrage
 By God, 1me mette1 I was in such mischief,2
1I dreamed1
2trouble
 Right now, that yet mine heart is sore affright’.
 Now God,” quoth he, “my sweven1 read aright 1dream, vision.
 And keep my body out of foul prisoun.

1Me mette,1 how that I roamed up and down 1I dreamed1
 Within our yard, where as I saw a beast
 Was like an hound, and would have 1made arrest1
1siezed1
 Upon my body, and would have had me dead.
 His colour was betwixt yellow and red;
 And tipped was his tail, and both his ears,
 With black, unlike the remnant of his hairs.
 His snout was small, with glowing eyen tway;
 Yet of his look almost for fear I dey;1
1died
 This caused me my groaning, doubteless.”
 

“Away,”  quoth she, “fy on you, hearteless!1
1coward
 Alas!” quoth she, “for, by that God above!
 Now have ye lost my heart and all my love;
 I cannot love a coward, by my faith.
 For certes, what so any woman saith,
 We all desiren, if it mighte be,
 To have husbandes hardy, wise, and free,
 And secret,1 and no niggard nor no fool, 1discreet
 Nor him that is aghast1 of every tool,2
1afraid 2rag, trifle
 Nor no avantour,1 by that God above! 1braggart
 How durste ye for shame say to your love
 That anything might make you afear’d?
 Have ye no manne’s heart, and have a beard?
 Alas! and can ye be aghast of swevenes?1
1dreams
 Nothing but vanity, God wot, in sweven is,
 Swevens 1engender of repletions,1
1are caused by over-eating1
 And oft of fume,1 and of complexions, 1drunkenness
 When humours be too abundant in a wight.
 Certes this dream, which ye have mette tonight,
 Cometh of the great supefluity
 Of youre rede cholera,1 pardie, 1bile
 Which causeth folk to dreaden in their dreams
 Of arrows, and of fire with redde beams,
 Of redde beastes, that they will them bite,
 Of conteke,1 and of whelpes great and lite;2
1contention 2little
 Right as the humour of melancholy
 Causeth full many a man in sleep to cry,
 For fear of bulles, or of beares blake,
 Or elles that black devils will them take,
 Of other humours could I tell also,
 That worke many a man in sleep much woe;
 That I will pass as lightly as I can.
 Lo, Cato, which that was so wise a man,
 Said he not thus, 1’Ne do no force of1 dreams,’ 1attach no weight to1
 Now, Sir,” quoth she, “when we fly from these beams,
 For Godde’s love, as take some laxatife;
 On peril of my soul, and of my life,
 I counsel you the best, I will not lie,
 That both of choler, and melancholy,
 Ye purge you; and, for ye shall not tarry,
 Though in this town is no apothecary,
 I shall myself two herbes teache you,
 That shall be for your health, and for your prow;1
1profit
 And in our yard the herbes shall I find,
 The which have of their property by kind1
1nature
 To purge you beneath, and eke above.
 Sire, forget not this for Godde’s love;
 Ye be full choleric of complexion;
 Ware that the sun, in his ascension,
 You finde not replete of humours hot;
 And if it do, I dare well lay a groat,
 That ye shall have a fever tertiane,
 Or else an ague, that may be your bane,
 A day or two ye shall have digestives
 Of wormes, ere ye take your laxatives,
 Of laurel, centaury,  and fumeterere, 
 Or else of elder-berry, that groweth there,
 Of catapuce,  or of the gaitre-berries, 
 Or herb ivy growing in our yard, that merry is:
 Pick them right as they grow, and eat them in,
 Be merry, husband, for your father’s kin;
 Dreade no dream; I can say you no more.”
 

“Madame,” quoth he, “grand mercy of your lore,
 But natheless, as touching 1Dan Catoun,1
1Cato
 That hath of wisdom such a great renown,
 Though that he bade no dreames for to dread,
 By God, men may in olde bookes read
 Of many a man more of authority
 Than ever Cato was, so may I the,1
1thrive
 That all the reverse say of his sentence,1
1opinion
 And have well founden by experience
 That dreames be significations
 As well of joy, as tribulations
 That folk enduren in this life present.
 There needeth make of this no argument;
 The very preve1 sheweth it indeed. 1trial, experience
 One of the greatest authors that men read 
 Saith thus, that whilom two fellowes went
 On pilgrimage in a full good intent;
 And happen’d so, they came into a town
 Where there was such a congregatioun
 Of people, and eke so 1strait of herbergage,1
1without lodging1
 That they found not as much as one cottage
 In which they bothe might y-lodged be:
 Wherefore they musten of necessity,
 As for that night, departe company;
 And each of them went to his hostelry,1
1inn
 And took his lodging as it woulde fall.
 The one of them was lodged in a stall,
 Far in a yard, with oxen of the plough;
 That other man was lodged well enow,
 As was his aventure, or his fortune,
 That us governeth all, as in commune.
 And so befell, that, long ere it were day,
 This man mette1 in his bed, there: as he lay, 1dreamed
 How that his fellow gan upon him call,
 And said, ‘Alas! for in an ox’s stall
 This night shall I be murder’d, where I lie
 Now help me, deare brother, or I die;
 In alle haste come to me,’ he said.
 This man out of his sleep for fear abraid;1
1started
 But when that he was wak’d out of his sleep,
 He turned him, and 1took of this no keep;1
1paid this no attention1
 He thought his dream was but a vanity.
 Thus twies1 in his sleeping dreamed he, 1twice
 And at the thirde time yet his fellaw again
 Came, as he thought, and said, ‘I am now slaw;1
1slain
 Behold my bloody woundes, deep and wide.
 Arise up early, in the morning, tide,
 And at the west gate of the town,’ quoth he,
 ‘A carte full of dung there shalt: thou see,
 In which my body is hid privily.
 Do thilke cart arroste1 boldely. 1stop
 My gold caused my murder, sooth to sayn.’
 And told him every point how he was slain,
 With a full piteous face, and pale of hue.
 

“And, truste well, his dream he found full true;
 For on the morrow, as soon as it was day,
 To his fellowes inn he took his way;
 And when that he came to this ox’s stall,
 After his fellow he began to call.
 The hostelere answered him anon,
 And saide, ‘Sir, your fellow is y-gone,
 As soon as day he went out of the town.’
 This man gan fallen in suspicioun,
 Rememb’ring on his dreames that he mette,1
1dreamed
 And forth he went, no longer would he let,1
1delay
 Unto the west gate of the town, and fand1
1found
 A dung cart, as it went for to dung land,
 That was arrayed in the same wise
 As ye have heard the deade man devise;1
1describe
 And with an hardy heart he gan to cry,
 ‘Vengeance and justice of this felony:
 My fellow murder’d in this same night
 And in this cart he lies, gaping upright.
 I cry out on the ministers,’ quoth he.
 ‘That shoulde keep and rule this city;
 Harow! alas! here lies my fellow slain.’
 What should I more unto this tale sayn?
 The people out start, and cast the cart to ground
 And in the middle of the dung they found
 The deade man, that murder’d was all new.
 O blissful God! that art so good and true,
 Lo, how that thou bewray’st murder alway.
 Murder will out, that see we day by day.
 Murder is so wlatsom1 and abominable 1loathsome
 To God, that is so just and reasonable,
 That he will not suffer it heled1 be; 1concealed 
 Though it abide a year, or two, or three,
 Murder will out, this is my conclusioun,
 And right anon, the ministers of the town
 Have hent1 the carter, and so sore him pined,2
1seized 2tortured
 And eke the hostelere so sore engined,1
1racked
 That they beknew1 their wickedness anon, 1confessed
 And were hanged by the necke bone.
 

“Here may ye see that dreames be to dread.
 And certes in the same book I read,
 Right in the nexte chapter after this
 (I gabbe1 not, so have I joy and bliss), 1talk idly
 Two men that would, have passed over sea,
 For certain cause, into a far country,
 If that the wind not hadde been contrary,
 That made them in a city for to tarry,
 That stood full merry upon an haven side;
 But on a day, against the even-tide,
 The wind gan change, and blew right 1as them lest.1
1as they wished1
 Jolly and glad they wente to their rest,
 And caste1 them full early for to sail. 1resolved
 But to the one man fell a great marvail
 That one of them, in sleeping as he lay,
 He mette1 a wondrous dream, against the day: 1dreamed
 He thought a man stood by his bedde’s side,
 And him commanded that he should abide;
 And said him thus; ‘If thou to-morrow wend,
 Thou shalt be drown’d; my tale is at an end.’
 He woke, and told his follow what he mette,
 And prayed him his voyage for to let;1
1delay
 As for that day, he pray’d him to abide.
 His fellow, that lay by his bedde’s side,
 Gan for to laugh, and scorned him full fast.
 ‘No dream,’ quoth he,’may so my heart aghast,1
1frighten
 That I will lette1 for to do my things.1
1delay
 I sette not a straw by thy dreamings,
 For swevens1 be but vanities and japes.2
1dreams 2jokes,deceits
 Men dream all day of owles and of apes,
 And eke of many a maze1 therewithal; 1wild imagining
 Men dream of thing that never was, nor shall.
 But since I see, that thou wilt here abide,
 And thus forslothe1 wilfully thy tide,2
1idle away 2time
 God wot, 1it rueth me;1 and have good day.’ 1I am sorry for it1
 And thus he took his leave, and went his way.
 But, ere that he had half his course sail’d,
 I know not why, nor what mischance it ail’d,
 But casually1 the ship’s bottom rent, 1by accident
 And ship and man under the water went,
 In sight of other shippes there beside
 That with him sailed at the same tide.
 

“And therefore, faire Partelote so dear,
 By such examples olde may’st thou lear,1
1learn
 That no man shoulde be too reckeless
 Of dreames, for I say thee doubteless,
 That many a dream full sore is for to dread.
 Lo, in the life of Saint Kenelm  I read,
 That was Kenulphus’ son, the noble king
 Of Mercenrike,  how Kenelm mette a thing.
 A little ere he was murder’d on a day,
 His murder in his vision he say.1
1saw
 His norice1 him expounded every deal2
1nurse 2part
 His sweven, and bade him to keep1 him well 1guard
 For treason; but he was but seven years old,
 And therefore 1little tale hath he told1
1he attached little
 Of any dream, so holy was his heart. significance to1
 By God, I hadde lever than my shirt
 That ye had read his legend, as have I.
 Dame Partelote, I say you truely,
 Macrobius, that wrote the vision
 In Afric’ of the worthy Scipion, 
 Affirmeth dreames, and saith that they be
 ‘Warnings of thinges that men after see.
 And furthermore, I pray you looke well
 In the Old Testament, of Daniel,
 If he held dreames any vanity.
 Read eke of Joseph, and there shall ye see
 Whether dreams be sometimes (I say not all)
 Warnings of thinges that shall after fall.
 Look of Egypt the king, Dan Pharaoh,
 His baker and his buteler also,
 Whether they felte none effect1 in dreams. 1significance
 Whoso will seek the acts of sundry remes1
1realms
 May read of dreames many a wondrous thing.
 Lo Croesus, which that was of Lydia king,
 Mette he not that he sat upon a tree,
 Which signified he shoulde hanged be? 
 Lo here, Andromache, Hectore’s wife, 
 That day that Hector shoulde lose his life,
 She dreamed on the same night beforn,
 How that the life of Hector should be lorn,1
1lost
 If thilke day he went into battaile;
 She warned him, but it might not avail;
 He wente forth to fighte natheless,
 And was y-slain anon of Achilles.
 But thilke tale is all too long to tell;
 And eke it is nigh day, I may not dwell.
 Shortly I say, as for conclusion,
 That I shall have of this avision
 Adversity; and I say furthermore,
 That I ne 1tell of laxatives no store,1
1hold laxatives
 For they be venomous, I wot it well; of no value1
 I them defy,1 I love them never a del.2
1distrust 2whit
 

“But let us speak of mirth, and stint1 all this; 1cease
 Madame Partelote, so have I bliss,
 Of one thing God hath sent me large1 grace; liberal
 For when I see the beauty of your face,
 Ye be so scarlet-hued about your eyen,
 I maketh all my dreade for to dien,
 For, all so sicker1 as In principio, 1certain
 Mulier est hominis confusio.
 Madam, the sentence1 of of this Latin is, 1meaning
 Woman is manne’s joy and manne’s bliss.
 For when I feel at night your softe side, — 
 Albeit that I may not on you ride,
 For that our perch is made so narrow, Alas!
 I am so full of joy and of solas,1
1delight
 That I defy both sweven and eke dream.”
 And with that word he flew down from the beam,
 For it was day, and eke his hennes all;
 And with a chuck he gan them for to call,
 For he had found a corn, lay in the yard.
 Royal he was, he was no more afear’d;
 He feather’d Partelote twenty time,
 And as oft trode her, ere that it was prime.
 He looked as it were a grim lion,
 And on his toes he roamed up and down;
 He deigned not to set his feet to ground;
 He chucked, when he had a corn y-found,
 And to him ranne then his wives all.
 Thus royal, as a prince is in his hall,
 Leave I this Chanticleer in his pasture;
 And after will I tell his aventure.
 

When that the month in which the world began,
 That highte March, when God first maked man,
 Was complete, and y-passed were also,
 Since March ended, thirty days and two,
 Befell that Chanticleer in all his pride,
 His seven wives walking him beside,
 Cast up his eyen to the brighte sun,
 That in the sign of Taurus had y-run
 Twenty degrees and one, and somewhat more;
 He knew by kind,1 and by none other lore,2
1nature 2learning
 That it was prime, and crew with blissful steven.1
1voice
 “The sun,” he said, “is clomben up in heaven
 Twenty degrees and one, and more y-wis.1
1assuredly
 Madame Partelote, my worlde’s bliss,
 Hearken these blissful birdes how they sing,
 And see the freshe flowers how they spring;
 Full is mine heart of revel and solace.”
 But suddenly him fell a sorrowful case;1
1casualty
 For ever the latter end of joy is woe:
 God wot that worldly joy is soon y-go:
 And, if a rhetor1 coulde fair indite, 1orator
 He in a chronicle might it safely write,
 As for 1a sov’reign notability1
1a thing supremely notable1
 Now every wise man, let him hearken me;
 This story is all as true, I undertake,
 As is the book of Launcelot du Lake,
 That women hold in full great reverence.
 Now will I turn again to my sentence.
 

A col-fox,  full of sly iniquity,
 That in the grove had wonned1 yeares three, 1dwelt
 By high imagination forecast,
 The same night thorough the hedges brast1
1burst
 Into the yard, where Chanticleer the fair
 Was wont, and eke his wives, to repair;
 And in a bed of wortes1 still he lay, 1cabbages
 Till it was passed undern  of the day,
 Waiting his time on Chanticleer to fall:
 As gladly do these homicides all,
 That in awaite lie to murder men.
 O false murd’rer! Rouking1 in thy den! 1crouching, lurking
 O new Iscariot, new Ganilion! 
 O false dissimuler, O Greek Sinon,
 That broughtest Troy all utterly to sorrow!
 O Chanticleer! accursed be the morrow
 That thou into thy yard flew from the beams;1
1rafters
 Thou wert full well y-warned by thy dreams
 That thilke day was perilous to thee.
 But what that God forewot1 must needes be, 1foreknows
 After th’ opinion of certain clerkes.
 Witness on him that any perfect clerk is,
 That in school is great altercation
 In this matter, and great disputation,
 And hath been of an hundred thousand men.
 But I ne cannot 1boult it to the bren,1
1examine it thoroughly 1
 As can the holy doctor Augustine,
 Or Boece, or the bishop Bradwardine,
 Whether that Godde’s worthy foreweeting1
1foreknowledge

1Straineth me needly1 for to do a thing 1forces me1
 (Needly call I simple necessity),
 Or elles if free choice be granted me
 To do that same thing, or do it not,
 Though God forewot1 it ere that it was wrought; 1knew in advance
 Or if 1his weeting straineth never a deal,1
1his knowing constrains
 But by necessity conditionel. not at all1
 I will not have to do of such mattere;
 My tale is of a cock, as ye may hear,
 That took his counsel of his wife, with sorrow,
 To walken in the yard upon the morrow
 That he had mette the dream, as I you told.
 Womane’s counsels be full often cold;1
1mischievous, unwise
 Womane’s counsel brought us first to woe,
 And made Adam from Paradise to go,
 There as he was full merry and well at case.
 But, for I n’ot1 to whom I might displease 1know not
 If I counsel of women woulde blame,
 Pass over, for I said it in my game.1
1jest
 Read authors, where they treat of such mattere
 And what they say of women ye may hear.
 These be the cocke’s wordes, and not mine;
 I can no harm of no woman divine.1
1conjecture, imagine
 Fair in the sand, to bathe1 her merrily, 1bask
 Lies Partelote, and all her sisters by,
 Against the sun, and Chanticleer so free
 Sang merrier than the mermaid in the sea;
 For Physiologus saith sickerly,1
1certainly
 How that they singe well and merrily. 
 And so befell that, as he cast his eye
 Among the wortes,1 on a butterfly, 1cabbages
 He was ware of this fox that lay full low.
 Nothing 1ne list him thenne1 for to crow, 1he had no inclination1
 But cried anon “Cock! cock!” and up he start,
 As man that was affrayed in his heart.
 For naturally a beast desireth flee
 From his contrary,1 if be may it see, 1enemy
 Though he 1ne’er erst1 had soon it with his eye 1never before1
 This Chanticleer, when he gan him espy,
 He would have fled, but that the fox anon
 Said, “Gentle Sir, alas! why will ye gon?
 Be ye afraid of me that am your friend?
 Now, certes, I were worse than any fiend,
 If I to you would harm or villainy.
 I am not come your counsel to espy.
 But truely the cause of my coming
 Was only for to hearken how ye sing;
 For truely ye have as merry a steven,1
1voice
 As any angel hath that is in heaven;
 Therewith ye have of music more feeling,
 Than had Boece, or any that can sing.
 My lord your father (God his soule bless)
 And eke your mother of her gentleness,
 Have in mnine house been, to my great ease:1
1satisfaction
 And certes, Sir, full fain would I you please.
 But, for men speak of singing, I will say,
 So may I brooke1 well mine eyen tway, 1enjoy, possess, or use
 Save you, I hearde never man so sing
 As did your father in the morrowning.
 Certes it was of heart all that he sung.
 And, for to make his voice the more strong,
 He would 1so pain him,1 that with both his eyen 1make such an exertion1
 He muste wink, so loud he woulde cryen,
 And standen on his tiptoes therewithal,
 And stretche forth his necke long and small.
 And eke he was of such discretion,
 That there was no man, in no region,
 That him in song or wisdom mighte pass.
 I have well read in Dan Burnel the Ass, 
 Among his verse, how that there was a cock
 That, for1 a prieste’s son gave him a knock 1because
 Upon his leg, while he was young and nice,1
1foolish
 He made him for to lose his benefice.
 But certain there is no comparison
 Betwixt the wisdom and discretion
 Of youre father, and his subtilty.
 Now singe, Sir, for sainte charity,
 Let see, can ye your father counterfeit?”
 

This Chanticleer his wings began to beat,
 As man that could not his treason espy,
 So was he ravish’d with his flattery.
 Alas! ye lordes, many a false flattour1
1flatterer 
 Is in your court, and many a losengeour, 1
1deceiver 
 That please you well more, by my faith,
 Than he that soothfastness1 unto you saith. 1truth
 Read in Ecclesiast’ of flattery;
 Beware, ye lordes, of their treachery.
 This Chanticleer stood high upon his toes,
 Stretching his neck, and held his eyen close,
 And gan to crowe loude for the nonce
 And Dan Russel  the fox start up at once,
 And 1by the gorge hente1 Chanticleer, 1seized by the throat1
 And on his back toward the wood him bare.
 For yet was there no man that him pursu’d.
 O destiny, that may’st not be eschew’d!1
1escaped
 Alas, that Chanticleer flew from the beams!
 Alas, his wife raughte1 nought of dreams! 1regarded
 And on a Friday fell all this mischance.
 O Venus, that art goddess of pleasance,
 Since that thy servant was this Chanticleer
 And in thy service did all his powere,
 More for delight, than the world to multiply,
 Why wilt thou suffer him on thy day to die?
 O Gaufrid, deare master sovereign, 
 That, when thy worthy king Richard was slain
 With shot, complainedest his death so sore,
 Why n’had I now thy sentence and thy lore,
 The Friday for to chiden, as did ye?
 (For on a Friday, soothly, slain was he),
 Then would I shew you how that I could plain1
1lament
 For Chanticleere’s dread, and for his pain.
 

Certes such cry nor lamentation
 Was ne’er of ladies made, when Ilion
 Was won, and Pyrrhus with his straighte sword,
 When he had hent1 king Priam by the beard, 1seized
 And slain him (as saith us Eneidos1), 1The Aeneid
 As maden all the hennes in the close,1
1yard
 When they had seen of Chanticleer the sight.
 But sov’reignly1 Dame Partelote shright,2
1above all others
 Full louder than did Hasdrubale’s wife, 2shrieked
 When that her husband hadde lost his life,
 And that the Romans had y-burnt Carthage;
 She was so full of torment and of rage,
 That wilfully into the fire she start,
 And burnt herselfe with a steadfast heart.
 O woeful hennes! right so cried ye,
 As, when that Nero burned the city
 Of Rome, cried the senatores’ wives,
 For that their husbands losten all their lives;
 Withoute guilt this Nero hath them slain.
 Now will I turn unto my tale again;
 

The sely1 widow, and her daughters two, 1simple, honest
 Hearde these hennes cry and make woe,
 And at the doors out started they anon,
 And saw the fox toward the wood is gone,
 And bare upon his back the cock away:
 They cried, “Out! harow! and well-away!
 Aha! the fox!” and after him they ran,
 And eke with staves many another man
 Ran Coll our dog, and Talbot, and Garland;
 And Malkin, with her distaff in her hand
 Ran cow and calf, and eke the very hogges
 So fear’d they were for barking of the dogges,
 And shouting of the men and women eke.
 They ranne so, them thought their hearts would break.
 They yelled as the fiendes do in hell;
 The duckes cried as men would them quell;1
1kill, destroy
 The geese for feare flewen o’er the trees,
 Out of the hive came the swarm of bees,
 So hideous was the noise, ben’dicite!
 Certes he, Jacke Straw, and his meinie,1
1followers
 Ne made never shoutes half so shrill
 When that they woulden any Fleming kill,
 As thilke day was made upon the fox.
 Of brass they broughte beames1 and of box, 1trumpets 
 Of horn and bone, in which they blew and pooped,1
2tooted
 And therewithal they shrieked and they hooped;
 It seemed as the heaven shoulde fall
 

Now, goode men, I pray you hearken all;
 Lo, how Fortune turneth suddenly
 The hope and pride eke of her enemy.
 This cock, that lay upon the fox’s back,
 In all his dread unto the fox he spake,
 And saide, “Sir, if that I were as ye,
 Yet would I say (as wisly1 God help me), 1surely
 ‘Turn ye again, ye proude churles all;
 A very pestilence upon you fall.
 Now am I come unto the woode’s side,
 Maugre your head, the cock shall here abide;
 I will him eat, in faith, and that anon.’”
 The fox answer’d, “In faith it shall be done:”
 And, as he spake the word, all suddenly
 The cock brake from his mouth deliverly,1
1nimbly
 And high upon a tree he flew anon.
 And when the fox saw that the cock was gone,
 “Alas!” quoth he, “O Chanticleer, alas!
 I have,” quoth he, “y-done to you trespass,1
1offence
 Inasmuch as I maked you afear’d,
 When I you hent,1 and brought out of your yard; 1took
 But, Sir, I did it in no wick’ intent;
 Come down, and I shall tell you what I meant.
 I shall say sooth to you, God help me so.”
 “Nay then,” quoth he, “I shrew1 us both the two, 1curse
 And first I shrew myself, both blood and bones,
 If thou beguile me oftener than once.
 Thou shalt no more through thy flattery
 Do1 me to sing and winke with mine eye; 1cause
 For he that winketh when he shoulde see,
 All wilfully, God let him never the.”1
1thrive
 “Nay,” quoth the fox; “but God give him mischance
 That is so indiscreet of governance,
 That jangleth1 when that he should hold his peace.” 1chatters
 

Lo, what it is for to be reckeless
 And negligent, and trust on flattery.
 But ye that holde this tale a folly,
 As of a fox, or of a cock or hen,
 Take the morality thereof, good men.
 For Saint Paul saith, That all that written is,

1To our doctrine it written is y-wis.1  1is surely written for
 Take the fruit, and let the chaff be still. our instruction1
 

Now goode God, if that it be thy will,
 As saith my Lord,  so make us all good men;
 And bring us all to thy high bliss. Amen.
 

THE EPILOGUE
 

“Sir Nunne’s Priest,” our hoste said anon,
 “Y-blessed be thy breech, and every stone;
 This was a merry tale of Chanticleer.
 But by my truth, if thou wert seculere,1
1a layman
 Thou wouldest be a treadefowl1 aright; 1cock
 For if thou have courage as thou hast might,
 Thee were need of hennes, as I ween,
 Yea more than seven times seventeen.
 See, whate brawnes1 hath this gentle priest, 1muscles, sinews
 So great a neck, and such a large breast
 He looketh as a sperhawk with his eyen
 Him needeth not his colour for to dyen
 With Brazil, nor with grain of Portugale.
 But, Sir, faire fall you for your tale’.”
 And, after that, he with full merry cheer
 Said to another, as ye shall hear.
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Troilus and Criseyde: Opening of Book II
 

Owt of thise blake wawes for to saylle,
  O wynd, o wynd, the weder gynneth clere;
  For in this see the boot hath swych travaylle,
  Of my connyng, that unneth I it steere.
  This see clepe I the tempestous matere
  Of disespeir that Troilus was inne;
  But now of hope the kalendes bygynne.
  O lady myn, that called art Cleo,
  Thow be my speed fro this forth, and my Muse,
 10 To ryme wel this book til I have do;
  Me nedeth here noon other art to use.
  Forwhi to every lovere I me excuse,
  That of no sentement I this endite,
  But out of Latyn in my tonge it write.
  Wherfore I nyl have neither thank ne blame
  Of al this werk, but prey yow mekely,
  Disblameth me if any word be lame,
  For as myn auctour seyde, so sey I.
  Ek though I speeke of love unfelyngly,
 20    No wondre is, for it nothyng of newe is.
  A blynd man kan nat juggen wel in hewis.
  Ye knowe ek that in forme of speche is chaunge
  Withinne a thousand yeer, and wordes tho
  That hadden pris, now wonder nyce and straunge
  Us thinketh hem, and yet thei spake hem so,
  And spedde as wel in love as men now do;
  Ek for to wynnen love in sondry ages,
  In sondry londes, sondry ben usages.
  And forthi if it happe in any wyse,
 30   That here be any lovere in this place
  That herkneth, as the storie wol devise,
  How Troilus com to his lady grace,
  And thenketh, “So nold I nat love purchace,”
  Or wondreth on his speche or his doynge,
  I noot; but it is me no wonderynge.
  For every wight which that to Rome went
  Halt nat o path, or alwey o manere;
  Ek in som lond were al the game shent,
  If that they ferde in love as men don here,
 40 As thus, in opyn doyng or in chere,
  In visityng in forme, or seyde hire sawes;
  Forthi men seyn, “Ecch contree hath his lawes.”
  Ek scarsly ben ther in this place thre
  That have in love seid lik, and don, in al;
  For to thi purpos this may liken the,
  And the right nought; yet al is seid or schal;
  Ek som men grave in tree, some in ston wal,
  As it bitit. But syn I have bigonne,
  Myn auctour shal I folwen, if I konne.
 50  In May, that moder is of monthes glade,
  That fresshe floures, blew and white and rede,
  Ben quike agayn, that wynter dede made,
  And ful of bawme is fletyng every mede,
  Whan Phebus doth his bryghte bemes sprede
  Right in the white Bole, it so bitidde,
  As I shal synge, on Mayes day the thrydde,
  That Pandarus, for al his wise speche,
  Felt ek his part of loves shotes keene,
  That, koude he nevere so wel of lovyng preche,
 60  It made his hewe a-day ful ofte greene.
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Concerning the Philosophers Stone
 

John Gower (c. 1330-1408)

And also with great diligence,
 Thei fonde thilke Experience:
 Which cleped is Alconomie,
 Whereof the Silver multiplie;
 Thei made, and eke the Gold also.
 And for to telle howe itt is so:
 Of bodies seven in Speciall,
 With fowre Spirites joynt withall;
 Stant the substance of this matere,
 The bodies which I speke of here,
 Of the Plannets ben begonne,
 The Gold is titled to the Sonne:
 The Moone of Silver hath hi part,
 And Iron that stonde uppon Mart:
 The Leed after Saturne groweth,
 And Jupiter the Brasse bestoweth;
 The Copper sette is to Venus:
 And to his part Mercurius
 Hath the Quicksilver, as it falleth,
 The which after the Boke it calleth,
 Is first of thilke foure named
 Of Spirits, which be proclymed,
 And the Spirite which is seconde,
 In Sal Armoniake is founde:
 The third Spirite Sulphur is,
 The fourth Sewende after this,
 Arcennium by name is hotte
 With blowyng, and with fires hote:
 In these things which I say,
 Thei worchen by divers waye.
 For as the Philosopher tolde, 
 Of Gold and Sylver thei ben holde,
 Two Principall extremitees,
 To which all other by degrees,
 Of the mettals ben accordant,
 And so through kinde resemblant:
 That what man couth awaie take,
 The rust, of which they waxen blake,
 And And the favour of the hardnes;
 Thei shulden take the likeness;
 Of Gold or Silver parfectly,
 Bot for to worche it sykerly;
 Between the Corps and the Spirite,
 Er that the Metall be parfite,
 In seven forms itt is sette
 Of all, and if one be lette,
 The remnant may not avayle,
 But otherwise it maie nought fayle;
 For thei by whome this Arte was founde,
 To every poynt a certayne bounde,
 Ordeinen that a man may finde,
 This Craft is wrought by wey of kinde;
 So that there is no fallace in;
 But what man that this werke begyn;
 He mote awaite at every tyde,
 So that nothynge be left asyde.
 Fyrst of Distillacion,
 Forth with the Cogelacion,
 Solucion, Disscencion,
 And kepe in his entencion,
 The poynt of Sublimacion,
 And forthwith Calcinacion,
 Of very Approbacion,
 So that there be Fixacion,
 With temperate hetes of fyer,
 Tyll he the perfite Elixer,
 Of thilke Philosophers Stone,
 Maie gette, of which that many one
 Of Philosophers, whilome write,
 Of thilke Stone with other two,
 Which as the Clerkes maden tho;
 So as the Bokes itt recorden,
 The kinde of hem I shall recorden.
 These old Philosophers wise,
 By wey of kynde in sondry wise;
 Thre Stones made through Clergie,
 The fyrst I shall specifie,
 Was cleped Vegetabilis;
 Of which the proper vertue is,
 To mans heale to serve,
 As for to keepe, and to preserve,
 The body fro sickness all,
 Till death of kinde upon hym fall.
 The second Stone I the behote,
 Is Lapis Animalis hote:
 The whose vertue, is proper and couth,
 For Eare and Eye, Nose and Mouth;
 Whereof a man may here, and see,
 And smell and tast, in his degree,
 And for to feele and for to goe,
 Itt helpeth a man of both two:
 The witts five he undersongeth
 To keepe, as it to hym belongeth.
 The third Stone in speciall
 by name is cleped Minerall,
 Which the Mettalls of every myne,
 Attempreth, till that thei ben fyne;
 And pureth hem by such a wey,
 That all the vice goth awey,
 Of Rust, of Stynke, and of Hardnes:
 And when they ben of such clennes,
 This minerall so as I fynde,
 Transformeth all the fyrst kynde,
 And maketh hem able to conceive,
 Through his vertue and receive
 Both in substance and in figure,
 Of Gold and Silver the nature.
 For thei two ben the extremitees,
 To which after the propertees,
 Hath every mettall his desire,
 With helpe and comforte of the fyre.
 Forth with this Stone as it is said,
 Which to the Sonne and Moone is laide:
 For to the Red, and to the White, 
 This Stone hath power to profite;
 It maketh Multiplicacion
 Of Gold and the fixacion,
 It causeth and of this babite,
 He doth the werke to be parfite:
 Of thilke Elixer which me call
 Alconomy, as is befalle
 To hem, that whilome were wise;
 But now it stant all otherwise:
 Thei speken fast of thilke Stone,
 But how to make it now wote none.
 After the sooth Experience,
 And nathles greate diligence,
 Thei setten up thilke dede,
 And spillen more then thei spede;
 For alwey thei fynde a lette,
 Which bringeth in povertee and Dette;
 To hem that rich were to fore,
 The Losse is had the Lucre is lore:
 To gette a pound thei spendeth five,
 I not how such a Craft shall thrive:
 In the manner as it is used,
 It were better be refused,
 Then for to worchen upon wene,
 In thinge which stant not ast thei wene:
 But not for thy who that it knew,
 The Science of himselfe is trew:
 Uppon the forme as it was founded,
 Whereof the names yett be grounded;
 Of hem, that first it founden out:
 And thus the fame goth all about,
 To such as soughten besines,
 Of vertue and worthines,
 Of whom if I the names call,
 Hermes was one the first of all,
 To whom this Art is most applied,
 Geber thereof was magnified,
 And Ortolane and Morien,
 Among the which is Avicen.
 Which founde and wrote and greate partie,
 The practicke of Alconomie,
 Whose bokes plainlie as thei stonde,
 Uppon this Craft few understonde.
 But yet to put hem in assay,
 There be full manie now a day,
 That knowen litle that thei mene,
 It is not one to wite and wene,
 In forme of words thei it trete;
 But yet thei failen of beyet.
 For of to much, or of to lite,
 There is algate found a wite:
 So that thei follow not the line,
 Of the perfect Medicine,
 Which grounded is upon nature;
 But thei that written the Scripture;
 Of Greke, Arabe, and Caldee,
 Thei were of such Auctoritee,
 That thei firste founden out the wey,
 Of all that thou hast herd me sey,
 Whereof the Cronicke of her Lore,
 Shall stonde in price for evermore.
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Confessio Amantis. Incipit Liber Primus
 

John Gower (c. 1330-1408)

Naturatus amor nature legibus orbem

     Subdit, et vnanimes concitat esse feras:

Huius enim mundi Princeps amor esse videtur,

     Cuius eget diues, pauper et omnis ope.

Sunt in agone pares amor et fortuna, que cecas

     Plebis ad insidias vertit vterque rotas.

Est amor egra salus, vexata quies, pius error,

     Bellica pax, vulnus dulce, suaue malum.

I may noght strecche up to the hevene

Min hand, ne setten al in evene

This world, which evere is in balance:

It stant noght in my sufficance

So grete thinges to compasse,

Bot I mot lete it overpasse

And treten upon othre thinges.

Forthi the Stile of my writinges

Fro this day forth I thenke change

And speke of thing is noght so strange,   10

Which every kinde hath upon honde,

And wherupon the world mot stonde,

And hath don sithen it began,

And schal whil ther is any man;

And that is love, of which I mene

To trete, as after schal be sene.

In which ther can noman him reule,

For loves lawe is out of reule,

That of tomoche or of tolite

Welnyh is every man to wyte,   20

And natheles ther is noman

In al this world so wys, that can

Of love tempre the mesure,

Bot as it falth in aventure:

For wit ne strengthe may noght helpe,

And he which elles wolde him yelpe

Is rathest throwen under fote,

Ther can no wiht therof do bote.

For yet was nevere such covine,

That couthe ordeine a medicine   30

To thing which god in lawe of kinde

Hath set, for ther may noman finde

The rihte salve of such a Sor.

It hath and schal ben everemor

That love is maister wher he wile,

Ther can no lif make other skile;

For wher as evere him lest to sette,

Ther is no myht which him may lette.

Bot what schal fallen ate laste,

The sothe can no wisdom caste,   40

Bot as it falleth upon chance;

For if ther evere was balance

Which of fortune stant governed,

I may wel lieve as I am lerned

That love hath that balance on honde,

Which wol no reson understonde.

For love is blind and may noght se,

Forthi may no certeinete

Be set upon his jugement,

Bot as the whiel aboute went   50

He yifth his graces undeserved,

And fro that man which hath him served

Fulofte he takth aweye his fees,

As he that pleieth ate Dees,

And therupon what schal befalle

He not, til that the chance falle,

Wher he schal lese or he schal winne.

And thus fulofte men beginne,

That if thei wisten what it mente,

Thei wolde change al here entente.   60

And forto proven it is so,

I am miselven on of tho,

Which to this Scole am underfonge.

For it is siththe go noght longe,

As forto speke of this matiere,

I may you telle, if ye woll hiere,

A wonder hap which me befell,

That was to me bothe hard and fell,

Touchende of love and his fortune,

The which me liketh to comune   70

And pleinly forto telle it oute.

To hem that ben lovers aboute

Fro point to point I wol declare

And wryten of my woful care,

Mi wofull day, my wofull chance,

That men mowe take remembrance

Of that thei schall hierafter rede:

For in good feith this wolde I rede,

That every man ensample take

Of wisdom which him is betake,   80

And that he wot of good aprise

To teche it forth, for such emprise

Is forto preise; and therfore I

Woll wryte and schewe al openly

How love and I togedre mette,

Wherof the world ensample fette

Mai after this, whan I am go,

Of thilke unsely jolif wo,

Whos reule stant out of the weie,

Nou glad and nou gladnesse aweie,   90

And yet it may noght be withstonde

For oght that men may understonde.

Upon the point that is befalle

Of love, in which that I am falle,

I thenke telle my matiere:

Now herkne, who that wol it hiere,

Of my fortune how that it ferde.

This enderday, as I forthferde

To walke, as I yow telle may,-

And that was in the Monthe of Maii,   100

Whan every brid hath chose his make

And thenkth his merthes forto make

Of love that he hath achieved;

Bot so was I nothing relieved,

For I was further fro my love

Than Erthe is fro the hevene above,

As forto speke of eny sped:

So wiste I me non other red,

Bot as it were a man forfare

Unto the wode I gan to fare,   110

Noght forto singe with the briddes,

For whanne I was the wode amiddes,

I fond a swote grene pleine,

And ther I gan my wo compleigne

Wisshinge and wepinge al myn one,

For other merthes made I none.

So hard me was that ilke throwe,

That ofte sithes overthrowe

To grounde I was withoute breth;

And evere I wisshide after deth,   120

Whanne I out of my peine awok,

And caste up many a pitous lok

Unto the hevene, and seide thus:

“O thou Cupide, O thou Venus,

Thou god of love and thou goddesse,

Wher is pite? wher is meknesse?

Now doth me pleinly live or dye,

For certes such a maladie

As I now have and longe have hadd,

It myhte make a wisman madd,   130

If that it scholde longe endure.

O Venus, queene of loves cure,

Thou lif, thou lust, thou mannes hele,

Behold my cause and my querele,

And yif me som part of thi grace,

So that I may finde in this place

If thou be gracious or non.”

And with that word I sawh anon

The kyng of love and qweene bothe;

Bot he that kyng with yhen wrothe   140

His chiere aweiward fro me caste,

And forth he passede ate laste.

Bot natheles er he forth wente

A firy Dart me thoghte he hente

And threw it thurgh myn herte rote:

In him fond I non other bote,

For lenger list him noght to duelle.

Bot sche that is the Source and Welle

Of wel or wo, that schal betide

To hem that loven, at that tide   150

Abod, bot forto tellen hiere

Sche cast on me no goodly chiere:

Thus natheles to me sche seide,

“What art thou, Sone?” and I abreide

Riht as a man doth out of slep,

And therof tok sche riht good kep

And bad me nothing ben adrad:

Bot for al that I was noght glad,

For I ne sawh no cause why.

And eft scheo asketh, what was I:   160

I seide, “A Caitif that lith hiere:

What wolde ye, my Ladi diere?

Schal I ben hol or elles dye?”

Sche seide, “Tell thi maladie:

What is thi Sor of which thou pleignest?

Ne hyd it noght, for if thou feignest,

I can do the no medicine.”

“Ma dame, I am a man of thyne,

That in thi Court have longe served,

And aske that I have deserved,   170

Some wele after my longe wo.”

And sche began to loure tho,

And seide, “Ther is manye of yow

Faitours, and so may be that thow

Art riht such on, and be feintise

Seist that thou hast me do servise.”

And natheles sche wiste wel,

Mi world stod on an other whiel

Withouten eny faiterie:

Bot algate of my maladie   180

Sche bad me telle and seie hir trowthe.

“Ma dame, if ye wolde have rowthe,”

Quod I, “than wolde I telle yow.”

“Sey forth,” quod sche, “and tell me how;

Schew me thi seknesse everydiel.”

“Ma dame, that can I do wel,

Be so my lif therto wol laste.”

With that hir lok on me sche caste,

And seide: “In aunter if thou live,

Mi will is ferst that thou be schrive;   190

And natheles how that it is

I wot miself, bot for al this

Unto my prest, which comth anon,

I woll thou telle it on and on,

Bothe all thi thoght and al thi werk.

O Genius myn oghne Clerk,

Com forth and hier this mannes schrifte,”

Quod Venus tho; and I uplifte

Min hefd with that, and gan beholde

The selve Prest, which as sche wolde   200

Was redy there and sette him doun

To hiere my confessioun.

This worthi Prest, this holy man

To me spekende thus began,

And seide: “Benedicite,

Mi Sone, of the felicite

Of love and ek of all the wo

Thou schalt thee schrive of bothe tuo.

What thou er this for loves sake

Hast felt, let nothing be forsake,   210

Tell pleinliche as it is befalle.”

And with that word I gan doun falle

On knees, and with devocioun

And with full gret contricioun

I seide thanne: “Dominus,

Min holi fader Genius,

So as thou hast experience

Of love, for whos reverence

Thou schalt me schriven at this time,

I prai the let me noght mistime   220

Mi schrifte, for I am destourbed

In al myn herte, and so contourbed,

That I ne may my wittes gete,

So schal I moche thing foryete:

Bot if thou wolt my schrifte oppose

Fro point to point, thanne I suppose,

Ther schal nothing be left behinde.

Bot now my wittes ben so blinde,

That I ne can miselven teche.”

Tho he began anon to preche,   230

And with his wordes debonaire

He seide tome softe and faire:

“Thi schrifte to oppose and hiere,

My Sone, I am assigned hiere

Be Venus the godesse above,

Whos Prest I am touchende of love.

Bot natheles for certein skile

I mot algate and nedes wile

Noght only make my spekynges

Of love, bot of othre thinges,   240

That touchen to the cause of vice.

For that belongeth to thoffice

Of Prest, whos ordre that I bere,

So that I wol nothing forbere,

That I the vices on and on

Ne schal thee schewen everychon;

Wherof thou myht take evidence

To reule with thi conscience.

Bot of conclusion final

Conclude I wol in special   250

For love, whos servant I am,

And why the cause is that I cam.

So thenke I to don bothe tuo,

Ferst that myn ordre longeth to,

The vices forto telle arewe,

Bot next above alle othre schewe

Of love I wol the propretes,

How that thei stonde be degrees

After the disposicioun

Of Venus, whos condicioun   260

I moste folwe, as I am holde.

For I with love am al withholde,

So that the lasse I am to wyte,

Thogh I ne conne bot a lyte

Of othre thinges that ben wise:

I am noght tawht in such a wise;

For it is noght my comun us

To speke of vices and vertus,

Bot al of love and of his lore,

For Venus bokes of nomore   270

Me techen nowther text ne glose.

Bot for als moche as I suppose

It sit a prest to be wel thewed,

And schame it is if he be lewed,

Of my Presthode after the forme

I wol thi schrifte so enforme,

That ate leste thou schalt hiere

The vices, and to thi matiere

Of love I schal hem so remene,

That thou schalt knowe what thei mene.   280

For what a man schal axe or sein

Touchende of schrifte, it mot be plein,

It nedeth noght to make it queinte,

For trowthe hise wordes wol noght peinte:

That I wole axe of the forthi,

My Sone, it schal be so pleinly,

That thou schalt knowe and understonde

The pointz of schrifte how that thei stonde.”

Betwen the lif and deth I herde

This Prestes tale er I answerde,   290

And thanne I preide him forto seie

His will, and I it wolde obeie

After the forme of his apprise.

Tho spak he tome in such a wise,

And bad me that I scholde schrive

As touchende of my wittes fyve,

And schape that thei were amended

Of that I hadde hem misdispended.

For tho be proprely the gates,

Thurgh whiche as to the herte algates   300

Comth alle thing unto the feire,

Which may the mannes Soule empeire.

And now this matiere is broght inne,

Mi Sone, I thenke ferst beginne

To wite how that thin yhe hath stonde,

The which is, as I understonde,

The moste principal of alle,

Thurgh whom that peril mai befalle.

And forto speke in loves kinde,

Ful manye suche a man mai finde,   310

Whiche evere caste aboute here yhe,

To loke if that thei myhte aspie

Fulofte thing which hem ne toucheth,

Bot only that here herte soucheth

In hindringe of an other wiht;

And thus ful many a worthi knyht

And many a lusti lady bothe

Have be fulofte sythe wrothe.

So that an yhe is as a thief

To love, and doth ful gret meschief;   320

And also for his oghne part

Fulofte thilke firy Dart

Of love, which that evere brenneth,

Thurgh him into the herte renneth:

And thus a mannes yhe ferst

Himselve grieveth alther werst,

And many a time that he knoweth

Unto his oghne harm it groweth.

Mi Sone, herkne now forthi

A tale, to be war therby   330

Thin yhe forto kepe and warde,

So that it passe noght his warde.

Ovide telleth in his bok

Ensample touchende of mislok,

And seith hou whilom ther was on,

A worthi lord, which Acteon

Was hote, and he was cousin nyh

To him that Thebes ferst on hyh

Up sette, which king Cadme hyhte.

This Acteon, as he wel myhte,   340

Above alle othre caste his chiere,

And used it fro yer to yere,

With Houndes and with grete Hornes

Among the wodes and the thornes

To make his hunting and his chace:

Where him best thoghte in every place

To finde gamen in his weie,

Ther rod he forto hunte and pleie.

So him befell upon a tide

On his hunting as he cam ride,   350

In a Forest al one he was:

He syh upon the grene gras

The faire freisshe floures springe,

He herde among the leves singe

The Throstle with the nyhtingale:

Thus er he wiste into a Dale

He cam, wher was a litel plein,

All round aboute wel besein

With buisshes grene and Cedres hyhe;

And ther withinne he caste his yhe.   360

Amidd the plein he syh a welle,

So fair ther myhte noman telle,

In which Diana naked stod

To bathe and pleie hire in the flod

With many a Nimphe, which hire serveth.

Bot he his yhe awey ne swerveth

Fro hire, which was naked al,

And sche was wonder wroth withal,

And him, as sche which was godesse,

Forschop anon, and the liknesse   370

Sche made him taken of an Hert,

Which was tofore hise houndes stert,

That ronne besiliche aboute

With many an horn and many a route,

That maden mochel noise and cry:

And ate laste unhappely

This Hert his oghne houndes slowhe

And him for vengance al todrowhe.

Lo now, my Sone, what it is

A man to caste his yhe amis,   380

Which Acteon hath dere aboght;

Be war forthi and do it noght.

For ofte, who that hiede toke,

Betre is to winke than to loke.

And forto proven it is so,

Ovide the Poete also

A tale which to this matiere

Acordeth seith, as thou schalt hiere.

In Metamor it telleth thus,

How that a lord which Phorce.s   390

Was hote, hadde dowhtres thre.

Bot upon here nativite

Such was the constellacion,

That out of mannes nacion

Fro kynde thei be so miswent,

That to the liknesse of Serpent

Thei were bore, and so that on

Of hem was cleped Stellibon,

That other soster Suriale,

The thridde, as telleth in the tale,   400

Medusa hihte, and natheles

Of comun name Gorgones

In every contre ther aboute,

As Monstres whiche that men doute,

Men clepen hem; and bot on yhe

Among hem thre in pourpartie

Thei hadde, of which thei myhte se,

Now hath it this, now hath it sche;

After that cause and nede it ladde,

Be throwes ech of hem it hadde.   410

A wonder thing yet more amis

Ther was, wherof I telle al this:

What man on hem his chiere caste

And hem behield, he was als faste

Out of a man into a Ston

Forschape, and thus ful manyon

Deceived were, of that thei wolde

Misloke, wher that thei ne scholde.

Bot Perse.s that worthi knyht,

Whom Pallas of hir grete myht   420

Halp, and tok him a Schield therto,

And ek the god Mercurie also

Lente him a swerd, he, as it fell,

Beyende Athlans the hihe hell

These Monstres soghte, and there he fond

Diverse men of thilke lond

Thurgh sihte of hem mistorned were,

Stondende as Stones hiere and there.

Bot he, which wisdom and prouesse

Hadde of the god and the godesse,   430

The Schield of Pallas gan enbrace,

With which he covereth sauf his face,

Mercuries Swerd and out he drowh,

And so he bar him that he slowh

These dredful Monstres alle thre.

Lo now, my Sone, avise the,

That thou thi sihte noght misuse:

Cast noght thin yhe upon Meduse,

That thou be torned into Ston:

For so wys man was nevere non,   440

Bot if he wel his yhe kepe

And take of fol delit no kepe,

That he with lust nys ofte nome,

Thurgh strengthe of love and overcome.

Of mislokynge how it hath ferd,

As I have told, now hast thou herd,

My goode Sone, and tak good hiede.

And overthis yet I thee rede

That thou be war of thin heringe,

Which to the Herte the tidinge   450

Of many a vanite hath broght,

To tarie with a mannes thoght.

And natheles good is to hiere

Such thing wherof a man may lere

That to vertu is acordant,

And toward al the remenant

Good is to torne his Ere fro;

For elles, bot a man do so,

Him may fulofte mysbefalle.

I rede ensample amonges alle,   460

Wherof to kepe wel an Ere

It oghte pute a man in fere.

A Serpent, which that Aspidis

Is cleped, of his kynde hath this,

That he the Ston noblest of alle,

The which that men Carbuncle calle,

Berth in his hed above on heihte.

For which whan that a man be sleyhte,

The Ston to winne and him to daunte,

With his carecte him wolde enchaunte,   470

Anon as he perceiveth that,

He leith doun his on Ere al plat

Unto the ground, and halt it faste,

And ek that other Ere als faste

He stoppeth with his tail so sore,

That he the wordes lasse or more

Of his enchantement ne hiereth;

And in this wise himself he skiereth,

So that he hath the wordes weyved

And thurgh his Ere is noght deceived.   480

An othre thing, who that recordeth,

Lich unto this ensample acordeth,

Which in the tale of Troie I finde.

Sirenes of a wonder kynde

Ben Monstres, as the bokes tellen,

And in the grete Se thei duellen:

Of body bothe and of visage

Lik unto wommen of yong age

Up fro the Navele on hih thei be,

And doun benethe, as men mai se,   490

Thei bere of fisshes the figure.

And overthis of such nature

Thei ben, that with so swete a stevene

Lik to the melodie of hevene

In wommanysshe vois thei singe,

With notes of so gret likinge,

Of such mesure, of such musike,

Wherof the Schipes thei beswike

That passen be the costes there.

For whan the Schipmen leie an Ere   500

Unto the vois, in here avys

Thei wene it be a Paradys,

Which after is to hem an helle.

For reson may noght with hem duelle,

Whan thei tho grete lustes hiere;

Thei conne noght here Schipes stiere,

So besiliche upon the note

Thei herkne, and in such wise assote,

That thei here rihte cours and weie

Foryete, and to here Ere obeie,   510

And seilen til it so befalle

That thei into the peril falle,

Where as the Schipes be todrawe,

And thei ben with the Monstres slawe.

Bot fro this peril natheles

With his wisdom king Uluxes

Ascapeth and it overpasseth;

For he tofor the hond compasseth

That noman of his compaignie

Hath pouer unto that folie   520

His Ere for no lust to caste;

For he hem stoppede alle faste,

That non of hem mai hiere hem singe.

So whan they comen forth seilinge,

Ther was such governance on honde,

That thei the Monstres have withstonde

And slain of hem a gret partie.

Thus was he sauf with his navie,

This wise king, thurgh governance.

Wherof, my Sone, in remembrance   530

Thou myht ensample taken hiere,

As I have told, and what thou hiere

Be wel war, and yif no credence,

Bot if thou se more evidence.

For if thou woldest take kepe

And wisly cowthest warde and kepe

Thin yhe and Ere, as I have spoke,

Than haddest thou the gates stoke

Fro such Sotie as comth to winne

Thin hertes wit, which is withinne,   540

Wherof that now thi love excedeth

Mesure, and many a peine bredeth.

Bot if thou cowthest sette in reule

Tho tuo, the thre were eth to reule:

Forthi as of thi wittes five

I wole as now nomore schryve,

Bot only of these ilke tuo.

Tell me therfore if it be so,

Hast thou thin yhen oght misthrowe?

Mi fader, ye, I am beknowe,   550

I have hem cast upon Meduse,

Therof I may me noght excuse:

Min herte is growen into Ston,

So that my lady therupon

Hath such a priente of love grave,

That I can noght miselve save.

What seist thou, Sone, as of thin Ere?

Mi fader, I am gultyf there;

For whanne I may my lady hiere,

Mi wit with that hath lost his Stiere:   560

I do noght as Uluxes dede,

Bot falle anon upon the stede,

Wher as I se my lady stonde;

And there, I do yow understonde,

I am topulled in my thoght,

So that of reson leveth noght,

Wherof that I me mai defende.

My goode Sone, god thamende:

For as me thenketh be thi speche

Thi wittes ben riht feer to seche.   570

As of thin Ere and of thin yhe

I woll nomore specefie,

Bot I woll axen overthis

Of othre thing how that it is.

Mi Sone, as I thee schal enforme,

Ther ben yet of an other forme

Of dedly vices sevene applied,

Wherof the herte is ofte plied

To thing which after schal him grieve.

The ferste of hem thou schalt believe   580

Is Pride, which is principal,

And hath with him in special

Ministres five ful diverse,

Of whiche, as I the schal reherse,

The ferste is seid Ypocrisie.

If thou art of his compaignie,

Tell forth, my Sone, and schrif the clene.

I wot noght, fader, what ye mene:

Bot this I wolde you beseche,

That ye me be som weie teche   590

What is to ben an ypocrite;

And thanne if I be forto wyte,

I wol beknowen, as it is.

Mi Sone, an ypocrite is this,-

A man which feigneth conscience,

As thogh it were al innocence,

Withoute, and is noght so withinne;

And doth so for he wolde winne

Of his desir the vein astat.

And whanne he comth anon therat,   600

He scheweth thanne what he was,

The corn is torned into gras,

That was a Rose is thanne a thorn,

And he that was a Lomb beforn

Is thanne a Wolf, and thus malice

Under the colour of justice

Is hid; and as the poeple telleth,

These ordres witen where he duelleth,

As he that of here conseil is,

And thilke world which thei er this   610

Forsoken, he drawth in ayein:

He clotheth richesse, as men sein,

Under the simplesce of poverte,

And doth to seme of gret decerte

Thing which is litel worth withinne:

He seith in open, fy! to Sinne,

And in secre ther is no vice

Of which that he nis a Norrice:

And evere his chiere is sobre and softe,

And where he goth he blesseth ofte,   620

Wherof the blinde world he dreccheth.

Bot yet al only he ne streccheth

His reule upon religioun,

Bot next to that condicioun

In suche as clepe hem holy cherche

It scheweth ek how he can werche

Among tho wyde furred hodes,

To geten hem the worldes goodes.

And thei hemself ben thilke same

That setten most the world in blame,   630

Bot yet in contraire of her lore

Ther is nothing thei loven more;

So that semende of liht thei werke

The dedes whiche are inward derke.

And thus this double Ypocrisie

With his devolte apparantie

A viser set upon his face,

Wherof toward this worldes grace

He semeth to be riht wel thewed,

And yit his herte is al beschrewed.   640

Bot natheles he stant believed,

And hath his pourpos ofte achieved

Of worschipe and of worldes welthe,

And takth it, as who seith, be stelthe

Thurgh coverture of his fallas.

And riht so in semblable cas

This vice hath ek his officers

Among these othre seculers

Of grete men, for of the smale

As for tacompte he set no tale,
  650

Bot thei that passen the comune

With suche him liketh to comune,

And where he seith he wol socoure

The poeple, there he woll devoure;

For now aday is manyon

Which spekth of Peter and of John

And thenketh Judas in his herte.

Ther schal no worldes good asterte

His hond, and yit he yifth almesse

And fasteth ofte and hiereth Messe:   660

With mea culpa, which he seith,

Upon his brest fullofte he leith

His hond, and cast upward his yhe,

As thogh he Cristes face syhe;

So that it seemeth ate syhte,

As he al one alle othre myhte

Rescoue with his holy bede.

Bot yet his herte in other stede

Among hise bedes most devoute

Goth in the worldes cause aboute,   670

How that he myhte his warisoun

Encresce.  And in comparisoun

Ther ben lovers of such a sort,

That feignen hem an humble port,

And al is bot Ypocrisie,

Which with deceipte and flaterie

Hath many a worthi wif beguiled.

For whanne he hath his tunge affiled,

With softe speche and with lesinge,

Forth with his fals pitous lokynge,   680

He wolde make a womman wene

To gon upon the faire grene,

Whan that sche falleth in the Mir.

For if he may have his desir,

How so falle of the remenant,

He halt no word of covenant;

Bot er the time that he spede,

Ther is no sleihte at thilke nede,

Which eny loves faitour mai,

That he ne put it in assai,   690

As him belongeth forto done.

The colour of the reyni Mone

With medicine upon his face

He set, and thanne he axeth grace,

As he which hath sieknesse feigned.

Whan his visage is so desteigned,

With yhe upcast on hire he siketh,

And many a contenance he piketh,

To bringen hire in to believe

Of thing which that he wolde achieve,   700

Wherof he berth the pale hewe;

And for he wolde seme trewe,

He makth him siek, whan he is heil.

Bot whanne he berth lowest the Seil,

Thanne is he swiftest to beguile

The womman, which that ilke while

Set upon him feith or credence.

Mi Sone, if thou thi conscience

Entamed hast in such a wise,

In schrifte thou thee myht avise   710

And telle it me, if it be so.

Min holy fader, certes no.

As forto feigne such sieknesse

It nedeth noght, for this witnesse

I take of god, that my corage

Hath ben mor siek than my visage.

And ek this mai I wel avowe,

So lowe cowthe I nevere bowe

To feigne humilite withoute,

That me ne leste betre loute   720

With alle the thoghtes of myn herte;

For that thing schal me nevere asterte,

I speke as to my lady diere,

To make hire eny feigned chiere.

God wot wel there I lye noght,

Mi chiere hath be such as my thoght;

For in good feith, this lieveth wel,

Mi will was betre a thousendel

Than eny chiere that I cowthe.

Bot, Sire, if I have in my yowthe   730

Don other wise in other place,

I put me therof in your grace:

For this excusen I ne schal,

That I have elles overal

To love and to his compaignie

Be plein withoute Ypocrisie;

Bot ther is on the which I serve,

Althogh I may no thonk deserve,

To whom yet nevere into this day

I seide onlyche or ye or nay,   740

Bot if it so were in my thoght.

As touchende othre seie I noght

That I nam somdel forto wyte

Of that ye clepe an ypocrite.

Mi Sone, it sit wel every wiht

To kepe his word in trowthe upryht

Towardes love in alle wise.

For who that wolde him wel avise

What hath befalle in this matiere,

He scholde noght with feigned chiere   750

Deceive Love in no degre.

To love is every herte fre,

Bot in deceipte if that thou feignest

And therupon thi lust atteignest,

That thow hast wonne with thi wyle,

Thogh it thee like for a whyle,

Thou schalt it afterward repente.

And forto prove myn entente,

I finde ensample in a Croniqe

Of hem that love so beswike.   760

It fell be olde daies thus,

Whil themperour Tiberius

The Monarchie of Rome ladde,

Ther was a worthi Romein hadde

A wif, and sche Pauline hihte,

Which was to every mannes sihte

Of al the Cite the faireste,

And as men seiden, ek the beste.

It is and hath ben evere yit,

That so strong is no mannes wit,   770

Which thurgh beaute ne mai be drawe

To love, and stonde under the lawe

Of thilke bore frele kinde,

Which makth the hertes yhen blinde,

Wher no reson mai be comuned:

And in this wise stod fortuned

This tale, of which I wolde mene;

This wif, which in hire lustes grene

Was fair and freissh and tendre of age,

Sche may noght lette the corage   780

Of him that wole on hire assote.

Ther was a Duck, and he was hote

Mundus, which hadde in his baillie

To lede the chivalerie

Of Rome, and was a worthi knyht;

Bot yet he was noght of such myht

The strengthe of love to withstonde,

That he ne was so broght to honde,

That malgre wher he wole or no,

This yonge wif he loveth so,   790

That he hath put al his assay

To wynne thing which he ne may

Gete of hire graunt in no manere,

Be yifte of gold ne be preiere.

And whanne he syh that be no mede

Toward hir love he myhte spede,

Be sleyhte feigned thanne he wroghte;

And therupon he him bethoghte

How that ther was in the Cite

A temple of such auctorite,   800

To which with gret Devocioun

The noble wommen of the toun

Most comunliche a pelrinage

Gon forto preie thilke ymage

Which the godesse of childinge is,

And cleped was be name Ysis:

And in hire temple thanne were,

To reule and to ministre there

After the lawe which was tho,

Above alle othre Prestes tuo.   810

This Duck, which thoghte his love gete,

Upon a day hem tuo to mete

Hath bede, and thei come at his heste;

Wher that thei hadde a riche feste,

And after mete in prive place

This lord, which wolde his thonk pourchace,

To ech of hem yaf thanne a yifte,

And spak so that be weie of schrifte

He drowh hem unto his covine,

To helpe and schape how he Pauline   820

After his lust deceive myhte.

And thei here trowthes bothe plyhte,

That thei be nyhte hire scholden wynne

Into the temple, and he therinne

Schal have of hire al his entente:

And thus acorded forth thei wente.

Now lest thurgh which ypocrisie

Ordeigned was the tricherie,

Wherof this ladi was deceived.

These Prestes hadden wel conceived   830

That sche was of gret holinesse;

And with a contrefet simplesse,

Which hid was in a fals corage,

Feignende an hevenely message

Thei come and seide unto hir thus:

“Pauline, the god Anubus

Hath sent ous bothe Prestes hiere,

And seith he woll to thee appiere

Be nyhtes time himself alone,

For love he hath to thi persone:   840

And therupon he hath ous bede,

That we in Ysis temple a stede

Honestely for thee pourveie,

Wher thou be nyhte, as we thee seie,

Of him schalt take avisioun.

For upon thi condicioun,

The which is chaste and ful of feith,

Such pris, as he ous tolde, he leith,

That he wol stonde of thin acord;

And forto bere hierof record   850

He sende ous hider bothe tuo.”

Glad was hire innocence tho

Of suche wordes as sche herde,

With humble chiere and thus answerde,

And seide that the goddes wille

Sche was al redy to fulfille,

That be hire housebondes leve

Sche wolde in Ysis temple at eve

Upon hire goddes grace abide,

To serven him the nyhtes tide.   860

The Prestes tho gon hom ayein,

And sche goth to hire sovereign,

Of goddes wille and as it was

Sche tolde him al the pleine cas,

Wherof he was deceived eke,

And bad that sche hire scholde meke

Al hol unto the goddes heste.

And thus sche, which was al honeste

To godward after hire entente,

At nyht unto the temple wente,   870

Wher that the false Prestes were;

And thei receiven hire there

With such a tokne of holinesse,

As thogh thei syhen a godesse,

And al withinne in prive place

A softe bedd of large space

Thei hadde mad and encourtined,

Wher sche was afterward engined.

Bot sche, which al honour supposeth,

The false Prestes thanne opposeth,   880

And axeth be what observance

Sche myhte most to the plesance

Of godd that nyhtes reule kepe:

And thei hire bidden forto slepe

Liggende upon the bedd alofte,

For so, thei seide, al stille and softe

God Anubus hire wolde awake.

The conseil in this wise take,

The Prestes fro this lady gon;

And sche, that wiste of guile non,   890

In the manere as it was seid

To slepe upon the bedd is leid,

In hope that sche scholde achieve

Thing which stod thanne upon bilieve,

Fulfild of alle holinesse.

Bot sche hath failed, as I gesse,

For in a closet faste by

The Duck was hid so prively

That sche him myhte noght perceive;

And he, that thoghte to deceive,   900

Hath such arrai upon him nome,

That whanne he wolde unto hir come,

It scholde semen at hire yhe

As thogh sche verrailiche syhe

God Anubus, and in such wise

This ypocrite of his queintise

Awaiteth evere til sche slepte.

And thanne out of his place he crepte

So stille that sche nothing herde,

And to the bedd stalkende he ferde,   910

And sodeinly, er sche it wiste,

Beclipt in armes he hire kiste:

Wherof in wommanysshe drede

Sche wok and nyste what to rede;

Bot he with softe wordes milde

Conforteth hire and seith, with childe

He wolde hire make in such a kynde

That al the world schal have in mynde

The worschipe of that ilke Sone;

For he schal with the goddes wone,   920

And ben himself a godd also.

With suche wordes and with mo,

The whiche he feigneth in his speche,

This lady wit was al to seche,

As sche which alle trowthe weneth:

Bot he, that alle untrowthe meneth,

With blinde tales so hire ladde,

That all his wille of hire he hadde.

And whan him thoghte it was ynowh,

Ayein the day he him withdrowh   930

So prively that sche ne wiste

Wher he becom, bot as him liste

Out of the temple he goth his weie.

And sche began to bidde and preie

Upon the bare ground knelende,

And after that made hire offrende,

And to the Prestes yiftes grete

Sche yaf, and homward be the Strete.

The Duck hire mette and seide thus:

“The myhti godd which Anubus   940

Is hote, he save the, Pauline,

For thou art of his discipline

So holy, that no mannes myht

Mai do that he hath do to nyht

Of thing which thou hast evere eschuied.

Bot I his grace have so poursuied,

That I was mad his lieutenant:

Forthi be weie of covenant

Fro this day forth I am al thin,

And if thee like to be myn,   950

That stant upon thin oghne wille.”

Sche herde his tale and bar it stille,

And hom sche wente, as it befell,

Into hir chambre, and ther sche fell

Upon hire bedd to wepe and crie,

And seide: “O derke ypocrisie,

Thurgh whos dissimilacion

Of fals ymaginacion

I am thus wickedly deceived!

Bot that I have it aperceived   960

I thonke unto the goddes alle;

For thogh it ones be befalle,

It schal nevere eft whil that I live,

And thilke avou to godd I yive.”

And thus wepende sche compleigneth,

Hire faire face and al desteigneth

With wofull teres of hire ije,

So that upon this agonie

Hire housebonde is inne come,

And syh how sche was overcome   970

With sorwe, and axeth what hire eileth.

And sche with that hirself beweileth

Welmore than sche dede afore,

And seide, “Helas, wifhode is lore

In me, which whilom was honeste,

I am non other than a beste,

Now I defouled am of tuo.”

And as sche myhte speke tho,

Aschamed with a pitous onde

Sche tolde unto hir housebonde   980

The sothe of al the hole tale,

And in hire speche ded and pale

Sche swouneth welnyh to the laste.

And he hire in hise armes faste

Uphield, and ofte swor his oth

That he with hire is nothing wroth,

For wel he wot sche may ther noght:

Bot natheles withinne his thoght

His herte stod in sori plit,

And seide he wolde of that despit   990

Be venged, how so evere it falle,

And sende unto hise frendes alle.

And whan thei weren come in fere,

He tolde hem upon this matiere,

And axeth hem what was to done:

And thei avised were sone,

And seide it thoghte hem for the beste

To sette ferst his wif in reste,

And after pleigne to the king

Upon the matiere of this thing.   1000

Tho was this wofull wif conforted

Be alle weies and desported,

Til that sche was somdiel amended;

And thus a day or tuo despended,

The thridde day sche goth to pleigne

With many a worthi Citezeine,

And he with many a Citezein.

Whan themperour it herde sein,

And knew the falshed of the vice,

He seide he wolde do justice:   1010

And ferst he let the Prestes take,

And for thei scholde it noght forsake,

He put hem into questioun;

Bot thei of the suggestioun

Ne couthen noght a word refuse,

Bot for thei wolde hemself excuse,

The blame upon the Duck thei leide.

Bot therayein the conseil seide

That thei be noght excused so,

For he is on and thei ben tuo,   1020

And tuo han more wit then on,

So thilke excusement was non.

And over that was seid hem eke,

That whan men wolden vertu seke,

Men scholde it in the Prestes finde;

Here ordre is of so hyh a kinde,

That thei be Duistres of the weie:

Forthi, if eny man forsueie

Thurgh hem, thei be noght excusable.

And thus be lawe resonable   1030

Among the wise jugges there

The Prestes bothe dampned were,

So that the prive tricherie

Hid under fals Ipocrisie

Was thanne al openliche schewed,

That many a man hem hath beschrewed.

And whan the Prestes weren dede,

The temple of thilke horrible dede

Thei thoghten purge, and thilke ymage,

Whos cause was the pelrinage,   1040

Thei drowen out and als so faste

Fer into Tibre thei it caste,

Wher the Rivere it hath defied:

And thus the temple purified

Thei have of thilke horrible Sinne,

Which was that time do therinne.

Of this point such was the juise,

Bot of the Duck was other wise:

For he with love was bestad,

His dom was noght so harde lad;   1050

For Love put reson aweie

And can noght se the rihte weie.

And be this cause he was respited,

So that the deth him was acquited,

Bot for al that he was exiled,

For he his love hath so beguiled,

That he schal nevere come ayein:

For who that is to trowthe unplein,

He may noght failen of vengance.

And ek to take remembrance   1060

Of that Ypocrisie hath wroght

On other half, men scholde noght

To lihtly lieve al that thei hiere,

Bot thanne scholde a wisman stiere

The Schip, whan suche wyndes blowe:

For ferst thogh thei beginne lowe,

At ende thei be noght menable,

Bot al tobreken Mast and Cable,

So that the Schip with sodein blast,

Whan men lest wene, is overcast;   1070

As now fulofte a man mai se:

And of old time how it hath be

I finde a gret experience,

Wherof to take an evidence

Good is, and to be war also

Of the peril, er him be wo.

Of hem that ben so derk withinne,

At Troie also if we beginne,

Ipocrisie it hath betraied:

For whan the Greks hadde al assaied,   1080

And founde that be no bataille

Ne be no Siege it myhte availe

The toun to winne thurgh prouesse,

This vice feigned of simplesce

Thurgh sleyhte of Calcas and of Crise

It wan be such a maner wise.

An Hors of Bras thei let do forge

Of such entaile, of such a forge,

That in this world was nevere man

That such an other werk began.   1090

The crafti werkman Epius

It made, and forto telle thus,

The Greks, that thoghten to beguile

The kyng of Troie, in thilke while

With Anthenor and with Enee,

That were bothe of the Cite

And of the conseil the wiseste,

The richeste and the myhtieste,

In prive place so thei trete

With fair beheste and yiftes grete   1100

Of gold, that thei hem have engined;

Togedre and whan thei be covined,

Thei feignen forto make a pes,

And under that yit natheles

Thei schopen the destruccioun

Bothe of the kyng and of the toun.

And thus the false pees was take

Of hem of Grece and undertake,

And therupon thei founde a weie,

Wher strengthe myhte noght aweie,   1110

That sleihte scholde helpe thanne;

And of an ynche a large spanne

Be colour of the pees thei made,

And tolden how thei weren glade

Of that thei stoden in acord;

And for it schal ben of record,

Unto the kyng the Gregois seiden,

Be weie of love and this thei preiden,

As thei that wolde his thonk deserve,

A Sacrifice unto Minerve,   1120

The pes to kepe in good entente,

Thei mosten offre er that thei wente.

The kyng conseiled in this cas

Be Anthenor and Eneas

Therto hath yoven his assent:

So was the pleine trowthe blent

Thurgh contrefet Ipocrisie

Of that thei scholden sacrifie.

The Greks under the holinesse

Anon with alle besinesse   1130

Here Hors of Bras let faire dihte,

Which was to sen a wonder sihte;

For it was trapped of himselve,

And hadde of smale whieles twelve,

Upon the whiche men ynowe

With craft toward the toun it drowe,

And goth glistrende ayein the Sunne.

Tho was ther joie ynowh begunne,

For Troie in gret devocioun

Cam also with processioun   1140

Ayein this noble Sacrifise

With gret honour, and in this wise

Unto the gates thei it broghte.

Bot of here entre whan thei soghte,

The gates weren al to smale;

And therupon was many a tale,

Bot for the worschipe of Minerve,

To whom thei comen forto serve,

Thei of the toun, whiche understode

That al this thing was do for goode,   1150

For pes, wherof that thei ben glade,

The gates that Neptunus made

A thousend wynter ther tofore,

Thei have anon tobroke and tore;

The stronge walles doun thei bete,

So that in to the large strete

This Hors with gret solempnite

Was broght withinne the Cite,

And offred with gret reverence,

Which was to Troie an evidence   1160

Of love and pes for everemo.

The Gregois token leve tho

With al the hole felaschipe,

And forth thei wenten into Schipe

And crossen seil and made hem yare,

Anon as thogh thei wolden fare:

Bot whan the blake wynter nyht

Withoute Mone or Sterre lyht

Bederked hath the water Stronde,

Al prively thei gon to londe   1170

Ful armed out of the navie.

Synon, which mad was here aspie

Withinne Troie, as was conspired,

Whan time was a tokne hath fired;

And thei with that here weie holden,

And comen in riht as thei wolden,

Ther as the gate was tobroke.

The pourpos was full take and spoke:

Er eny man may take kepe,

Whil that the Cite was aslepe,   1180

Thei slowen al that was withinne,

And token what thei myhten wynne

Of such good as was sufficant,

And brenden up the remenant.

And thus cam out the tricherie,

Which under fals Ypocrisie

Was hid, and thei that wende pees

Tho myhten finde no reles

Of thilke swerd which al devoureth.

Fulofte and thus the swete soureth,   1190

Whan it is knowe to the tast:

He spilleth many a word in wast

That schal with such a poeple trete;

For whan he weneth most beyete,

Thanne is he schape most to lese.

And riht so if a womman chese

Upon the wordes that sche hiereth

Som man, whan he most trewe appiereth,

Thanne is he forthest fro the trowthe:

Bot yit fulofte, and that is rowthe,   1200

Thei speden that ben most untrewe

And loven every day a newe,

Wherof the lief is after loth

And love hath cause to be wroth.

Bot what man that his lust desireth

Of love, and therupon conspireth

With wordes feigned to deceive,

He schal noght faile to receive

His peine, as it is ofte sene.

Forthi, my Sone, as I thee mene,   1210

It sit the wel to taken hiede

That thou eschuie of thi manhiede

Ipocrisie and his semblant,

That thou ne be noght deceivant,

To make a womman to believe

Thing which is noght in thi bilieve:

For in such feint Ipocrisie

Of love is al the tricherie,

Thurgh which love is deceived ofte;

For feigned semblant is so softe,   1220

Unethes love may be war.

Forthi, my Sone, as I wel dar,

I charge thee to fle that vice,

That many a womman hath mad nice;

Bot lok thou dele noght withal.

Iwiss, fader, nomor I schal.

Now, Sone, kep that thou hast swore:

For this that thou hast herd before

Is seid the ferste point of Pride:

And next upon that other side,   1230

To schryve and speken overthis

Touchende of Pride, yit ther is

The point seconde, I thee behote,

Which Inobedience is hote.

This vice of Inobedience

Ayein the reule of conscience

Al that is humble he desalloweth,

That he toward his god ne boweth

After the lawes of his heste.

Noght as a man bot as a beste,   1240

Which goth upon his lustes wilde,

So goth this proude vice unmylde,

That he desdeigneth alle lawe:

He not what is to be felawe,

And serve may he noght for pride;

So is he badde on every side,

And is that selve of whom men speke,

Which wol noght bowe er that he breke.

I not if love him myhte plie,

For elles forto justefie   1250

His herte, I not what mihte availe.

Forthi, my Sone, of such entaile

If that thin herte be disposed,

Tell out and let it noght be glosed:

For if that thou unbuxom be

To love, I not in what degree

Thou schalt thi goode world achieve.

Mi fader, ye schul wel believe,

The yonge whelp which is affaited

Hath noght his Maister betre awaited,   1260

To couche, whan he seith “Go lowe,”

That I, anon as I may knowe

Mi ladi will, ne bowe more.

Bot other while I grucche sore

Of some thinges that sche doth,

Wherof that I woll telle soth:

For of tuo pointz I am bethoght,

That, thogh I wolde, I myhte noght

Obeie unto my ladi heste;

Bot I dar make this beheste,   1270

Save only of that ilke tuo

I am unbuxom of no mo.

Whan ben tho tuo? tell on, quod he.

Mi fader, this is on, that sche

Comandeth me my mowth to close,

And that I scholde hir noght oppose

In love, of which I ofte preche,

Bot plenerliche of such a speche

Forbere, and soffren hire in pes.

Bot that ne myhte I natheles   1280

For al this world obeie ywiss;

For whanne I am ther as sche is,

Though sche my tales noght alowe,

Ayein hir will yit mot I bowe,

To seche if that I myhte have grace:

Bot that thing may I noght enbrace

For ought that I can speke or do;

And yit fulofte I speke so,

That sche is wroth and seith, “Be stille.”

If I that heste schal fulfille   1290

And therto ben obedient,

Thanne is my cause fully schent,

For specheles may noman spede.

So wot I noght what is to rede;

Bot certes I may noght obeie,

That I ne mot algate seie

Somwhat of that I wolde mene;

For evere it is aliche grene,

The grete love which I have,

Wherof I can noght bothe save   1300

My speche and this obedience:

And thus fulofte my silence

I breke, and is the ferste point

Wherof that I am out of point

In this, and yit it is no pride.

Now thanne upon that other side

To telle my desobeissance,

Ful sore it stant to my grevance

And may noght sinke into my wit;

For ofte time sche me bit   1310

To leven hire and chese a newe,

And seith, if I the sothe knewe

How ferr I stonde from hir grace,

I scholde love in other place.

Bot therof woll I desobeie;

For also wel sche myhte seie,

“Go tak the Mone ther it sit,”

As bringe that into my wit:

For ther was nevere rooted tre,

That stod so faste in his degre,   1320

That I ne stonde more faste

Upon hire love, and mai noght caste

Min herte awey, althogh I wolde.

For god wot, thogh I nevere scholde

Sen hir with yhe after this day,

Yit stant it so that I ne may

Hir love out of my brest remue.

This is a wonder retenue,

That malgre wher sche wole or non

Min herte is everemore in on,   1330

So that I can non other chese,

Bot whether that I winne or lese,

I moste hire loven til I deie;

And thus I breke as be that weie

Hire hestes and hir comandinges,

Bot trewliche in non othre thinges.

Forthi, my fader, what is more

Touchende to this ilke lore

I you beseche, after the forme

That ye pleinly me wolde enforme,   1340

So that I may myn herte reule

In loves cause after the reule.

Toward this vice of which we trete

Ther ben yit tweie of thilke estrete,

Here name is Murmur and Compleignte:

Ther can noman here chiere peinte,

To sette a glad semblant therinne,

For thogh fortune make hem wynne,

Yit grucchen thei, and if thei lese,

Ther is no weie forto chese,   1350

Wherof thei myhten stonde appesed.

So ben thei comunly desesed;

Ther may no welthe ne poverte

Attempren hem to the decerte

Of buxomnesse be no wise:

For ofte time thei despise

The goode fortune as the badde,

As thei no mannes reson hadde,

Thurgh pride, wherof thei be blinde.

And ryht of such a maner kinde   1360

Ther be lovers, that thogh thei have

Of love al that thei wolde crave,

Yit wol thei grucche be som weie,

That thei wol noght to love obeie

Upon the trowthe, as thei do scholde;

And if hem lacketh that thei wolde,

Anon thei falle in such a peine,

That evere unbuxomly thei pleigne

Upon fortune, and curse and crie,

That thei wol noght here hertes plie   1370

To soffre til it betre falle.

Forthi if thou amonges alle

Hast used this condicioun,

Mi Sone, in thi Confessioun

Now tell me pleinly what thou art.

Mi fader, I beknowe a part,

So as ye tolden hier above

Of Murmur and Compleignte of love,

That for I se no sped comende,

Ayein fortune compleignende   1380

I am, as who seith, everemo:

And ek fulofte tyme also,

Whan so is that I se and hiere

Or hevy word or hevy chiere

Of my lady, I grucche anon;

Bot wordes dar I speke non,

Wherof sche myhte be desplesed,

Bot in myn herte I am desesed:

With many a Murmur, god it wot,

Thus drinke I in myn oghne swot,   1390

And thogh I make no semblant,

Min herte is al desobeissant;

And in this wise I me confesse

Of that ye clepe unbuxomnesse.

Now telleth what youre conseil is.

Mi Sone, and I thee rede this,

What so befalle of other weie,

That thou to loves heste obeie

Als ferr as thou it myht suffise:

For ofte sithe in such a wise   1400

Obedience in love availeth,

Wher al a mannes strengthe faileth;

Wherof, if that the list to wite

In a Cronique as it is write,

A gret ensample thou myht fynde,

Which now is come to my mynde.

Ther was whilom be daies olde

A worthi knyht, and as men tolde

He was Nevoeu to themperour

And of his Court a Courteour:   1410

Wifles he was, Florent he hihte,

He was a man that mochel myhte,

Of armes he was desirous,

Chivalerous and amorous,

And for the fame of worldes speche,

Strange aventures forto seche,

He rod the Marches al aboute.

And fell a time, as he was oute,

Fortune, which may every thred

Tobreke and knette of mannes sped,   1420

Schop, as this knyht rod in a pas,

That he be strengthe take was,

And to a Castell thei him ladde,

Wher that he fewe frendes hadde:

For so it fell that ilke stounde

That he hath with a dedly wounde

Feihtende his oghne hondes slain

Branchus, which to the Capitain

Was Sone and Heir, wherof ben wrothe

The fader and the moder bothe.   1430

That knyht Branchus was of his hond

The worthieste of al his lond,

And fain thei wolden do vengance

Upon Florent, bot remembrance

That thei toke of his worthinesse

Of knyhthod and of gentilesse,

And how he stod of cousinage

To themperour, made hem assuage,

And dorsten noght slen him for fere:

In gret desputeisoun thei were
  1440

Among hemself, what was the beste.

Ther was a lady, the slyheste

Of alle that men knewe tho,

So old sche myhte unethes go,

And was grantdame unto the dede:

And sche with that began to rede,

And seide how sche wol bringe him inne,

That sche schal him to dethe winne

Al only of his oghne grant,

Thurgh strengthe of verray covenant   1450

Withoute blame of eny wiht.

Anon sche sende for this kniht,

And of hire Sone sche alleide

The deth, and thus to him sche seide:

“Florent, how so thou be to wyte

Of Branchus deth, men schal respite

As now to take vengement,

Be so thou stonde in juggement

Upon certein condicioun,

That thou unto a questioun   1460

Which I schal axe schalt ansuere;

And over this thou schalt ek swere,

That if thou of the sothe faile,

Ther schal non other thing availe,

That thou ne schalt thi deth receive.

And for men schal thee noght deceive,

That thou therof myht ben avised,

Thou schalt have day and tyme assised

And leve saufly forto wende,

Be so that at thi daies ende   1470

Thou come ayein with thin avys.

This knyht, which worthi was and wys,

This lady preith that he may wite,

And have it under Seales write,

What questioun it scholde be

For which he schal in that degree

Stonde of his lif in jeupartie.

With that sche feigneth compaignie,

And seith: “Florent, on love it hongeth

Al that to myn axinge longeth:   1480

What alle wommen most desire

This wole I axe, and in thempire

Wher as thou hast most knowlechinge

Tak conseil upon this axinge.”

Florent this thing hath undertake,

The day was set, the time take,

Under his seal he wrot his oth,

In such a wise and forth he goth

Hom to his Emes court ayein;

To whom his aventure plein   1490

He tolde, of that him is befalle.

And upon that thei weren alle

The wiseste of the lond asent,

Bot natheles of on assent

Thei myhte noght acorde plat,

On seide this, an othre that.

After the disposicioun

Of naturel complexioun

To som womman it is plesance,

That to an other is grevance;   1500

Bot such a thing in special,

Which to hem alle in general

Is most plesant, and most desired

Above alle othre and most conspired,

Such o thing conne thei noght finde

Be Constellacion ne kinde:

And thus Florent withoute cure

Mot stonde upon his aventure,

And is al schape unto the lere,

As in defalte of his answere.   1510

This knyht hath levere forto dye

Than breke his trowthe and forto lye

In place ther as he was swore,

And schapth him gon ayein therfore.

Whan time cam he tok his leve,

That lengere wolde he noght beleve,

And preith his Em he be noght wroth,

For that is a point of his oth,

He seith, that noman schal him wreke,

Thogh afterward men hiere speke   1520

That he par aventure deie.

And thus he wente forth his weie

Alone as knyht aventurous,

And in his thoght was curious

To wite what was best to do:

And as he rod al one so,

And cam nyh ther he wolde be,

In a forest under a tre

He syh wher sat a creature,

A lothly wommannysch figure,   1530

That forto speke of fleisch and bon

So foul yit syh he nevere non.

This knyht behield hir redely,

And as he wolde have passed by,

Sche cleped him and bad abide;

And he his horse heved aside

Tho torneth, and to hire he rod,

And there he hoveth and abod,

To wite what sche wolde mene.

And sche began him to bemene,   1540

And seide: “Florent be thi name,

Thou hast on honde such a game,

That bot thou be the betre avised,

Thi deth is schapen and devised,

That al the world ne mai the save,

Bot if that thou my conseil have.”

Florent, whan he this tale herde,

Unto this olde wyht answerde

And of hir conseil he hir preide.

And sche ayein to him thus seide:   1550

“Florent, if I for the so schape,

That thou thurgh me thi deth ascape

And take worschipe of thi dede,

What schal I have to my mede?”

“What thing,” quod he, “that thou wolt axe.”

“I bidde nevere a betre taxe,”

Quod sche, “bot ferst, er thou be sped,

Thou schalt me leve such a wedd,

That I wol have thi trowthe in honde

That thou schalt be myn housebonde.”   1560

“Nay,” seith Florent, “that may noght be.”

“Ryd thanne forth thi wey,” quod sche,

“And if thou go withoute red,

Thou schalt be sekerliche ded.”

Florent behihte hire good ynowh

Of lond, of rente, of park, of plowh,

Bot al that compteth sche at noght.

Tho fell this knyht in mochel thoght,

Now goth he forth, now comth ayein,

He wot noght what is best to sein,   1570

And thoghte, as he rod to and fro,

That chese he mot on of the tuo,

Or forto take hire to his wif

Or elles forto lese his lif.

And thanne he caste his avantage,

That sche was of so gret an age,

That sche mai live bot a while,

And thoghte put hire in an Ile,

Wher that noman hire scholde knowe,

Til sche with deth were overthrowe.   1580

And thus this yonge lusti knyht

Unto this olde lothly wiht

Tho seide: “If that non other chance

Mai make my deliverance,

Bot only thilke same speche

Which, as thou seist, thou schalt me teche,

Have hier myn hond, I schal thee wedde.”

And thus his trowthe he leith to wedde.

With that sche frounceth up the browe:

“This covenant I wol allowe,”   1590

Sche seith: “if eny other thing

Bot that thou hast of my techyng

Fro deth thi body mai respite,

I woll thee of thi trowthe acquite,

And elles be non other weie.

Now herkne me what I schal seie.

Whan thou art come into the place,

Wher now thei maken gret manace

And upon thi comynge abyde,

Thei wole anon the same tide   1600

Oppose thee of thin answere.

I wot thou wolt nothing forbere

Of that thou wenest be thi beste,

And if thou myht so finde reste,

Wel is, for thanne is ther nomore.

And elles this schal be my lore,

That thou schalt seie, upon this Molde

That alle wommen lievest wolde

Be soverein of mannes love:

For what womman is so above,   1610

Sche hath, as who seith, al hire wille;

And elles may sche noght fulfille

What thing hir were lievest have.

With this answere thou schalt save

Thiself, and other wise noght.

And whan thou hast thin ende wroght,

Com hier ayein, thou schalt me finde,

And let nothing out of thi minde.”

He goth him forth with hevy chiere,

As he that not in what manere   1620

He mai this worldes joie atteigne:

For if he deie, he hath a peine,

And if he live, he mot him binde

To such on which of alle kinde

Of wommen is thunsemlieste:

Thus wot he noght what is the beste:

Bot be him lief or be him loth,

Unto the Castell forth he goth

His full answere forto yive,

Or forto deie or forto live.   1630

Forth with his conseil cam the lord,

The thinges stoden of record,

He sende up for the lady sone,

And forth sche cam, that olde Mone.

In presence of the remenant

The strengthe of al the covenant

Tho was reherced openly,

And to Florent sche bad forthi

That he schal tellen his avis,

As he that woot what is the pris.   1640

Florent seith al that evere he couthe,

Bot such word cam ther non to mowthe,

That he for yifte or for beheste

Mihte eny wise his deth areste.

And thus he tarieth longe and late,

Til that this lady bad algate

That he schal for the dom final

Yive his answere in special

Of that sche hadde him ferst opposed:

And thanne he hath trewly supposed   1650

That he him may of nothing yelpe,

Bot if so be tho wordes helpe,

Whiche as the womman hath him tawht;

Wherof he hath an hope cawht

That he schal ben excused so,

And tolde out plein his wille tho.

And whan that this Matrone herde

The manere how this knyht ansuerde,

Sche seide: “Ha treson, wo thee be,

That hast thus told the privite,   1660

Which alle wommen most desire!

I wolde that thou were afire.”

Bot natheles in such a plit

Florent of his answere is quit:

And tho began his sorwe newe,

For he mot gon, or ben untrewe,

To hire which his trowthe hadde.

Bot he, which alle schame dradde,

Goth forth in stede of his penance,

And takth the fortune of his chance,   1670

As he that was with trowthe affaited.

This olde wyht him hath awaited

In place wher as he hire lefte:

Florent his wofull heved uplefte

And syh this vecke wher sche sat,

Which was the lothlieste what

That evere man caste on his yhe:

Hire Nase bass, hire browes hyhe,

Hire yhen smale and depe set,

Hire chekes ben with teres wet,   1680

And rivelen as an emty skyn

Hangende doun unto the chin,

Hire Lippes schrunken ben for age,

Ther was no grace in the visage,

Hir front was nargh, hir lockes hore,

Sche loketh forth as doth a More,

Hire Necke is schort, hir schuldres courbe,

That myhte a mannes lust destourbe,

Hire body gret and nothing smal,

And schortly to descrive hire al,   1690

Sche hath no lith withoute a lak;

Bot lich unto the wollesak

Sche proferth hire unto this knyht,

And bad him, as he hath behyht,

So as sche hath ben his warant,

That he hire holde covenant,

And be the bridel sche him seseth.

Bot godd wot how that sche him pleseth

Of suche wordes as sche spekth:

Him thenkth welnyh his herte brekth   1700

For sorwe that he may noght fle,

Bot if he wolde untrewe be.

Loke, how a sek man for his hele

Takth baldemoine with Canele,

And with the Mirre takth the Sucre,

Ryht upon such a maner lucre

Stant Florent, as in this diete:

He drinkth the bitre with the swete,

He medleth sorwe with likynge,

And liveth, as who seith, deyinge;   1710

His youthe schal be cast aweie

Upon such on which as the weie

Is old and lothly overal.

Bot nede he mot that nede schal:

He wolde algate his trowthe holde,

As every knyht therto is holde,

What happ so evere him is befalle:

Thogh sche be the fouleste of alle,

Yet to thonour of wommanhiede

  







Him thoghte he scholde taken hiede;   1720

So that for pure gentilesse,

As he hire couthe best adresce,

In ragges, as sche was totore,

He set hire on his hors tofore

And forth he takth his weie softe;

No wonder thogh he siketh ofte.

Bot as an oule fleth be nyhte

Out of alle othre briddes syhte,

Riht so this knyht on daies brode

In clos him hield, and schop his rode   1730

On nyhtes time, til the tyde

That he cam there he wolde abide;

And prively withoute noise

He bringth this foule grete Coise

To his Castell in such a wise

That noman myhte hire schappe avise,

Til sche into the chambre cam:

Wher he his prive conseil nam

Of suche men as he most troste,

And tolde hem that he nedes moste   1740

This beste wedde to his wif,

For elles hadde he lost his lif.

The prive wommen were asent,

That scholden ben of his assent:

Hire ragges thei anon of drawe,

And, as it was that time lawe,

She hadde bath, sche hadde reste,

And was arraied to the beste.

Bot with no craft of combes brode

Thei myhte hire hore lockes schode,   1750

And sche ne wolde noght be schore

For no conseil, and thei therfore,

With such atyr as tho was used,

Ordeinen that it was excused,

And hid so crafteliche aboute,

That noman myhte sen hem oute.

Bot when sche was fulliche arraied

And hire atyr was al assaied,

Tho was sche foulere on to se:

Bot yit it may non other be,   1760

Thei were wedded in the nyht;

So wo begon was nevere knyht

As he was thanne of mariage.

And sche began to pleie and rage,

As who seith, I am wel ynowh;

Bot he therof nothing ne lowh,

For sche tok thanne chiere on honde

And clepeth him hire housebonde,

And seith, “My lord, go we to bedde,

For I to that entente wedde,   1770

That thou schalt be my worldes blisse:”

And profreth him with that to kisse,

As sche a lusti Lady were.

His body myhte wel be there,

Bot as of thoght and of memoire

His herte was in purgatoire.

Bot yit for strengthe of matrimoine

He myhte make non essoine,

That he ne mot algates plie

To gon to bedde of compaignie:   1780

And whan thei were abedde naked,

Withoute slep he was awaked;

He torneth on that other side,

For that he wolde hise yhen hyde

Fro lokynge on that foule wyht.

The chambre was al full of lyht,

The courtins were of cendal thinne,

This newe bryd which lay withinne,

Thogh it be noght with his acord,

In armes sche beclipte hire lord,   1790

And preide, as he was torned fro,

He wolde him torne ayeinward tho;

“For now,” sche seith, “we ben bothe on.”

And he lay stille as eny ston,

Bot evere in on sche spak and preide,

And bad him thenke on that he seide,

Whan that he tok hire be the hond.

He herde and understod the bond,

How he was set to his penance,

And as it were a man in trance   1800

He torneth him al sodeinly,

And syh a lady lay him by

Of eyhtetiene wynter age,

Which was the faireste of visage

That evere in al this world he syh:

And as he wolde have take hire nyh,

Sche put hire hand and be his leve

Besoghte him that he wolde leve,

And seith that forto wynne or lese

He mot on of tuo thinges chese,   1810

Wher he wol have hire such on nyht,

Or elles upon daies lyht,

For he schal noght have bothe tuo.

And he began to sorwe tho,

In many a wise and caste his thoght,

Bot for al that yit cowthe he noght

Devise himself which was the beste.

And sche, that wolde his hertes reste,

Preith that he scholde chese algate,

Til ate laste longe and late   1820

He seide: “O ye, my lyves hele,

Sey what you list in my querele,

I not what ansuere I schal yive:

Bot evere whil that I may live,

I wol that ye be my maistresse,

For I can noght miselve gesse

Which is the beste unto my chois.

Thus grante I yow myn hole vois,

Ches for ous bothen, I you preie;

And what as evere that ye seie,   1830

Riht as ye wole so wol I.”

“Mi lord,” sche seide, “ grant merci,

For of this word that ye now sein,

That ye have mad me soverein,

Mi destine is overpassed,

That nevere hierafter schal be lassed

Mi beaute, which that I now have,

Til I be take into my grave;

Bot nyht and day as I am now

I schal alwey be such to yow.   1840

The kinges dowhter of Cizile

I am, and fell bot siththe awhile,

As I was with my fader late,

That my Stepmoder for an hate,

Which toward me sche hath begonne,

Forschop me, til I hadde wonne

The love and sovereinete

Of what knyht that in his degre

Alle othre passeth of good name:

And, as men sein, ye ben the same,   1850

The dede proeveth it is so;

Thus am I youres evermo.”

Tho was plesance and joye ynowh,

Echon with other pleide and lowh;

Thei live longe and wel thei ferde,

And clerkes that this chance herde

Thei writen it in evidence,

To teche how that obedience

Mai wel fortune a man to love

And sette him in his lust above,   1860

As it befell unto this knyht.

Forthi, my Sone, if thou do ryht,

Thou schalt unto thi love obeie,

And folwe hir will be alle weie.

Min holy fader, so I wile:

For ye have told me such a skile

Of this ensample now tofore,

That I schal evermo therfore

Hierafterward myn observance

To love and to his obeissance   1870

The betre kepe: and over this

Of pride if ther oght elles is,

Wherof that I me schryve schal,

What thing it is in special,

Mi fader, axeth, I you preie.

Now lest, my Sone, and I schal seie:

For yit ther is Surquiderie,

Which stant with Pride of compaignie;

Wherof that thou schalt hiere anon,

To knowe if thou have gult or non   1880

Upon the forme as thou schalt hiere:

Now understond wel the matiere.

Surquiderie is thilke vice

Of Pride, which the thridde office

Hath in his Court, and wol noght knowe

The trowthe til it overthrowe.

Upon his fortune and his grace

Comth “Hadde I wist” fulofte aplace;

For he doth al his thing be gesse,

And voideth alle sikernesse.   1890

Non other conseil good him siemeth

Bot such as he himselve diemeth;

For in such wise as he compasseth,

His wit al one alle othre passeth;

And is with pride so thurghsoght,

That he alle othre set at noght,

And weneth of himselven so,

That such as he ther be nomo,

So fair, so semly, ne so wis;

And thus he wolde bere a pris   1900

Above alle othre, and noght forthi

He seith noght ones “grant mercy”

To godd, which alle grace sendeth,

So that his wittes he despendeth

Upon himself, as thogh ther were

No godd which myhte availe there:

Bot al upon his oghne witt

He stant, til he falle in the pitt

So ferr that he mai noght arise.

And riht thus in the same wise   1910

This vice upon the cause of love

So proudly set the herte above,

And doth him pleinly forto wene

That he to loven eny qwene

Hath worthinesse and sufficance;

And so withoute pourveance

Fulofte he heweth up so hihe,

That chippes fallen in his yhe;

And ek ful ofte he weneth this,

Ther as he noght beloved is,   1920

To be beloved alther best.

Now, Sone, tell what so thee lest

Of this that I have told thee hier.

Ha, fader, be noght in a wer:

I trowe ther be noman lesse,

Of eny maner worthinesse,

That halt him lasse worth thanne I

To be beloved; and noght forthi

I seie in excusinge of me,

To alle men that love is fre.   1930

And certes that mai noman werne;

For love is of himself so derne,

It luteth in a mannes herte:

Bot that ne schal me noght asterte,

To wene forto be worthi

To loven, bot in hir mercy.

Bot, Sire, of that ye wolden mene,

That I scholde otherwise wene

To be beloved thanne I was,

I am beknowe as in that cas.   1940

Mi goode Sone, tell me how.

Now lest, and I wol telle yow,

Mi goode fader, how it is.

Fulofte it hath befalle or this

Thurgh hope that was noght certein,

Mi wenynge hath be set in vein

To triste in thing that halp me noght,

Bot onliche of myn oughne thoght.

For as it semeth that a belle

Lik to the wordes that men telle   1950

Answerth, riht so ne mor ne lesse,

To yow, my fader, I confesse,

Such will my wit hath overset,

That what so hope me behet,

Ful many a time I wene it soth,

Bot finali no spied it doth.

Thus may I tellen, as I can,

Wenyng beguileth many a man;

So hath it me, riht wel I wot:

For if a man wole in a Bot   1960

Which is withoute botme rowe,

He moste nedes overthrowe.

Riht so wenyng hath ferd be me:

For whanne I wende next have be,

As I be my wenynge caste,

Thanne was I furthest ate laste,

And as a foll my bowe unbende,

Whan al was failed that I wende.

Forthi, my fader, as of this,

That my wenynge hath gon amis   1970

Touchende to Surquiderie,

Yif me my penance er I die.

Bot if ye wolde in eny forme

Of this matiere a tale enforme,

Which were ayein this vice set,

I scholde fare wel the bet.

Mi Sone, in alle maner wise

Surquiderie is to despise,

Wherof I finde write thus.

The proude knyht Capane.s   1980

He was of such Surquiderie,

That he thurgh his chivalerie

Upon himself so mochel triste,

That to the goddes him ne liste

In no querele to beseche,

Bot seide it was an ydel speche,

Which caused was of pure drede,

For lack of herte and for no nede.

And upon such presumpcioun

He hield this proude opinioun,   1990

Til ate laste upon a dai,

Aboute Thebes wher he lay,

Whan it of Siege was belein,

This knyht, as the Croniqes sein,

In alle mennes sihte there,

Whan he was proudest in his gere,

And thoghte how nothing myhte him dere,

Ful armed with his schield and spere

As he the Cite wolde assaile,

Godd tok himselve the bataille   2000

Ayein his Pride, and fro the sky

A firy thonder sodeinly

He sende, and him to pouldre smot.

And thus the Pride which was hot,

Whan he most in his strengthe wende,

Was brent and lost withouten ende:

So that it proeveth wel therfore,

The strengthe of man is sone lore,

Bot if that he it wel governe.

And over this a man mai lerne   2010

That ek fulofte time it grieveth,

Whan that a man himself believeth,

As thogh it scholde him wel beseme

That he alle othre men can deme,

And hath foryete his oghne vice.

A tale of hem that ben so nyce,

And feigne hemself to be so wise,

I schal thee telle in such a wise,

Wherof thou schalt ensample take

That thou no such thing undertake.   2020

I finde upon Surquiderie,

How that whilom of Hungarie

Be olde daies was a King

Wys and honeste in alle thing:

And so befell upon a dai,

And that was in the Monthe of Maii,

As thilke time it was usance,

This kyng with noble pourveance

Hath for himself his Charr araied,

Wher inne he wolde ride amaied   2030

Out of the Cite forto pleie,

With lordes and with gret nobleie

Of lusti folk that were yonge:

Wher some pleide and some songe,

And some gon and some ryde,

And some prike here hors aside

And bridlen hem now in now oute.

The kyng his yhe caste aboute,

Til he was ate laste war

And syh comende ayein his char   2040

Two pilegrins of so gret age,

That lich unto a dreie ymage

Thei weren pale and fade hewed,

And as a bussh which is besnewed,

Here berdes weren hore and whyte;

Ther was of kinde bot a lite,

That thei ne semen fulli dede.

Thei comen to the kyng and bede

Som of his good par charite;

And he with gret humilite   2050

Out of his Char to grounde lepte,

And hem in bothe hise armes kepte

And keste hem bothe fot and hond

Before the lordes of his lond,

And yaf hem of his good therto:

And whanne he hath this dede do,

He goth into his char ayein.

Tho was Murmur, tho was desdeign,

Tho was compleignte on every side,

Thei seiden of here oghne Pride   2060

Eche until othre: “What is this?

Oure king hath do this thing amis,

So to abesse his realte

That every man it myhte se,

And humbled him in such a wise

To hem that were of non emprise.”

Thus was it spoken to and fro

Of hem that were with him tho

Al prively behinde his bak;

Bot to himselven noman spak.   2070

The kinges brother in presence

Was thilke time, and gret offence

He tok therof, and was the same

Above alle othre which most blame

Upon his liege lord hath leid,

And hath unto the lordes seid,

Anon as he mai time finde,

Ther schal nothing be left behinde,

That he wol speke unto the king.

Now lest what fell upon this thing.   2080

The day was merie and fair ynowh,

Echon with othre pleide and lowh,

And fellen into tales newe,

How that the freisshe floures grewe,

And how the grene leves spronge,

And how that love among the yonge

Began the hertes thanne awake,

And every bridd hath chose hire make:

And thus the Maies day to thende

Thei lede, and hom ayein thei wende.   2090

The king was noght so sone come,

That whanne he hadde his chambre nome,

His brother ne was redi there,

And broghte a tale unto his Ere

Of that he dede such a schame

In hindringe of his oghne name,

Whan he himself so wolde drecche,

That to so vil a povere wrecche

Him deigneth schewe such simplesce

Ayein thastat of his noblesce:   2100

And seith he schal it nomor use,

And that he mot himself excuse

Toward hise lordes everychon.

The king stod stille as eny ston,

And to his tale an Ere he leide,

And thoghte more than he seide:

Bot natheles to that he herde

Wel cortaisly the king answerde,

And tolde it scholde be amended.

And thus whan that her tale is ended,   2110

Al redy was the bord and cloth,

The king unto his Souper goth

Among the lordes to the halle;

And whan thei hadden souped alle,

Thei token leve and forth thei go.

The king bethoghte himselve tho

How he his brother mai chastie,

That he thurgh his Surquiderie

Tok upon honde to despreise

Humilite, which is to preise,   2120

And therupon yaf such conseil

Toward his king that was noght heil;

Wherof to be the betre lered,

He thenkth to maken him afered.

It fell so that in thilke dawe

Ther was ordeined be the lawe

A trompe with a sterne breth,

Which cleped was the Trompe of deth:

And in the Court wher the king was

A certein man this Trompe of bras   2130

Hath in kepinge, and therof serveth,

That whan a lord his deth deserveth,

He schal this dredful trompe blowe

Tofore his gate, and make it knowe

How that the jugement is yove

Of deth, which schal noght be foryove.

The king, whan it was nyht, anon

This man asente and bad him gon

To trompen at his brother gate;

And he, which mot so don algate,   2140

Goth forth and doth the kynges heste.

This lord, which herde of this tempeste

That he tofore his gate blew,

Tho wiste he be the lawe and knew

That he was sikerliche ded:

And as of help he wot no red,

Bot sende for hise frendes alle

And tolde hem how it is befalle.

And thei him axe cause why;

Bot he the sothe noght forthi   2150

Ne wiste, and ther was sorwe tho:

For it stod thilke tyme so,

This trompe was of such sentence,

That therayein no resistence

Thei couthe ordeine be no weie,

That he ne mot algate deie,

Bot if so that he may pourchace

To gete his liege lordes grace.

Here wittes therupon thei caste,

And ben apointed ate laste.   2160

This lord a worthi ladi hadde

Unto his wif, which also dradde

Hire lordes deth, and children five

Betwen hem two thei hadde alyve,

That weren yonge and tendre of age,

And of stature and of visage

Riht faire and lusty on to se.

Tho casten thei that he and sche

Forth with here children on the morwe,

As thei that were full of sorwe,   2170

Al naked bot of smok and scherte,

To tendre with the kynges herte,

His grace scholden go to seche

And pardoun of the deth beseche.

Thus passen thei that wofull nyht,

And erly, whan thei sihe it lyht,

Thei gon hem forth in such a wise

As thou tofore hast herd devise,

Al naked bot here schortes one.

Thei wepte and made mochel mone,   2180

Here Her hangende aboute here Eres;

With sobbinge and with sory teres

This lord goth thanne an humble pas,

That whilom proud and noble was;

Wherof the Cite sore afflyhte,

Of hem that sihen thilke syhte:

And natheless al openly

With such wepinge and with such cri

Forth with hise children and his wif

He goth to preie for his lif.   2190

Unto the court whan thei be come,

And men therinne have hiede nome,

Ther was no wiht, if he hem syhe,

Fro water mihte kepe his yhe

For sorwe which thei maden tho.

The king supposeth of this wo,

And feigneth as he noght ne wiste;

Bot natheles at his upriste

Men tolden him how that it ferde:

And whan that he this wonder herde,   2200

In haste he goth into the halle,

And alle at ones doun thei falle,

If eny pite may be founde.

The king, which seth hem go to grounde,

Hath axed hem what is the fere,

Why thei be so despuiled there.

His brother seide: “Ha lord, mercy!

I wot non other cause why,

Bot only that this nyht ful late

The trompe of deth was at my gate   2210

In tokne that I scholde deie;

Thus be we come forto preie

That ye mi worldes deth respite.”

“Ha fol, how thou art forto wyte,”

The king unto his brother seith,

“That thou art of so litel feith,

That only for a trompes soun

Hast gon despuiled thurgh the toun,

Thou and thi wif in such manere

Forth with thi children that ben here,   2220

In sihte of alle men aboute,

For that thou seist thou art in doute

Of deth, which stant under the lawe

Of man, and man it mai withdrawe,

So that it mai par chance faile.

Now schalt thou noght forthi mervaile

That I doun fro my Charr alihte,

Whanne I behield tofore my sihte

In hem that were of so grete age

Min oghne deth thurgh here ymage,   2230

Which god hath set be lawe of kynde,

Wherof I mai no bote finde:

For wel I wot, such as thei be,

Riht such am I in my degree,

Of fleissh and blod, and so schal deie.

And thus, thogh I that lawe obeie

Of which the kinges ben put under,

It oghte ben wel lasse wonder

Than thou, which art withoute nede

For lawe of londe in such a drede,   2240

Which for tacompte is bot a jape,

As thing which thou miht overscape.

Forthi, mi brother, after this

I rede, sithen that so is

That thou canst drede a man so sore,

Dred god with al thin herte more:

For al schal deie and al schal passe,

Als wel a Leoun as an asse,

Als wel a beggere as a lord,

Towardes deth in on acord   2250

Thei schullen stonde.” And in this wise

The king hath with hise wordes wise

His brother tawht and al foryive.

Forthi, mi Sone, if thou wolt live

In vertu, thou most vice eschuie,

And with low herte humblesce suie,

So that thou be noght surquidous.

Mi fader, I am amorous,

Wherof I wolde you beseche

That ye me som ensample teche,   2260

Which mihte in loves cause stonde.

Mi Sone, thou schalt understonde,

In love and othre thinges alle

If that Surquiderie falle,

It may to him noght wel betide

Which useth thilke vice of Pride,

Which torneth wisdom to wenynge

And Sothfastnesse into lesynge

Thurgh fol ymaginacion.

And for thin enformacion,   2270

That thou this vice as I the rede

Eschuie schalt, a tale I rede,

Which fell whilom be daies olde,

So as the clerk Ovide tolde.

Ther was whilom a lordes Sone,

Which of his Pride a nyce wone

Hath cawht, that worthi to his liche,

To sechen al the worldes riche,

Ther was no womman forto love.

So hihe he sette himselve above   2280

Of stature and of beaute bothe,

That him thoghte alle wommen lothe:

So was ther no comparisoun

As toward his condicioun.

This yonge lord Narcizus hihte:

No strengthe of love bowe mihte

His herte, which is unaffiled;

Bot ate laste he was beguiled:

For of the goddes pourveance

It fell him on a dai par chance,   2290

That he in all his proude fare

Unto the forest gan to fare,

Amonges othre that ther were

To hunte and to desporte him there.

And whanne he cam into the place

Wher that he wolde make his chace,

The houndes weren in a throwe

Uncoupled and the hornes blowe:

The grete hert anon was founde,

Which swifte feet sette upon grounde,   2300

And he with spore in horse side

Him hasteth faste forto ride,

Til alle men be left behinde.

And as he rod, under a linde

Beside a roche, as I thee telle,

He syh wher sprong a lusty welle:

The day was wonder hot withalle,

And such a thurst was on him falle,

That he moste owther deie or drinke;

And doun he lihte and be the brinke   2310

He teide his Hors unto a braunche,

And leide him lowe forto staunche

His thurst: and as he caste his lok

Into the welle and hiede tok,

He sih the like of his visage,

And wende ther were an ymage

Of such a Nimphe as tho was faie,

Wherof that love his herte assaie

Began, as it was after sene,

Of his sotie and made him wene   2320

It were a womman that he syh.

The more he cam the welle nyh,

The nerr cam sche to him ayein;

So wiste he nevere what to sein;

For whanne he wepte, he sih hire wepe,

And whanne he cride, he tok good kepe,

The same word sche cride also:

And thus began the newe wo,

That whilom was to him so strange;

Tho made him love an hard eschange,   2330

To sette his herte and to beginne

Thing which he mihte nevere winne.

And evere among he gan to loute,

And preith that sche to him come oute;

And otherwhile he goth a ferr,

And otherwhile he draweth nerr,

And evere he fond hire in o place.

He wepth, he crith, he axeth grace,

There as he mihte gete non;

So that ayein a Roche of Ston,   2340

As he that knew non other red,

He smot himself til he was ded.

Wherof the Nimphes of the welles,

And othre that ther weren elles

Unto the wodes belongende,

The body, which was ded ligende,

For pure pite that thei have

Under the grene thei begrave.

And thanne out of his sepulture

Ther sprong anon par aventure   2350

Of floures such a wonder syhte,

That men ensample take myhte

Upon the dedes whiche he dede,

As tho was sene in thilke stede;

For in the wynter freysshe and faire

The floures ben, which is contraire

To kynde, and so was the folie

Which fell of his Surquiderie.

Thus he, which love hadde in desdeign,

Worste of all othre was besein,   2360

And as he sette his pris most hyhe,

He was lest worth in loves yhe

And most bejaped in his wit:

Wherof the remembrance is yit,

So that thou myht ensample take,

And ek alle othre for his sake.

Mi fader, as touchende of me,

This vice I thenke forto fle,

Which of his wenynge overtroweth;

And nameliche of thing which groweth   2370

In loves cause or wel or wo

Yit pryded I me nevere so.

Bot wolde god that grace sende,

That toward me my lady wende

As I towardes hire wene!

Mi love scholde so be sene,

Ther scholde go no pride a place.

Bot I am ferr fro thilke grace,

As forto speke of tyme now;

So mot I soffre, and preie yow   2380

That ye wole axe on other side

If ther be eny point of Pride,

Wherof it nedeth to be schrive.

Mi Sone, godd it thee foryive,

If thou have eny thing misdo

Touchende of this, bot overmo

Ther is an other yit of Pride,

Which nevere cowthe hise wordes hide,

That he ne wole himself avaunte;

Ther mai nothing his tunge daunte,   2390

That he ne clappeth as a Belle:

Wherof if thou wolt that I telle,

It is behovely forto hiere,

So that thou myht thi tunge stiere,

Toward the world and stonde in grace,

Which lacketh ofte in many place

To him that can noght sitte stille,

Which elles scholde have al his wille.

The vice cleped Avantance

With Pride hath take his aqueintance,   2400

So that his oghne pris he lasseth,

When he such mesure overpasseth

That he his oghne Herald is.

That ferst was wel is thanne mis,

That was thankworth is thanne blame,

And thus the worschipe of his name

Thurgh pride of his avantarie

He torneth into vilenie.

I rede how that this proude vice

Hath thilke wynd in his office,   2410

Which thurgh the blastes that he bloweth

The mannes fame he overthroweth

Of vertu, which scholde elles springe

Into the worldes knowlechinge;

Bot he fordoth it alto sore.

And riht of such a maner lore

Ther ben lovers: forthi if thow

Art on of hem, tell and sei how.

Whan thou hast taken eny thing

Of loves yifte, or Nouche or ring,   2420

Or tok upon thee for the cold

Som goodly word that thee was told,

Or frendly chiere or tokne or lettre,

Wherof thin herte was the bettre,

Or that sche sende the grietinge,

Hast thou for Pride of thi likinge

Mad thin avant wher as the liste?

I wolde, fader, that ye wiste,

Mi conscience lith noght hiere:

Yit hadde I nevere such matiere,   2430

Wherof min herte myhte amende,

Noght of so mochel that sche sende

Be mowthe and seide, “Griet him wel:”

And thus for that ther is no diel

Wherof to make myn avant,

It is to reson acordant

That I mai nevere, bot I lye,

Of love make avanterie.

I wot noght what I scholde have do,

If that I hadde encheson so,   2440

As ye have seid hier manyon;

Bot I fond cause nevere non:

Bot daunger, which welnyh me slowh,

Therof I cowthe telle ynowh,

And of non other Avantance:

Thus nedeth me no repentance.

Now axeth furthere of my lif,

For hierof am I noght gultif.

Mi Sone, I am wel paid withal;

For wite it wel in special   2450

That love of his verrai justice

Above alle othre ayein this vice

At alle times most debateth,

With al his herte and most it hateth.

And ek in alle maner wise

Avantarie is to despise,

As be ensample thou myht wite,

Which I finde in the bokes write.

Of hem that we Lombars now calle

Albinus was the ferste of alle   2460

Which bar corone of Lombardie,

And was of gret chivalerie

In werre ayein diverse kinges.

So fell amonges othre thinges,

That he that time a werre hadde

With Gurmond, which the Geptes ladde,

And was a myhti kyng also:

Bot natheles it fell him so,

Albinus slowh him in the feld,

Ther halp him nowther swerd ne scheld,   2470

That he ne smot his hed of thanne,

Wherof he tok awey the Panne,

Of which he seide he wolde make

A Cuppe for Gurmoundes sake,

To kepe and drawe into memoire

Of his bataille the victoire.

And thus whan he the feld hath wonne,

The lond anon was overronne

And sesed in his oghne hond,

Wher he Gurmondes dowhter fond,   2480

Which Maide Rosemounde hihte,

And was in every mannes sihte

A fair, a freissh, a lusti on.

His herte fell to hire anon,

And such a love on hire he caste,

That he hire weddeth ate laste;

And after that long time in reste

With hire he duelte, and to the beste

Thei love ech other wonder wel.

Bot sche which kepth the blinde whel,   2490

Venus, whan thei be most above,

In al the hoteste of here love,

Hire whiel sche torneth, and thei felle

In the manere as I schal telle.

This king, which stod in al his welthe

Of pes, of worschipe and of helthe,

And felte him on no side grieved,

As he that hath his world achieved,

Tho thoghte he wolde a feste make;

And that was for his wyves sake,   2500

That sche the lordes ate feste,

That were obeissant to his heste,

Mai knowe: and so forth therupon

He let ordeine, and sende anon

Be lettres and be messagiers,

And warnede alle hise officiers

That every thing be wel arraied:

The grete Stiedes were assaied

For joustinge and for tornement,

And many a perled garnement   2510

Embroudred was ayein the dai.

The lordes in here beste arrai

Be comen ate time set,

On jousteth wel, an other bet,

And otherwhile thei torneie,

And thus thei casten care aweie

And token lustes upon honde.

And after, thou schalt understonde,

To mete into the kinges halle

Thei come, as thei be beden alle:   2520

And whan thei were set and served,

Thanne after, as it was deserved,

To hem that worthi knyhtes were,

So as thei seten hiere and there,

The pris was yove and spoken oute

Among the heraldz al aboute.

And thus benethe and ek above

Al was of armes and of love,

Wherof abouten ate bordes

Men hadde manye sondri wordes,   2530

That of the merthe which thei made

The king himself began to glade

Withinne his herte and tok a pride,

And sih the Cuppe stonde aside,

Which mad was of Gurmoundes hed,

As ye have herd, whan he was ded,

And was with gold and riche Stones

Beset and bounde for the nones,

And stod upon a fot on heihte

Of burned gold, and with gret sleihte   2540

Of werkmanschipe it was begrave

Of such werk as it scholde have,

And was policed ek so clene

That no signe of the Skulle is sene,

Bot as it were a Gripes Ey.

The king bad bere his Cuppe awey,

Which stod tofore him on the bord,

And fette thilke. Upon his word

This Skulle is fet and wyn therinne,

Wherof he bad his wif beginne:   2550

“Drink with thi fader, Dame,” he seide.

And sche to his biddinge obeide,

And tok the Skulle, and what hire liste

Sche drank, as sche which nothing wiste

What Cuppe it was: and thanne al oute

The kyng in audience aboute

Hath told it was hire fader Skulle,

So that the lordes knowe schulle

Of his bataille a soth witnesse,

And made avant thurgh what prouesse   2560

He hath his wyves love wonne,

Which of the Skulle hath so begonne.

Tho was ther mochel Pride alofte,

Thei speken alle, and sche was softe,

Thenkende on thilke unkynde Pride,

Of that hire lord so nyh hire side

Avanteth him that he hath slain

And piked out hire fader brain,

And of the Skulle had mad a Cuppe.

Sche soffreth al til thei were uppe,   2570

And tho sche hath seknesse feigned,

And goth to chambre and hath compleigned

Unto a Maide which sche triste,

So that non other wyht it wiste.

This Mayde Glodeside is hote,

To whom this lady hath behote

Of ladischipe al that sche can,

To vengen hire upon this man,

Which dede hire drinke in such a plit

Among hem alle for despit   2580

Of hire and of hire fader bothe;

Wherof hire thoghtes ben so wrothe,

Sche seith, that sche schal noght be glad,

Til that sche se him so bestad

That he nomore make avant.

And thus thei felle in covenant,

That thei acorden ate laste,

With suche wiles as thei caste

That thei wol gete of here acord

Som orped knyht to sle this lord:   2590

And with this sleihte thei beginne,

How thei Helmege myhten winne,

Which was the kinges Boteler,

A proud a lusti Bacheler,

And Glodeside he loveth hote.

And sche, to make him more assote,

Hire love granteth, and be nyhte

Thei schape how thei togedre myhte

Abedde meete: and don it was

This same nyht; and in this cas   2600

The qwene hirself the nyht secounde

Wente in hire stede, and there hath founde

A chambre derk withoute liht,

And goth to bedde to this knyht.

And he, to kepe his observance,

To love doth his obeissance,

And weneth it be Glodeside;

And sche thanne after lay aside,

And axeth him what he hath do,

And who sche was sche tolde him tho,   2610

And seide: “Helmege, I am thi qwene,

Now schal thi love wel be sene

Of that thou hast thi wille wroght:

Or it schal sore ben aboght,

Or thou schalt worche as I thee seie.

And if thou wolt be such a weie

Do my plesance and holde it stille,

For evere I schal ben at thi wille,

Bothe I and al myn heritage.”

Anon the wylde loves rage,   2620

In which noman him can governe,

Hath mad him that he can noght werne,

Bot fell al hol to hire assent:

And thus the whiel is al miswent,

The which fortune hath upon honde;

For how that evere it after stonde,

Thei schope among hem such a wyle,

The king was ded withinne a whyle.

So slihly cam it noght aboute

That thei ne ben descoevered oute,   2630

So that it thoghte hem for the beste

To fle, for there was no reste:

And thus the tresor of the king

Thei trusse and mochel other thing,

And with a certein felaschipe

Thei fledde and wente awey be schipe,

And hielde here rihte cours fro thenne,

Til that thei come to Ravenne,

Wher thei the Dukes helpe soghte.

And he, so as thei him besoghte,   2640

A place granteth forto duelle;

Bot after, whan he herde telle

Of the manere how thei have do,

This Duk let schape for hem so,

That of a puison which thei drunke

Thei hadden that thei have beswunke.

And al this made avant of Pride:

Good is therfore a man to hide

His oghne pris, for if he speke,

He mai lihtliche his thonk tobreke.   2650

In armes lith non avantance

To him which thenkth his name avance

And be renomed of his dede:

And also who that thenkth to spede

Of love, he mai him noght avaunte;

For what man thilke vice haunte,

His pourpos schal fulofte faile.

In armes he that wol travaile

Or elles loves grace atteigne,

His lose tunge he mot restreigne,   2660

Which berth of his honour the keie.

Forthi, my Sone, in alle weie

Tak riht good hiede of this matiere.

I thonke you, my fader diere,

This scole is of a gentil lore;

And if ther be oght elles more

Of Pride, which I schal eschuie,

Now axeth forth, and I wol suie

What thing that ye me wole enforme.

Mi Sone, yit in other forme   2670

Ther is a vice of Prides lore,

Which lich an hauk whan he wol sore,

Fleith upon heihte in his delices

After the likynge of his vices,

And wol no mannes resoun knowe,

Till he doun falle and overthrowe.

This vice veine gloire is hote,

Wherof, my Sone, I thee behote

To trete and speke in such a wise,

That thou thee myht the betre avise.   2680

The proude vice of veine gloire

Remembreth noght of purgatoire,

Hise worldes joyes ben so grete,

Him thenkth of hevene no beyete;

This lives Pompe is al his pes:

Yit schal he deie natheles,

And therof thenkth he bot a lite,

For al his lust is to delite

In newe thinges, proude and veine,

Als ferforth as he mai atteigne.   2690

I trowe, if that he myhte make

His body newe, he wolde take

A newe forme and leve his olde:

For what thing that he mai beholde,

The which to comun us is strange,

Anon his olde guise change

He wole and falle therupon,

Lich unto the Camelion,

Which upon every sondri hewe

That he beholt he moste newe   2700

His colour, and thus unavised

Fulofte time he stant desguised.

Mor jolif than the brid in Maii

He makth him evere freissh and gay,

And doth al his array desguise,

So that of him the newe guise

Of lusti folk alle othre take;

And ek he can carolles make,

Rondeal, balade and virelai.

And with al this, if that he may   2710

Of love gete him avantage,

Anon he wext of his corage

So overglad, that of his ende

Him thenkth ther is no deth comende:

For he hath thanne at alle tide

Of love such a maner pride,

Him thenkth his joie is endeles.

Now schrif thee, Sone, in godes pes,

And of thi love tell me plein

If that thi gloire hath be so vein.   2720

Mi fader, as touchinge of al

I may noght wel ne noght ne schal

Of veine gloire excuse me,

That I ne have for love be

The betre adresced and arraied;

And also I have ofte assaied

Rondeal, balade and virelai

For hire on whom myn herte lai

To make, and also forto peinte

Caroles with my wordes qweinte,   2730

To sette my pourpos alofte;

And thus I sang hem forth fulofte

In halle and ek in chambre aboute,

And made merie among the route,

Bot yit ne ferde I noght the bet.

Thus was my gloire in vein beset

Of al the joie that I made;

For whanne I wolde with hire glade,

And of hire love songes make,

Sche saide it was noght for hir sake,   2740

And liste noght my songes hiere

Ne witen what the wordes were.

So forto speke of myn arrai,

Yit couthe I nevere be so gay

Ne so wel make a songe of love,

Wherof I myhte ben above

And have encheson to be glad;

Bot rathere I am ofte adrad

For sorwe that sche seith me nay.

And natheles I wol noght say,   2750

That I nam glad on other side;

For fame, that can nothing hide,

Alday wol bringe unto myn Ere

Of that men speken hier and there,

How that my ladi berth the pris,

How sche is fair, how sche is wis,

How sche is wommanlich of chiere;

Of al this thing whanne I mai hiere,

What wonder is thogh I be fain?

And ek whanne I may hiere sain   2760

Tidinges of my ladi hele,

Althogh I may noght with hir dele,

Yit am I wonder glad of that;

For whanne I wot hire good astat,

As for that time I dar wel swere,

Non other sorwe mai me dere,

Thus am I gladed in this wise.

Bot, fader, of youre lores wise,

Of whiche ye be fully tawht,

Now tell me if yow thenketh awht   2770

That I therof am forto wyte.

Of that ther is I thee acquite,

Mi sone, he seide, and for thi goode

I wolde that thou understode:

For I thenke upon this matiere

To telle a tale, as thou schalt hiere,

How that ayein this proude vice

The hihe god of his justice

Is wroth and gret vengance doth.

Now herkne a tale that is soth:   2780

Thogh it be noght of loves kinde,

A gret ensample thou schalt finde

This veine gloire forto fle,

Which is so full of vanite.

Ther was a king that mochel myhte,

Which Nabugodonosor hihte,

Of whom that I spak hier tofore.

Yit in the bible his name is bore,

For al the world in Orient

Was hol at his comandement:   2790

As thanne of kinges to his liche

Was non so myhty ne so riche;

To his Empire and to his lawes,

As who seith, alle in thilke dawes

Were obeissant and tribut bere,

As thogh he godd of Erthe were.

With strengthe he putte kinges under,

And wroghte of Pride many a wonder;

He was so full of veine gloire,

That he ne hadde no memoire   2800

That ther was eny good bot he,

For pride of his prosperite;

Til that the hihe king of kinges,

Which seth and knoweth alle thinges,

Whos yhe mai nothing asterte,-

The privetes of mannes herte

Thei speke and sounen in his Ere

As thogh thei lowde wyndes were,-

He tok vengance upon this pride.

Bot for he wolde awhile abide   2810

To loke if he him wolde amende,

To him a foretokne he sende,

And that was in his slep be nyhte.

This proude kyng a wonder syhte

Hadde in his swevene, ther he lay:

Him thoghte, upon a merie day

As he behield the world aboute,

A tree fulgrowe he syh theroute,

Which stod the world amiddes evene,

Whos heihte straghte up to the hevene;   2820

The leves weren faire and large,

Of fruit it bar so ripe a charge,

That alle men it myhte fede:

He sih also the bowes spriede

Above al Erthe, in whiche were

The kinde of alle briddes there;

And eke him thoghte he syh also

The kinde of alle bestes go

Under this tre aboute round

And fedden hem upon the ground.   2830

As he this wonder stod and syh,

Him thoghte he herde a vois on hih

Criende, and seide aboven alle:

“Hew doun this tree and lett it falle,

The leves let defoule in haste

And do the fruit destruie and waste,

And let of schreden every braunche,

Bot ate Rote let it staunche.

Whan al his Pride is cast to grounde,

The rote schal be faste bounde,   2840

And schal no mannes herte bere,

Bot every lust he schal forbere

Of man, and lich an Oxe his mete

Of gras he schal pourchace and ete,

Til that the water of the hevene

Have waisshen him be times sevene,

So that he be thurghknowe ariht

What is the heveneliche myht,

And be mad humble to the wille

Of him which al mai save and spille.”   2850

This king out of his swefne abreide,

And he upon the morwe it seide

Unto the clerkes whiche he hadde:

Bot non of hem the sothe aradde,

Was non his swevene cowthe undo.

And it stod thilke time so,

This king hadde in subjeccioun

Judee, and of affeccioun

Above alle othre on Daniel

He loveth, for he cowthe wel   2860

Divine that non other cowthe:

To him were alle thinges cowthe,

As he it hadde of goddes grace.

He was before the kinges face

Asent, and bode that he scholde

Upon the point the king of tolde

The fortune of his swevene expounde,

As it scholde afterward be founde.

Whan Daniel this swevene herde,

He stod long time er he ansuerde,   2870

And made a wonder hevy chiere.

The king tok hiede of his manere,

And bad him telle that he wiste,

As he to whom he mochel triste,

And seide he wolde noght be wroth.

Bot Daniel was wonder loth,

And seide: “Upon thi fomen alle,

Sire king, thi swevene mote falle;

And natheles touchende of this

I wol the tellen how it is,   2880

And what desese is to thee schape:

God wot if thou it schalt ascape.

The hihe tree, which thou hast sein

With lef and fruit so wel besein,

The which stod in the world amiddes,

So that the bestes and the briddes

Governed were of him al one,

Sire king, betokneth thi persone,

Which stant above all erthli thinges.

Thus regnen under the the kinges,   2890

And al the poeple unto thee louteth,

And al the world thi pouer doubteth,

So that with vein honour deceived

Thou hast the reverence weyved

Fro him which is thi king above,

That thou for drede ne for love

Wolt nothing knowen of thi godd;

Which now for thee hath mad a rodd,

Thi veine gloire and thi folie

With grete peines to chastie.   2900

And of the vois thou herdest speke,

Which bad the bowes forto breke

And hewe and felle doun the tree,

That word belongeth unto thee;

Thi regne schal ben overthrowe,

And thou despuiled for a throwe:

Bot that the Rote scholde stonde,

Be that thou schalt wel understonde,

Ther schal abyden of thi regne

A time ayein whan thou schalt regne.   2910

And ek of that thou herdest seie,

To take a mannes herte aweie

And sette there a bestial,

So that he lich an Oxe schal

Pasture, and that he be bereined

Be times sefne and sore peined,

Til that he knowe his goddes mihtes,

Than scholde he stonde ayein uprihtes,-

Al this betokneth thin astat,

Which now with god is in debat:   2920

Thi mannes forme schal be lassed,

Til sevene yer ben overpassed,

And in the liknesse of a beste

Of gras schal be thi real feste,

The weder schal upon thee reine.

And understond that al this peine,

Which thou schalt soffre thilke tide,

Is schape al only for thi pride

Of veine gloire, and of the sinne

Which thou hast longe stonden inne.   2930

So upon this condicioun

Thi swevene hath exposicioun.

Bot er this thing befalle in dede,

Amende thee, this wolde I rede:

Yif and departe thin almesse,

Do mercy forth with rihtwisnesse,

Besech and prei the hihe grace,

For so thou myht thi pes pourchace

With godd, and stonde in good acord.”

Bot Pride is loth to leve his lord,   2940

And wol noght soffre humilite

With him to stonde in no degree;

And whan a schip hath lost his stiere,

Is non so wys that mai him stiere

Ayein the wawes in a rage.

This proude king in his corage

Humilite hath so forlore,

That for no swevene he sih tofore,

Ne yit for al that Daniel

Him hath conseiled everydel,   2950

He let it passe out of his mynde,

Thurgh veine gloire, and as the blinde,

He seth no weie, er him be wo.

And fell withinne a time so,

As he in Babiloine wente,

The vanite of Pride him hente;

His herte aros of veine gloire,

So that he drowh into memoire

His lordschipe and his regalie

With wordes of Surquiderie.   2960

And whan that he him most avaunteth,

That lord which veine gloire daunteth,

Al sodeinliche, as who seith treis,

Wher that he stod in his Paleis,

He tok him fro the mennes sihte:

Was non of hem so war that mihte

Sette yhe wher that he becom.

And thus was he from his kingdom

Into the wilde Forest drawe,

Wher that the myhti goddes lawe   2970

Thurgh his pouer dede him transforme

Fro man into a bestes forme;

And lich an Oxe under the fot

He graseth, as he nedes mot,

To geten him his lives fode.

Tho thoghte him colde grases goode,

That whilom eet the hote spices,

Thus was he torned fro delices:

The wyn which he was wont to drinke

He tok thanne of the welles brinke   2980

Or of the pet or of the slowh,

It thoghte him thanne good ynowh:

In stede of chambres wel arraied

He was thanne of a buissh wel paied,

The harde ground he lay upon,

For othre pilwes hath he non;

The stormes and the Reines falle,

The wyndes blowe upon him alle,

He was tormented day and nyht,

Such was the hihe goddes myht,   2990

Til sevene yer an ende toke.

Upon himself tho gan he loke;

In stede of mete gras and stres,

In stede of handes longe cles,

In stede of man a bestes lyke

He syh; and thanne he gan to syke

For cloth of gold and for perrie,

Which him was wont to magnefie.

Whan he behield his Cote of heres,

He wepte and with fulwoful teres   3000

Up to the hevene he caste his chiere

Wepende, and thoghte in this manere;

Thogh he no wordes myhte winne,

Thus seide his herte and spak withinne:

“O mihti godd, that al hast wroght

And al myht bringe ayein to noght,

Now knowe I wel, bot al of thee,

This world hath no prosperite:

In thin aspect ben alle liche,

The povere man and ek the riche,   3010

Withoute thee ther mai no wight,

And thou above alle othre miht.

O mihti lord, toward my vice

Thi merci medle with justice;

And I woll make a covenant,

That of my lif the remenant

I schal it be thi grace amende,

And in thi lawe so despende

That veine gloire I schal eschuie,

And bowe unto thin heste and suie   3020

Humilite, and that I vowe.”

And so thenkende he gan doun bowe,

And thogh him lacke vois and speche,

He gan up with his feet areche,

And wailende in his bestly stevene

He made his pleignte unto the hevene.

He kneleth in his wise and braieth,

To seche merci and assaieth

His god, which made him nothing strange,

Whan that he sih his pride change.   3030

Anon as he was humble and tame,

He fond toward his god the same,

And in a twinklinge of a lok

His mannes forme ayein he tok,

And was reformed to the regne

In which that he was wont to regne;

So that the Pride of veine gloire

Evere afterward out of memoire

He let it passe. And thus is schewed

What is to ben of Pride unthewed   3040

Ayein the hihe goddes lawe,

To whom noman mai be felawe.

Forthi, my Sone, tak good hiede

So forto lede thi manhiede,

That thou ne be noght lich a beste.

Bot if thi lif schal ben honeste,

Thou most humblesce take on honde,

For thanne myht thou siker stonde:

And forto speke it otherwise,

A proud man can no love assise;   3050

For thogh a womman wolde him plese,

His Pride can noght ben at ese.

Ther mai noman to mochel blame

A vice which is forto blame;

Forthi men scholde nothing hide

That mihte falle in blame of Pride,

Which is the werste vice of alle:

Wherof, so as it was befalle,

The tale I thenke of a Cronique

To telle, if that it mai thee like,   3060

So that thou myht humblesce suie

And ek the vice of Pride eschuie,

Wherof the gloire is fals and vein;

Which god himself hath in desdeign,

That thogh it mounte for a throwe,

It schal doun falle and overthrowe.

A king whilom was yong and wys,

The which sette of his wit gret pris.

Of depe ymaginaciouns

And strange interpretaciouns,   3070

Problemes and demandes eke,

His wisdom was to finde and seke;

Wherof he wolde in sondri wise

Opposen hem that weren wise.

Bot non of hem it myhte bere

Upon his word to yeve answere,

Outaken on, which was a knyht;

To him was every thing so liht,

That also sone as he hem herde,

The kinges wordes he answerde;   3080

What thing the king him axe wolde,

Therof anon the trowthe he tolde.

The king somdiel hadde an Envie,

And thoghte he wolde his wittes plie

To sette som conclusioun,

Which scholde be confusioun

Unto this knyht, so that the name

And of wisdom the hihe fame

Toward himself he wolde winne.

And thus of al his wit withinne   3090

This king began to studie and muse,

What strange matiere he myhte use

The knyhtes wittes to confounde;

And ate laste he hath it founde,

And for the knyht anon he sente,

That he schal telle what he mente.

Upon thre pointz stod the matiere

Of questions, as thou schalt hiere.

The ferste point of alle thre

Was this: “What thing in his degre   3100

Of al this world hath nede lest,

And yet men helpe it althermest?”

The secounde is: “What most is worth,

And of costage is lest put forth?”

The thridde is: “Which is of most cost,

And lest is worth and goth to lost?”

The king thes thre demandes axeth,

And to the knyht this lawe he taxeth,

That he schal gon and come ayein

The thridde weke, and telle him plein   3110

To every point, what it amonteth.

And if so be that he misconteth,

To make in his answere a faile,

Ther schal non other thing availe,

The king seith, bot he schal be ded

And lese hise goodes and his hed.

The knyht was sori of this thing

And wolde excuse him to the king,

Bot he ne wolde him noght forbere,

And thus the knyht of his ansuere   3120

Goth hom to take avisement:

Bot after his entendement

The more he caste his wit aboute,

The more he stant therof in doute.

Tho wiste he wel the kinges herte,

That he the deth ne scholde asterte,

And such a sorwe hath to him take,

That gladschipe he hath al forsake.

He thoghte ferst upon his lif,

And after that upon his wif,   3130

Upon his children ek also,

Of whiche he hadde dowhtres tuo;

The yongest of hem hadde of age

Fourtiene yer, and of visage

Sche was riht fair, and of stature

Lich to an hevenely figure,

And of manere and goodli speche,

Thogh men wolde alle Londes seche,

Thei scholden noght have founde hir like.

Sche sih hire fader sorwe and sike,   3140

And wiste noght the cause why;

So cam sche to him prively,

And that was where he made his mone

Withinne a Gardin al him one;

Upon hire knes sche gan doun falle

With humble herte and to him calle,

And seide: “O goode fader diere,

Why make ye thus hevy chiere,

And I wot nothing how it is?

And wel ye knowen, fader, this,   3150

What aventure that you felle

Ye myhte it saufly to me telle,

For I have ofte herd you seid,

That ye such trust have on me leid,

That to my soster ne my brother,

In al this world ne to non other,

Ye dorste telle a privite

So wel, my fader, as to me.

Forthi, my fader, I you preie,

Ne casteth noght that herte aweie,   3160

For I am sche that wolde kepe

Youre honour.” And with that to wepe

Hire yhe mai noght be forbore,

Sche wissheth forto ben unbore,

Er that hire fader so mistriste

To tellen hire of that he wiste:

And evere among merci sche cride,

That he ne scholde his conseil hide

From hire that so wolde him good

And was so nyh his fleissh and blod.   3170

So that with wepinge ate laste

His chiere upon his child he caste,

And sorwfulli to that sche preide

He tolde his tale and thus he seide:

“The sorwe, dowhter, which I make

Is noght al only for my sake,

Bot for thee bothe and for you alle:

For such a chance is me befalle,

That I schal er this thridde day

Lese al that evere I lese may,   3180

Mi lif and al my good therto:

Therfore it is I sorwe so.”

“What is the cause, helas!” quod sche,

“Mi fader, that ye scholden be

Ded and destruid in such a wise?”

And he began the pointz devise,

Whiche as the king told him be mowthe,

And seid hir pleinly that he cowthe

Ansuere unto no point of this.

And sche, that hiereth how it is,   3190

Hire conseil yaf and seide tho:

“Mi fader, sithen it is so,

That ye can se non other weie,

Bot that ye moste nedes deie,

I wolde preie of you a thing:

Let me go with you to the king,

And ye schull make him understonde

How ye, my wittes forto fonde,

Have leid your ansuere upon me;

And telleth him, in such degre   3200

Upon my word ye wole abide

To lif or deth, what so betide.

For yit par chaunce I may pourchace

With som good word the kinges grace,

Your lif and ek your good to save;

For ofte schal a womman have

Thing which a man mai noght areche.”

The fader herde his dowhter speche,

And thoghte ther was resoun inne,

And sih his oghne lif to winne   3210

He cowthe don himself no cure;

So betre him thoghte in aventure

To put his lif and al his good,

Than in the maner as it stod

His lif in certein forto lese.

And thus thenkende he gan to chese

To do the conseil of this Maide,

And tok the pourpos which sche saide.

The dai was come and forth thei gon,

Unto the Court thei come anon,   3220

Wher as the king in juggement

Was set and hath this knyht assent.

Arraied in hire beste wise

This Maiden with hire wordes wise

Hire fader ladde be the hond

Into the place, wher he fond

The king with othre whiche he wolde,

And to the king knelende he tolde

As he enformed was tofore,

And preith the king that he therfore   3230

His dowhtres wordes wolde take,

And seith that he wol undertake

Upon hire wordes forto stonde.

Tho was ther gret merveile on honde,

That he, which was so wys a knyht,

His lif upon so yong a wyht

Besette wolde in jeupartie,

And manye it hielden for folie:

Bot ate laste natheles

The king comandeth ben in pes,   3240

And to this Maide he caste his chiere,

And seide he wolde hire tale hiere,

He bad hire speke, and sche began:

“Mi liege lord, so as I can,”

Quod sche, “the pointz of whiche I herde,

Thei schul of reson ben ansuerde.

The ferste I understonde is this,

What thing of al the world it is,

Which men most helpe and hath lest nede.

Mi liege lord, this wolde I rede:   3250

The Erthe it is, which everemo

With mannes labour is bego;

Als wel in wynter as in Maii

The mannes hond doth what he mai

To helpe it forth and make it riche,

And forthi men it delve and dyche

And eren it with strengthe of plowh,

Wher it hath of himself ynowh,

So that his nede is ate leste.

For every man and bridd and beste,   3260

And flour and gras and rote and rinde,

And every thing be weie of kynde

Schal sterve, and Erthe it schal become;

As it was out of Erthe nome,

It schal to therthe torne ayein:

And thus I mai be resoun sein

That Erthe is the most nedeles,

And most men helpe it natheles.

So that, my lord, touchende of this

I have ansuerd hou that it is.   3270

That other point I understod,

Which most is worth and most is good,

And costeth lest a man to kepe:

Mi lord, if ye woll take kepe,

I seie it is Humilite,

Thurgh which the hihe trinite

As for decerte of pure love

Unto Marie from above,

Of that he knew hire humble entente,

His oghne Sone adoun he sente,   3280

Above alle othre and hire he ches

For that vertu which bodeth pes:

So that I may be resoun calle

Humilite most worth of alle.

And lest it costeth to maintiene,

In al the world as it is sene;

For who that hath humblesce on honde,

He bringth no werres into londe,

For he desireth for the beste

To setten every man in reste.   3290

Thus with your hihe reverence

Me thenketh that this evidence

As to this point is sufficant.

And touchende of the remenant,

Which is the thridde of youre axinges,

What leste is worth of alle thinges,

And costeth most, I telle it, Pride;

Which mai noght in the hevene abide,

For Lucifer with hem that felle

Bar Pride with him into helle.   3300

Ther was Pride of to gret a cost,

Whan he for Pride hath hevene lost;

And after that in Paradis

Adam for Pride loste his pris:

In Midelerthe and ek also

Pride is the cause of alle wo,

That al the world ne may suffise

To stanche of Pride the reprise:

Pride is the heved of alle Sinne,

Which wasteth al and mai noght winne;   3310

Pride is of every mis the pricke,

Pride is the werste of alle wicke,

And costneth most and lest is worth

In place where he hath his forth.

Thus have I seid that I wol seie

Of myn answere, and to you preie,

Mi liege lord, of youre office

That ye such grace and such justice

Ordeigne for mi fader hiere,

That after this, whan men it hiere,   3320

The world therof mai speke good.”

The king, which reson understod

And hath al herd how sche hath said,

Was inly glad and so wel paid

That al his wraththe is overgo:

And he began to loke tho

Upon this Maiden in the face,

In which he fond so mochel grace,

That al his pris on hire he leide,

In audience and thus he seide:   3330

“Mi faire Maide, wel thee be!

Of thin ansuere and ek of thee

Me liketh wel, and as thou wilt,

Foryive be thi fader gilt.

And if thou were of such lignage,

That thou to me were of parage,

And that thi fader were a Pier,

As he is now a Bachilier,

So seker as I have a lif,

Thou scholdest thanne be my wif.   3340

Bot this I seie natheles,

That I wol schape thin encress;

What worldes good that thou wolt crave,

Axe of my yifte and thou schalt have.”

And sche the king with wordes wise

Knelende thonketh in this wise:

“Mi liege lord, god mot you quite!

Mi fader hier hath bot a lite

Of warison, and that he wende

Hadde al be lost; bot now amende   3350

He mai wel thurgh your noble grace.”

With that the king riht in his place

Anon forth in that freisshe hete

An  Erldom, which thanne of eschete

Was late falle into his hond,

Unto this knyht with rente and lond

Hath yove and with his chartre sesed;

And thus was all the noise appesed.

This Maiden, which sat on hire knes

Tofore the king, hise charitees   3360

Comendeth, and seide overmore:

“Mi liege lord, riht now tofore

Ye seide, as it is of record,

That if my fader were a lord

And Pier unto these othre grete,

Ye wolden for noght elles lete,

That I ne scholde be your wif;

And this wot every worthi lif,

A kinges word it mot ben holde.

Forthi, my lord, if that ye wolde   3370

So gret a charite fulfille,

God wot it were wel my wille:

For he which was a Bacheler,

Mi fader, is now mad a Pier;

So whenne as evere that I cam,

An Erles dowhter now I am.”

This yonge king, which peised al,

Hire beaute and hir wit withal,

As he that was with love hent,

Anon therto yaf his assent.   3380

He myhte noght the maide asterte,

That sche nis ladi of his herte;

So that he tok hire to his wif,

To holde whyl that he hath lif:

And thus the king toward his knyht

Acordeth him, as it is riht.

And over this good is to wite,

In the Cronique as it is write,

This noble king of whom I tolde

Of Spaine be tho daies olde   3390

The kingdom hadde in governance,

And as the bok makth remembrance,

Alphonse was his propre name:

The knyht also, if I schal name,

Danz Petro hihte, and as men telle,

His dowhter wyse Peronelle

Was cleped, which was full of grace:

And that was sene in thilke place,

Wher sche hir fader out of teene

Hath broght and mad hirself a qweene,   3400

Of that sche hath so wel desclosed

The pointz wherof sche was opposed.

Lo now, my Sone, as thou myht hiere,

Of al this thing to my matiere

Bot on I take, and that is Pride,

To whom no grace mai betide:

In hevene he fell out of his stede,

And Paradis him was forbede,

The goode men in Erthe him hate,

So that to helle he mot algate,   3410

Where every vertu schal be weyved

And every vice be received.

Bot Humblesce is al otherwise,

Which most is worth, and no reprise

It takth ayein, bot softe and faire,

If eny thing stond in contraire,

With humble speche it is redresced:

Thus was this yonge Maiden blessed,

The which I spak of now tofore,

Hire fader lif sche gat therfore,   3420

And wan with al the kinges love.

Forthi, my Sone, if thou wolt love,

It sit thee wel to leve Pride

And take Humblesce upon thi side;

The more of grace thou schalt gete.

Mi fader, I woll noght foryete

Of this that ye have told me hiere,

And if that eny such manere

Of humble port mai love appaie,

Hierafterward I thenke assaie:   3430

Bot now forth over I beseche

That ye more of my schrifte seche.

Mi goode Sone, it schal be do:

Now herkne and ley an Ere to;

For as touchende of Prides fare,

Als ferforth as I can declare

In cause of vice, in cause of love,

That hast thou pleinly herd above,

So that ther is nomor to seie

Touchende of that; bot other weie   3440

Touchende Envie I thenke telle,

Which hath the propre kinde of helle,

Withoute cause to misdo

Toward himself and othre also,

Hierafterward as understonde

Thou schalt the spieces, as thei stonde.

Explicit Liber Primus
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The Douglas Tragedy
 

Traditional Ballads
 

“RISE up, rise up, now, Lord Douglas,” she says,

 “And put on your armour so bright,

Let it never be said that a daughter of thine

 Was married to a lord under night.
 

“Rise up, rise up, my seven bold sons,   5

 And put on your armour so bright,

And take better care of your youngest sister.

 For your eldest’s awa the last night.”
 

He’s mounted her on a milk-white steed,

 And himself on a dapple grey,   10

With a bugelet horn hung down by his side,

 And lightly they rode away.
 

Lord William lookit oer his left shoulder,

 To see what he could see,

And there he spy’d her seven brethren bold,   15

 Come riding over the lee.
 

“Light down, light down, Lady Margret,” he said,

 “And hold my steed in your hand,

Until that against your seven brethren bold,

 And your father I mak a stand.”   20
 

She held his steed in her milk-white hand,

 And never shed one tear,

Until that she saw her seven brethren fa,

 And her father hard fighting, who lovd her so dear.
 

“O hold your hand, Lord William!” she said,   25

 “For your strokes they are wondrous sair;

True lovers I can get many a ane,

 But a father I can never get mair.”
 

O she’s taen out her handkerchief,

 It was o the holland sae fine,   30

And aye she dighted her father’s bloody wounds,

 That were redder than the wine.
 

“O chuse, O chuse, Lady Margret,” he said,

 “O whether will ye gang or bide?”

“I’ll gang, I’ll gang, Lord William,” she said,   35

 “For ye have left me no other guide.”
 

He’s lifted her on a milk-white steed,

 And himself on a dapple grey,

With a bugelet horn hung down by his side,

 And slowly they baith rade away.   40
 

O they rade on, and on they rade,

 And a’ by the light of the moon,

Until they came to yon wan water,

 And there they lighted down.
 

They lighted down to tak a drink   45

 Of the spring that ran sae clear,

And down the stream ran his gude heart’s blood,

 And sair she gan to fear.
 

“Hold up, hold up, Lord William,” she says,

 “For I fear that you are slain;”   50

“’Tis naething but the shadow of my scarlet cloak,

 That shines in the water sae plain.”
 

O they rade on, and on they rade,

 And a’ by the light of the moon,

Until they cam to his mother’s ha door,   55

 And there they lighted down.
 

“Get up, get up, lady mother,” he says,

 “Get up, and let me in!

Get up, get up, lady mother,” he says,

 “For this night my fair lady I’ve win.   60
 

“O mak my bed, lady mother,” he says,

 “O make it braid and deep,

And lay lady Margret close at my back,

 And the sounder I will sleep.”
 

Lord William was dead lang ere midnight,   65

 Lady Margret lang ere day,

And all true lovers that go thegither,

 May they have mair luck than they!
 

Lord William was buried in St. Mary’s kirk,

 Lady Margret in Mary’s quire;   70

Out o the lady’s grave grew a bonny red rose,

 And out o the knight’s a brier.
 

And they twa met, and they twa plat,

 And fain they wad be near;

And a’ the warld might ken right weel   75

 They were twa lovers dear.
 

But bye and rade the Black Douglas,

 And wow but he was rough!

For he pulld up the bonny brier,

 And Flang’t in St. Mary’s Loch.   80
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The Twa Sisters
 

Traditional Ballads
 

THERE was twa sisters in a bowr,

 Binnorie, O Binnorie

There was twa sisters in a bowr,

 Binnorie, O Binnorie

There was twa sisters in a bowr,   5

There came a knight to be their wooer,

 By the bonny mill-dams of Binnorie.
 

He courted the eldest wi glove an ring,

But he lovd the youngest above a’ thing.
 

He courted the eldest wi brotch an knife,   10

But lovd the Youngest as his life.
 

The eldest she was vexed sair,

An much envi’d her sister fair.
 

Into her bowr she could not rest,

Wi grief an spite she almos brast.   15
 

Upon a morning fair an clear,

She cried upon her sister dear:
 

“O sister, come to yon sea stran,

An see our father’s ships come to lan.”
 

She’s taen her by the milk-white han,   20

And led her down to yon sea stran.
 

The younges[t] stood upon a stane,

The eldest came an threw her in.
 

She tooke her by the middle sma,

And dashd her bonny back to the jaw.   25
 

“O sister, sister, tak my han,

An Ise mack you heir to a’ my lan.
 

“O sister, sister, tak my middle,

An Yes get my goud and my gouden girdle.
 

“O sister, sister, save my life,   30

An I swear Ise never be nae man’s wife.”
 

“Foul fa the han that I should tacke,

It twin’ d me an my wardles make.
 

“Your cherry cheeks an yallow hair

Gars me gae maiden for evermair.”   35
 

Sometimes she sank, an sometimes she swam,

Till she came down yon bonny mill-dam.
 

O out it came the miller’s son,

An saw the fair maid swimmin in.
 

“O father, father, draw your dam,   40

Here’s either a mermaid or a swan.”
 

The miller quickly drew the dam,

An there he found a drownd woman.
 

You coudna see her yallow hair

For gold and pearle that were so rare.   45
 

You coudna see her middle sma

For gouden girdle that was sae braw.
 

You coudna see her fingers white,

For gouden rings that was sae gryte.
 

An by there came a harper fine,   50

That harped to the king at dine.
 

When he did look that lady upon,

He sighd and made a heavy moan.
 

He’s taen three locks o her yallow hair,

An wi them strung his harp sae fair.   55
 

The first tune he did play and sing,

Was, “Farewell to my father the king.”
 

The nextin tune that he playd syne,

Was, “Farewell to my mother the queen.”
 

The lasten tune that he playd then,   60

Was, “Wae to my sister, fair Ellen.”
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Edward
 

Traditional Ballads
 

“WHY dois your brand sae drap wi bluid,

    Edward, Edward,

Why dois your brand sae drap wi bluid,

 And why sae sad gang yee O?”

“O I hae killed my hauke sae guid,   5

    Mither, mither,

O I hae killed my hauke sae guid,

 And I had nae mair bot hee O.”
 

“Your haukis bluid was nevir sae reid,

    Edward, Edward,   10

Your haukis bluid was nevir sae reid,

 My deir son I tell thee O.”

“O I hae killed my reid-roan steid,

    Mither, mither,

O I hae killed my reid-roan steid,   15

 That erst was sae fair and frie O.”
 

“Your steid was auld, and ye hae gat mair,

    Edward, Edward,

Your steid was auld, and ye hae gat mair,

 Sum other dule ye drie O.”   20

“O I hae killed my fadir deir,

    Mither, mither,

O I hae killed my fadir deir,

 Alas, and wae is mee O!”
 

“And whatten penance wul ye drie for that,   25

    Edward, Edward,

And whatten penance will ye drie for that?

 My deir son, now tell me O.”

“Ile set my feit in yonder boat,

    Mither, mither,   30

Ile set my feit in yonder boat,

 And Ile fare ovir the sea O.”
 

“And what wul ye doe wi your towirs and your ha,

    Edward, Edward?

And what wul you doe wi your towirs and your ha,   35

 That were sae fair to see O?”

“Ile let thame stand tul they doun fa,

    Mither, mither,

Ile let thame stand till they down fa,

For here nevir mair maun I bee O.”   40
 

“And what wul ye leive to your bairns and your wife,

    Edward, Edward?

And what wul ye leive to your bairns and your wife,

 Whan ye gang ovir the sea O?”

“The warldis room, late them beg thrae life,   45

    Mither, mither,

The warldis room, late them beg thrae life,

 For thame nevir mair wul I see O.”
 

“And what wul ye leive to your ain mither deir,

    Edward, Edward?   50

And what wul ye leive to your ain mither deir?

 My deir son, now tell me O.”

“The curse of hell frae me sall ye beir,

    Mither, mither,

The curse of hell frae me sall ye beir,   55

 Sic counseils ye gave to me O.”
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Babylon; or, The Bonnie Banks o Fordie
 

Traditional Ballads
 

THERE were three ladies lived in a bower,

 Eh vow bonnie

And they went out to pull a flower,

 On the bonnie banks o Fordie
 

They hadna pu’ed a flower but ane,   5

When up started to them a banisht man.
 

He’s taen the first sister by her hand,

And he’s turned her round and made her stand.
 

“It’s whether will ye be a rank robber’s wife,

Or will ye die by my wee pen-knife?”   10
 

“It’s I’ll not be a rank robber’s wife,

But I’ll rather die by your wee pen-knife.”
 

He’s killed this may, and he’s laid her by,

For to bear the red rose company.
 

He’s taken the second ane by the hand,   15

And he’s turned her round and made her stand.
 

“It’s whether will ye be a rank robber’s wife,

Or will ye die by my wee pen-knife?”
 

“I’ll not be a rank robber’s wife,

But I’ll rather die by your wee pen-knife.”   20
 

He’s killed this may, and he’s laid her by,

For to bear the red rose company.
 

He’s taken the youngest ane by the hand,

And he’s turned her round and made her stand.
 

Says, “Will ye be a rank robber’s wife,   25

Or will ye die by my wee pen-knife?”
 

“I’ll not be a rank robber’s wife,

Nor will I die by your wee pen-knife.
 

“For I hae a brother in this wood,

And gin ye kill me, it’s he’ll kill thee.”   30
 

“What’s thy brother’s name? come tell to me.”

“My brother’s name is Baby Lon.”
 

“O sister, sister, what have I done!

O have I done this ill to thee!
 

“O since I’ve done this evil deed,   35

Good sall never be seen o me.”
 

He’s taken out his wee pen-knife,

And he’s twyned himsel o his ain sweet life.
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Hind Horn
 

Traditional Ballads
 

IN Scotland there was a babie born,

And his name it was called young Hind Horn.

  Lilie lal, etc. With a fal lal, etc.
 

He sent a letter to our king

That he was in love with his daughter Jean.   5
 

He’s gien to her a silver wand,

With seven living lavrocks sitting thereon.
 

She’s gien to him a diamond ring,

With seven bright diamonds set therein.
 

“When this ring grows pale and wan,   10

You may know by it my love is gane.”
 

One day as he looked his ring upon,

He saw the diamonds pale and wan.
 

He left the sea and came to land,

And the first that he met was an old beggar man.   15
 

“What news, what news?” said young Hind Horn;

“No news, no news,” said the old beggar man.
 

“No news,” said the beggar, “no news at a’,

But there’s a wedding in the king’s ha.
 

“But there is a wedding in the king’s ha,   20

That has halden these forty days and twa.”
 

“Will ye lend me your begging coat?

And I’ll lend you my scarlet cloak.
 

“Will you lend me your beggar’s rung?

And I’ll gie you my steed to ride upon.   25
 

“Will you lend me your wig o hair,

To cover mine, because it is fair?”
 

The auld beggar man was bound for the mill,

But young Hind Horn for the king’s hall.
 

The auld beggar man was bound for to ride,   30

But young Hind Horn was bound for the bride.
 

When he came to the king’s gate,

He sought a drink for Hind Horn’s sake.
 

The bride came down with a glass of wine,

When he drank out of the glass, and dropt in the ring.   35
 

“O got ye this by sea or land?

Or got ye it off a dead man’s hand?”
 

“I got not it by sea, I got it by land,

And I got it, madam, out of your own hand.”
 

“O I’ll cast off my gowns of brown,   40

And beg wi you frae town to town.
 

“O I’ll cast off my gowns of red,

And I’ll beg wi you to win my bread.”
 

“Ye needna cast off your gowns of brown,

For I’ll make you lady o many a town.   45
 

“Ye needna cast off your gowns of red,

It’s only a sham, the begging o my bread.”
 

The bridegroom he had wedded the bride,

But young Hind Horn he took her to bed.
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Lord Thomas and Fair Annet
 

Traditional Ballads
 

LORD THOMAS and Fair Annet

 Sate a’ day on a hill;

Whan night was cum, and sun was sett,

 They had not talkt their fill.
 

Lord Thomas said a word in jest,   5

 Fair Annet took it ill:

“A, I will nevir wed a wife

 Against my ain friends’ will.”
 

“Gif ye wull nevir wed a wife,

 A wife wull neir wed yee:”   10

Sae he is hame to tell his mither,

 And knelt upon his knee.
 

“O rede, O rede, mither,” he says,

 “A gude rede gie to mee;

O sall I tak the nut-browne bride,   15

 And let Faire Annet bee?”
 

“The nut-browne bride haes gowd and gear,

 Fair Annet she has gat nane;

And the little beauty Fair Annet haes

 O it wull soon be gane.”   20
 

And he has till his brother gane:

 “Now, brother, rede ye mee;

A, sall I marrie the nut-browne bride,

 And let Fair Annet bee?”
 

“The nut-browne bride has oxen, brother,   25

 The nut-browne bride has kye;

I wad hae ye marrie the nut-browne bride,

 And cast Fair Annet bye.”
 

“Her oxen may dye i the house, billie,

 And her kye into the byre,   30

And I sall hae nothing to mysell

 Bot a fat fadge by the fyre.”
 

And he has till his sister gane:

 “Now, sister, rede ye mee;

O sall I marrie the nut-browne bride,   35

 And set Fair Annet free?”
 

“Ise rede ye tak Fair Annet, Thomas,

 And let the browne bride alane;

Lest ye sould sigh, and say, Alace,

 What is this we brought hame!”   40
 

“No, I will tak my mither’s counsel,

 And marrie me owt o hand;

And I will tak the nut-browne bride,

 Fair Annet may leive the land.”
 

Up then rose Fair Annet’s father,   45

 Twa hours or it wer day,

And he is gane into the bower

 Wherein Fair Annet lay.
 

“Rise up, rise up, Fair Annet,” he says,

 “Put on your silken sheene;   50

Let us gae to St. Marie’s kirke,

 And see that rich weddeen.”
 

“My maides, gae to my dressing-roome,

 And dress to me my hair;

Whaireir yee laid a plait before,   55

 See yee lay ten times mair.
 

“My maids, gae to my dressing-room,

 And dress to me my smock;

The one half is o the holland fine,

 The other o needle-work.”   60
 

The horse Fair Annet rade upon,

 He amblit like the wind;

Wi siller he was shod before,

 Wi burning gowd behind.
 

Four and twanty siller bells   65

 Wer a’ tyed till his mane,

And yae tift o the norland wind,

 They tinkled ane by ane.
 

Four and twanty gay gude knichts

 Rade by Fair Annet’s side,   70

And four and twanty fair ladies,

 As gin she had bin a bride.
 

And whan she cam to Marie’s kirk,

 She sat on Marie’s stean:

The cleading that Fair Annet had on   75

 It skinkled in their een.
 

And whan she cam into the kirk,

 She shimmerd like the sun;

The belt that was about her waist

 Was a’ wi pearles bedone.   80
 

She sat her by the nut-browne bride,

 And her een they wer sae clear,

Lord Thomas he clean forgat the bride,

 Whan Fair Annet drew near.
 

He had a rose into his hand,   85

 He gae it kisses three,

And reaching by the nut-browne bride,

 Laid it on Fair Annet’s knee.
 

Up then spak the nut-browne bride,

 She spak wi meikle spite:   90

“And whair gat ye that rose-water,

 That does mak yee sae white?”
 

“O I did get the rose-water

 Whair ye wull neir get nane,

For I did get that very rose-water   95

 Into my mither’s wame.”
 

The bride she drew a long bodkin

 Frae out her gay head-gear,

And strake Fair Annet unto the heart,

 That word spak nevir mair.   100
 

Lord Thomas he saw Fair Annet wex pale,

 And marvelit what mote bee;

But whan he saw her dear heart’s blude,

 A’ wood-wroth wexed hee.
 

He drew his dagger, that was sae sharp,   105

 That was sae sharp and meet,

And drave it into the nut-browne bride,

 That fell deid at his feit.
 

“Now stay for me, dear Annet,” he sed,

 “Now stay, my dear,” he cry’d;   110

Then strake the dagger untill his heart,

 And fell deid by her side.
 

Lord Thomas was buried without kirkwa,

 Fair Annet within the quiere,

And o the tane thair grew a birk,   115

 The other a bonny briere.
 

And ay they grew, and ay they threw,

 As they wad faine be neare;

And by this ye may ken right weil

 They were twa luvers deare.   120
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Love Gregor
 

Traditional Ballads
 

“O WHA will shoe my fu fair foot?

 And wha will glove my hand?

And wha will lace my middle jimp,

 Wi the new made London band?
 

“And wha will kaim my yellow hair,   5

 Wi the new made silver kaim?

And wha will father my young son,

 Till Love Gregor come hame?”
 

“Your father will shoe your fu fair foot,

 Your mother will glove your hand;   10

Your sister will lace your middle jimp

 Wi the new made London band.
 

“Your brother will kaim your yellow hair,

 Wi the new made silver kaim;

And the king of heaven will father your bairn,   15

 Till Love Gregor come haim.”
 

“But I will get a bonny boat,

 And I will sail the sea,

For I maun gang to Love Gregor,

 Since he canno come hame to me.”   20
 

O she has gotten a bonny boat,

 And sailld the sa’t sea fame;

She langd to see her ain true-love,

 Since he could no come hame.
 

“O row your boat, my mariners,   25

 And bring me to the land,

For yonder I see my love’s castle,

 Closs by the sa’t sea strand.”
 

She has taen her young son in her arms,

 And to the door she’s gone,   30

And lang she’s knocked and sair she ca’d,

 But answer got she none.
 

“O open the door, Love Gregor,” she says,

 “O open, and let me in;

For the win blaws thro my yellow hair,   35

 And the rain draps oer my chin.”
 

“Awa, awa, ye ill woman,

 You’r nae come here for good;

You’r but some witch, or wile warlock,

 Or mer-maid of the flood.”   40
 

“I am neither a witch nor a wile warlock,

 Nor mer-maid of the sea,

I am Fair Annie of Rough Royal;

 O open the door to me.”
 

“Gin ye be Annie of Rough Royal — 45

 And I trust ye are not she — 

Now tell me some of the love-tokens

 That past between you and me.”
 

“O dinna you mind now, Love Gregor,

 When we sat at the wine,   50

How we changed the rings frae our fingers?

 And I can show thee thine.
 

“O yours was good, and good enneugh,

 But ay the best was mine;

For yours was o the good red goud,   55

 But mine o the dimonds fine.
 

“But open the door now, Love Gregor,

 O open the door I pray,

For your young son that is in my arms

 Will be dead ere it be day.”   60
 

“Awa, awa, ye ill woman,

 For here ye shanno win in;

Gae drown ye in the raging sea,

 Or hang on the gallows-pin.”
 

When the cock had crawn, and day did dawn,   65

 And the sun began to peep,

Then it raise him Love Gregor,

 And sair, sair did he weep.
 

“O I dreamd a dream, my mother dear,

 The thoughts o it gars me greet,   70

That Fair Annie of Rough Royal

 Lay cauld dead at my feet.”
 

“Gin it be for Annie of Rough Royal

 That ye make a’ this din,

She stood a’ last night at this door,   75

 But I trow she wan no in.”
 

“O wae betide ye, ill woman,

 An ill dead may ye die!

That ye woudno open the door to her,

 Nor yet woud waken me.”   80
 

O he has gone down to yon shore-side,

 As fast as he could fare;

He saw Fair Annie in her boat,

 But the wind it tossed her sair.
 

And “Hey, Annie!” and “How, Annie!   85

 O Annie, winna ye bide?”

But ay the mair that he cried Annie,

 The braider grew the tide.
 

And “Hey, Annie!” and “How, Annie!

 Dear Annie, speak to me!”   90

But ay the louder he cried Annie,

 The louder roard the sea.
 

The wind blew loud, the sea grew rough,

 And dashd the boat on shore;

Fair Annie floats on the raging sea,   95

 But her young son raise no more.
 

Love Gregor tare his yellow hair,

 And made a heavy moan;

Fair Annie’s corpse lay at his feet,

 But his bonny young son was gone.
  100
 

O cherry, cherry was her cheek,

 And gowden was her hair,

But clay cold were her rosy lips,

 Nae spark of life was there.
 

And first he’s kissd her cherry cheek,   105

 And neist he’s kissed her chin;

And saftly pressed her rosey lips,

 But there was nae breath within.
 

“O wae betide my cruel mother,

 And an ill dead may she die!   110

For she turnd my true-love frae my door,

 When she came sae far to me.”
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Bonny Barbara Allan
 

Traditional Ballads
 

IT was in and about the Martinmas time,

 When the green leaves were a falling,

That Sir John Græme, in the West Country,

 Fell in love with Barbara Allan.
 

He sent his man down through the town,   5

 To the place where she was dwelling:

“O haste and come to my master dear,

 Gin ye be Barbara Allan.”
 

O hooly, hooly rose she up,

 To the place where he was lying,   10

And when she drew the curtain by,

 “Young man, I think you’re dying.”
 

“O it’s I’m sick, and very, very sick,

 And ’tis a’ for Barbara Allan:”

“O the better for me ye’s never be,   15

 Tho your heart’s blood were a spilling.
 

“O dinna ye mind, young man,” said she,

 “When ye was in the tavern a drinking,

That ye made the healths gae round and round,

 And slighted Barbara Allan?”   20
 

He turned his face unto the wall,

 And death was with him dealing:

“Adieu, adieu, my dear friends all,

 And be kind to Barbara Allan.”
 

And slowly, slowly raise she up,   25

 And slowly, slowly left him,

And sighing said, she coud not stay,

 Since death of life had reft him.
 

She had not gane a mile but twa,

 When she heard the dead-bell ringing,   30

And every jow that the dead-bell gied,

 It cry’d, Woe to Barbara Allan!
 

“O mother, mother, make my bed!

 O make it saft and narrow!

Since my love died for me to-day,   35

 I’ll die for him to-morrow.”
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The Gay Goss-Hawk
 

Traditional Ballads
 

“O WELL’S me o my gay goss-hawk,

 That he can speak and flee;

He’ll carry a letter to my love,

 Bring back another to me.”
 

“O how can I your true-love ken,   5

 Or how can I her know?

Whan frae her mouth I never heard couth,

 Nor wi my eyes her saw.”
 

“O well sal ye my true-love ken,

 As soon as you her see;   10

For, of a’ the flowrs in fair Englan,

 The fairest flowr is she.
 

“At even at my love’s bowr-door

 There grows a bowing birk,

An sit ye down and sing thereon,   15

 As she gangs to the kirk.
 

“An four-and-twenty ladies fair

 Will wash and go to kirk,

But well shall ye my true-love ken,

 For she wears goud on her skirt.   20
 

“An four and twenty gay ladies

 Will to the mass repair,

But well sal ye my true-love ken,

 For she wears goud on her hair.”
 

O even at that lady’s bowr-door   25

 There grows a bowin birk,

An he set down and sang thereon,

 As she ged to the kirk.
 

“O eet and drink, my marys a’,

 The wine flows you among,   30

Till I gang to my shot-window,

 An hear yon bonny bird’s song.
 

“Sing on, sing on, my bonny bird,

 The song ye sang the streen,

For I ken by your sweet singin   35

 You’re frae my true-love sen.”
 

O first he sang a merry song,

 An then he sang a grave,

An then he peckd his feathers gray,

 To her the letter gave.   40
 

Ha, there’s a letter frae your love,

 He says he sent you three;

He canno wait your love langer,

 But for your sake he’ll die.
 

“He bids you write a letter to him;   45

 He says he’s sent you five;

He canno wait your love langer,

 Tho you’re the fairest woman alive.”
 

“Ye bid him bake his bridal-bread,

 And brew his bridal-ale,   50

An I’ll meet him in fair Scotlan

 Lang, lang or it be stale.”
 

She’s doen her to her father dear,

 Fa’n low down on her knee:

“A boon, a boon, my father dear,   55

 I pray you, grant it me.”
 

“Ask on, ask on, my daughter,

 An granted it sal be;

Except ae squire in fair Scotlan,

 An him you sall never see.”   60
 

“The only boon, my father dear,

 That I do crave of thee,

Is, gin I die in southin lands,

 In Scotlan to bury me.
 

“An the firstin kirk that ye come till,   65

 Ye gar the bells be rung,

An the nextin kirk that ye come till,

 Ye gar the mess be sung.
 

“An the thirdin kirk that ye come till,

 You deal gold for my sake,   70

An the fourthin kirk that ye come till,

 You tarry there till night.”
 

She is doen her to her bigly bowr,

 As fast as she coud fare,

An she has tane a sleepy draught,   75

 That she had mixed wi care.
 

She’s laid her down upon her bed,

 An soon she’s fa’n asleep,

And soon oer every tender limb

 Cauld death began to creep.   80
 

Whan night was flown, an day was come,

 Nae ane that did her see

But thought she was as surely dead

 As ony lady coud be.
 

Her father an her brothers dear   85

 Gard make to her a bier;

The tae half was o guid red gold,

 The tither o silver clear.
 

Her mither an her sisters fair

 Gard work for her a sark;   90

The tae half was o cambrick fine,

 The tither o needle wark.
 

The firstin kirk that they came till,

 They gard the bells be rung,

An the nextin kirk that they came till,   95

 They gard the mess be sung.
 

The thirdin kirk that they came till,

 They dealt gold for her sake,

An the fourthin kirk that they came till,

 Lo, there they met her make!   100
 

“Lay down, lay down the bigly bier.

 Lat me the dead look on;”

Wi cheery cheeks and ruby lips

 She lay an smil’d on him.
 

“O ae sheave o your bread, true-love,   105

 An ae glass o your wine,

For I hae fasted for your sake

 These fully days is nine.
 

“Gang hame, gang hame, my seven bold brothers,

 Gang hame and sound your horn;   110

An ye may boast in southin lans

 Your sister’s playd you scorn.”
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The Three Ravens
 

Traditional Ballads
 

THERE were three rauens sat on a tree,

 Downe a downe, hay down, hay downe

There were three rauens sat on a tree,

 With a downe

There were three rauens sat on a tree,   5

They were as blacke as they might be.

 With a downe derrie, derrie, derrie, downe, downe.
 

The one of them said to his mate,

“Where shall we our breakefast take?”
 

“Downe in yonder greene field,   10

There lies a knight slain vnder his shield.
 

“His hounds they lie downe at his feete,

So well they can their master keepe.
 

“His haukes they flie so eagerly,

There’s no fowle dare him come nie.”   15
 

Downe there comes a fallow doe,

As great with yong as she might goe.
 

She lift vp his bloudy hed,

And kist his wounds that were so red.
 

She got him vp vpon her backe,   20

And carried him to earthen lake.
 

She buried him before the prime,

She was dead herselfe ere euen-song time.
 

God send euery gentleman,

Such haukes, such hounds, and such a leman.   25
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The Twa Corbies
 

Traditional Ballads
 

AS I was walking all alane,

I heard two corbies making a mane;

The tane unto the t’ other say,

“Where sall we gang and dine to-day?”
 

“In behint yon auld fail dyke,   5

I wot there lies a new slain knight;

And naebody kens that he lies there,

But his hawk, his hound, and lady fair.
 

“His hound is to the hunting gane,

His hawk to fetch the wild-fowl hame,   10

His lady’s ta’en another mate,

So we may mak our dinner sweet.
 

“Ye’ll sit on his white hause-bane,

And I’ll pike out his bonny blue een;

Wi ae lock o his gowden hair   15

We’ll theek our nest when it grows bare.
 

“Mony a one for him makes mane,

But nane sall ken where he is gane;

Oer his white banes when they are bare,

The wind sall blaw for evermair.”   20
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Sir Patrick Spence
 

Traditional Ballads
 

THE KING sits in Dumferling toune,

Drinking the blude-reid wine:

“O whar will I get guid sailor,

To sail this schip of mine?”
 

Up and spak an eldern knicht,   5

Sat at the kings richt kne:

“Sir Patrick Spence is the best sailor

That sails upon the se.”
 

The king has written a braid letter,

And signd it wi his hand,   10

And sent it to Sir Patrick Spence,

Was walking on the sand.
 

The first line that Sir Patrick red,

A loud lauch lauched he;

The next line that Sir Patrick red,   15

The teir blinded his ee.
 

“O wha is this has don this deid,

This ill died don to me,

To send me out this time o’ the yeir,

To sail upon the se!   20
 

“Mak haste, mak haste, my mirry men all,

Our guid schip sails the morne:”

“O say na sae, my master deir,

For I feir a deadlie storme.
 

“Late late yestreen I saw the new moone,   25

Wi the auld moone in her arme,

And I feir, I feir, my deir master,

That we will cum to harme.”
 

O our Scots nobles wer richt laith

To weet their cork-heild schoone;   30

Bot lang owre a’ the play wer play’d,

Thair hats they swam aboone.
 

O lang, lang may their ladies sit,

Wi thair fans into their hand,

Or eir they se Sir Patrick Spence   35

Cum sailing to the land.
 

O lang, lang may the ladies stand,

Wi thair gold kems in their hair,

Waiting for thair ain deir lords,

For they’ll se thame na mair.   40
 

Haf owre, half owre to Aberdour,

It’s fiftie fadom deip,

And thair lies guid Sir Patrick Spence,

Wi the Scots lords at his feit.
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Thomas Rymer and the Queen of Elfland
 

Traditional Ballads
 

TRUE THOMAS lay oer yond grassy bank,

 And he beheld a ladie gay,

A ladie that was brisk and bold,

 Come riding oer the fernie brae.
 

Her skirt was of the grass-green silk,   5

 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:   10

“All hail, thou mighty Queen of Heaven!

 For your peer on earth I never did see.”
 

“O no, O no, True Thomas,” she says,

 “That name does not belong to me;

I am but the queen of fair Elfland,   15

 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 serve me seven years,

 Thro weel or wae as may chance to be.”   20
 

She turned about her milk-white steed,

 And took True Thomas up behind,

And aye wheneer her bridle rang,

 The steed flew swifter than the wind.
 

For forty days and forty nights   25

 He wade thro red blude to the knee,

And he saw neither sun nor moon,

 But heard the roaring of the sea.
 

O they rade on, and further on,

 Until they came to a garden green:   30

“Light down, light down, ye ladie free,

 Some of that fruit let me pull to thee.”
 

“O no, O no, True Thomas,” she says,

 “That fruit maun not be touched by thee,

For a’ the plagues that are in hell   35

 Light on the fruit of this countrie.
 

“But I have a loaf here in my lap,

 Likewise a bottle of claret wine,

And now ere we go farther on,

 We ‘ll rest a while, and ye may dine.”   40
 

When he had eaten and drunk his fill,

 “Lay down your head upon my knee,”

The lady sayd, “ere we climb yon hill,

 And I will show you fairlies three.
 

“O see not ye yon narrow road,   45

 So thick beset wi thorns and briers?

That is the path of righteousness,

 Tho after it but few enquires.
 

“And see not ye that braid braid road,

 That lies across yon lillie leven ?   50

That is the path of wickedness,

 Tho some call it the road to heaven.
 

“And see not ye that bonnie road,

 Which winds about the fernie brae?

That is the road to fair Elfland,   55

 Whe[re] you and I this night maun gae.
 

“But Thomas, ye maun hold your tongue,

 Whatever you may hear or see,

For gin ae word you should chance to speak,

 You will neer get back to your ain countrie.”   60
 

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.
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Sweet William’s Ghost
 

Traditional Ballads
 

WHAN bells war rung, an mass was sung,

 A wat a’ man to bed were gone,

Clark Sanders came to Margret’s window,

 With mony a sad sigh and groan.
 

“Are ye sleeping, Margret,” he says,   5

 “Or are ye waking, presentlie?

Give me my faith and trouthe again,

 A wat, trew-love, I gied to thee.”
 

“Your faith and trouth ye’s never get,

 Nor our trew love shall never twain,   10

Till ye come with me in my bower,

 And kiss me both cheek and chin.”
 

“My mouth it is full cold, Margret,

 It has the smell now of the ground;

And if I kiss thy comely mouth,   15

 Thy life-days will not be long.
 

“Cocks are crowing a merry mid-larf,

 I wat the wild fule boded day;

Gie me my faith and trouthe again,

 And let me fare me on my way.”   20
 

“Thy faith and trouth thou shall na get,

 Nor our trew love shall never twin,

Till ye tell me what comes of women

 A wat that dy’s in strong travelling.”
 

“Their beds are made in the heavens high,   25

 Down at the foot of our good Lord’s knee,

Well set about wi gilly-flowers,

 A wat sweet company for to see.
 

“O cocks are crowing a merry midd-larf,

 A wat the wilde foule boded day;   30

The salms of Heaven will be sung,

 And ere now I’le be misst away.”
 

Up she has tain a bright long wand,

 And she has straked her trouth thereon;

She has given (it) him out at the shot-window,   35

 Wi many a sad sigh and heavy groan.
 

“I thank you, Margret, I thank you, Margret,

 And I thank you hartilie;

Gine ever the dead come for the quick,

 Be sure, Margret, I’ll come again for thee.”   40
 

It’s hose an shoon and gound alane

 She clame the wall and followed him,

Until she came to a green forest,

 On this she lost the sight of him.
 

“Is there any room at your head, Sanders?   45

 Is there any room at your feet?

Or any room at your twa sides?

 Whare fain, fain woud I sleep.”
 

“Their is na room at my head, Margret,

 Their is na room at my feet;   50

There is room at my twa sides,

 For ladys for to sleep.
 

“Cold meal is my covering owre,

 But an my winding sheet;

My bed it is full low, I say,   55

 Down among the hongerey worms I sleep.
 

“Cold meal is my covering owre,

 But an my winding sheet;

The dew it falls na sooner down

 Then ay it is full weet.”   60
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The Wife of Usher’s Well
 

Traditional Ballads
 

THERE lived a wife at Usher’s Well,

 And a wealthy wife was she;

She had three stout and stalwart sons,

 And sent them oer the sea.
 

They hadna been a week from her,   5

 A week but barely ane,

Whan word came to the carline wife

 That her three sons were gane.
 

They hadna been a week from her,

 A week but barely three,   10

Whan word came to the carlin wife

 That her sons she’d never see.
 

“I wish the wind may never cease,

 Nor fashes in the flood,

Till my three sons come hame to me,   15

 In earthly flesh and blood.”
 

It fell about the Martinmass,

 When nights are lang and mirk.

The carlin wife’s three sons came hame,

 And their hats were o the birk.   20
 

It neither grew in syke nor ditch,

 Nor yet in ony sheugh;

But at the gates o Paradise,

 That birk grew fair eneugh.
 

“Blow up the fire, my maidens,   25

 Bring water from the well;

For a’ my house shall feast this night,

 Since my three sons are well.”
 

And she has made to them a bed,

 She’s made it large and wide,   30

And she’s taen her mantle her about,

 Sat down at the bed-side.
 

Up then crew the red, red cock,

 And up and crew the gray;

The eldest to the youngest said,   35

 “’Tis time we were away.”
 

The cock he hadna crawd but once,

 And clappd his wings at a’,

When the youngest to the eldest said,

 “Brother, we must awa.”   40
 

“The cock doth craw, the day doth daw,

 The channerin worm doth chide;

Gin we be mist out o our place,

 A sair pain we maun bide.
 

“Lie still, lie still but a little wee while,   45

 Lie still but if we may;

Gin my mother should miss us when she wakes,

 She’ll go mad ere it be day.”
 

“Faer ye weel, my mother dear!

 Fareweel to barn and byre!   50

And fare ye weel, the bonny lass

 That kindles my mother’s fire!”
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Hugh of Lincoln
 

Traditional Ballads
 

FOUR and twenty bonny boys

 Were playing at the ba,

And by it came him sweet Sir Hugh,

 And he playd oer them a’.
 

He kicked the ba with his right foot,   5

 And catchd it wi his knee,

And throuch-and-thro the Jew’s window

 He gard the bonny ba flee.
 

He’s doen him to the Jew’s castell,

 And walkd it round about;   10

And there he saw the Jew’s daughter,

 At the window looking out.
 

“Throw down the ba, ye Jew’s daughter,

 Throw down the ba to me!”

“Never a bit,” says the Jew’s daughter,   15

 “Till up to me come ye.”
 

“How will I come up? How can I come up?

 How can I come to thee?

For as ye did to my auld father,

 The same ye’ll do me.”   20
 

She’s gane till her father’s garden,

 And pu’d an apple red and green;

’Twas a’ to wyle him sweet Sir Hugh,

 And to entice him in.
 

She’s led him in through ae dark door,   25

 And sae has she thro nine;

She’s laid him on a dressing-table,

 And stickit him like a swine.
 

And first came out the thick, thick blood,

 And syne came out the thin,   30

And syne came out the bonny heart’s blood;

 There was nae mair within.
 

She’s rowd him in a cake o lead,

 Bade him lie still and sleep;

She’s thrown him in Our Lady’s draw-well,
  35

 Was fifty fathom deep.
 

When bells were rung, and mass was sung,

 And a’ the bairns came hame,

When every lady gat hame her son,

 The Lady Maisry gat nane.   40
 

She’s taen her mantle her about,

 Her coffer by the hand,

And she’s gane out to seek her son,

 And wanderd oer the land.
 

She’s doen her to the Jew’s castell,   45

 Where a’ were fast asleep:

“Gin ye be there, my sweet Sir Hugh,

 I pray you to me speak.”
 

She’s doen her to the Jew’s garden,

 Thought he had been gathering fruit:   50

“Gin ye be there, my sweet Sir Hugh,

 I pray you to me speak.”
 

She heard Our Lady’s deep draw-well,

 Was fifty fathom deep:

“Whareer ye be, my sweet Sir Hugh,   55

 I pray you to me speak.”
 

“Gae hame, gae hame, my mither dear,

 Prepare my winding sheet,

And at the back o merry Lincoln

 The morn I will you meet.”   60
 

Now Lady Maisry is gane hame,

 Made him a winding sheet,

And at the back o merry Lincoln

 The dead corpse did her meet.
 

And a’ the bells o merry Lincoln   65

 Without men’s hands were rung,

And a’ the books o merry Lincoln

 Were read without man’s tongue,

And neer was such a burial

 Sin Adam’s days begun.   70
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Young Bicham
 

Traditional Ballads
 

IN London city was Bicham born,

 He longd strange countries for to see,

But he was taen by a savage Moor,

 Who handld him right cruely.
 

For thro his shoulder he put a bore,   5

 An thro the bore has pitten a tree,

An he’s gard him draw the carts o wine,

 Where horse and oxen had wont to be.
 

He’s casten [him] in a dungeon deep,

 Where he coud neither hear nor see;   10

He’s shut him up in a prison strong,

 And he’s handld him right cruely.
 

O this Moor he had but ae daughter,

 I wot her name was Shusy Pye;

She’s doen her to the prison-house,   15

 And she’s calld Young Bicham one word by.
 

“O hae ye ony lands or rents,

 Or citys in your ain country,

Coud free you out of prison strong,

 An coud mantain a lady free?”   20
 

“O London city is my own,

 An other citys twa or three

Coud loose me out o prison strong,

 An coud mantain a lady free.”
 

O she has bribed her father’s men   25

 Wi meikle goud and white money,

She’s gotten the key o the prison doors,

 An she has set Young Bicham free.
 

She’s gi’n him a loaf o good white bread,

 But an a flask o Spanish wine,   30

And she bad him mind on the ladie’s love

 That sae kindly freed him out o pine.
 

“Go set your foot on good ship-board,

 An haste you back to your ain country,

An before that seven years has an end,   35

 Come back again, love, and marry me.”
 

It was lang or seven years had an end

 She longd fu sair her love to see;

She’s set her foot on good ship-board,

 An turnd her back on her ain country.   40
 

She’s saild up, so has she doun,

 Till she came to the other side;

She’s landed at Young Bicham’s gates,

 An I hop this day she sal be his bride.
 

“Is this Young Bicham’s gates?” says she,   45

 “Or is that noble prince within?”

“He’s up the stairs wi his bonny bride,

 An monny a lord and lady wi him.”
 

“O has he taen a bonny bride,

 An has he clean forgotten me!”   50

An sighing said that gay lady,

 “I wish I were in my ain country!”
 

But she’s pitten her han in her pocket,

 An gin the porter guineas three;

Says, “Take ye that, ye proud porter,   55

 An bid the bridegroom speak to me.”
 

O whan the porter came up the stair,

 He’s fa’n low down upon his knee:

“Won up, won up, ye proud porter,

 An what makes a’ this courtesy?”   60
 

“O l’ve been porter at your gates

 This mair nor seven years an three,

But there is a lady at them now

 The like of whom I never did see.
 

“For on every finger she has a ring,   65

 An on the mid-finger she has three,

An there’s as meikle goud aboon her brow

 As woud buy an earldome o lan to me.”
 

Then up it started Young Bicham,

 An sware so loud by Our Lady,   70

“It can be nane but Shusy Pye,

 That has come oer the sea to me.”
 

O quickly ran he down the stair,

 O fifteen steps he has made but three;

He’s tane his bonny love in his arms,   75

 An a wot he kissed her tenderly.
 

“O hae you taen a bonny bride?

 An hae you quite forsaken me?

An hae ye quite forgotten her

 That gae you life an liberty?”   80
 

She’s lookit oer her left shoulder

 To hide the tears stood in her ee;

“Now fare thee well, Young Bicham” she says,

 “I’ll strive to think nae mair on thee.”
 

“Take back your daughter, madam,” he says,   85

 “An a double dowry I’ll gi her wi;

For I maun marry my first true love,

 That’s done and suffered so much for me.”
 

He’s take his bonny love by the han,

 And led her to yon fountain stane;   90

He’s changd her name frae Shusy Pye,

 An he’s cald her his bonny love, Lady Jane.
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Get Up and Bar the Door
 

Traditional Ballads
 

IT fell about the Martinmas time,

 And a gay time it was then,

When our good wife got puddings to make,

 And she’s boild them in the pan.
 

The wind sae cauld blew south and north,   5

 And blew into the floor;

Quoth our goodman to our goodwife,

 “Gae out and bar the door.”
 

“My hand is in my hussyfskap,

 Goodman, as ye may see;   10

An it shoud nae be barrd this hundred year,

 It’s no be barrd for me.”
 

They made a paction tween them twa,

 They made it firm and sure,

That the first word whaeer shoud speak,
  15

 Shoud rise and bar the door.
 

Then by there came two gentlemen,

 At twelve o’clock at night,

And they could neither see house nor hall,

 Nor coal nor candle-light.   20
 

“Now whether is this a rich man’s house,

 Or whether is it a poor?”

But neer a word wad ane o them speak,

 For barring of the door.
 

And first they ate the white puddings,   25

 And then they ate the black;

Tho muckle thought the goodwife to hersel,

 Yet neer a word she spake.
 

Then said the one unto the other,

 “Here, man, tak ye my knife;   30

Do ye tak aff 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 thee at the pudding-broo,   35

 That boils into the pan?”
 

O up then started our goodman,

 An angry man was he:

“Will ye kiss my wife before my een,

 And scad me wi pudding-bree?”   40
 

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.”
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The Battle of Otterburn
 

Traditional Ballads
 

IT fell about the Lammus time,

 When the muir-men won their hay,

That the doughty Earl Douglas went

 Into England to catch a prey.
 

He chose the Gordons and the Graemes,   5

 With the Lindsays light and gay;

But the Jardines wadna wi him ride,

 And they rued it to this day.
 

And he has burnt the dales o Tine

 And part of Almonshire.   10

And three good towers on Roxburgh fells

 He left them all on fire.
 

Then he marched up to Newcastle,

 And rode it round about:

“O whae’s the lord of this castle,   15

 Or whae’s the lady o’t?”
 

But up spake proud Lord Piercy then,

 And O but he spake hie!

“I am the lord of this castle,

 And my wife’s the lady gaye.”   20
 

“If you are lord of this castle,

 Sae weel it pleases me;

For ere I cross the borden again

 The ane of us shall die.”
 

He took a lang speir in his hand,   25

 Was made of the metal free,

And for to meet the Douglas then

 He rode most furiously.
 

But O how pale his lady lookd,

 Frae off the castle wa,   30

When down before the Scottish spear

 She saw brave Piercy fa!
 

How pale and wan his lady lookd,

 Frae off the castle hieght,

When she beheld her Piercy yield   35

 To Doughty Douglas’ might!
 

“Had we twa been upon the green,

 And never an eye to see,

I should have had ye flesh and fell;

 But your sword shall gae wi me.”   40
 

“But gae you up to Otterburn,

 And there wait dayes three,

And if I come not ere three days’ end

 A fause lord ca ye me.”
 

“The Otterburn’s a bonny burn,   45

 ’Tis pleasant there to be,

But there is naught at Otterburn

 To feed my men and me.
 

“The deer rins wild owr hill and dale,

 The birds fly wild frae tree to tree,   50

And there is neither bread nor kale

 To fend my men and me.
 

“But I will stay at Otterburn,

 Where you shall welcome be;

And if ye come not at three days’ end   55

 A coward I’ll ca thee.”
 

“Then gae your ways to Otterburn,

 And there wait dayes three;

And if I come not ere three days’ end

 A coward ye’s ca me.”   60
 

They lighted high on Otterburn,

 Upon the bent so brown,

They lighted high on Otterburn,

 And threw their pallions down.
 

And he that had a bonny boy   65

 Sent his horses to grass,

And he that had not a bonny boy,

 His ain servant he was.
 

But up then spak a little page,

 Before the peep of the dawn;   70

“O waken ye, waken ye, my good lord,

 For Piercy’s hard at hand!”
 

“Ye lie, ye lie, ye loud liar,

 Sae loud I hear ye lie!

The Piercy hadna men yestreen   75

 To dight my men and me.
 

“But I have seen a dreary dream;

 Beyond the isle o Sky;

I saw a dead man won the fight,

 And I think that man was I.”   80
 

He belted on his good broad-sword

 And to the field he ran,

Where he met wi the proud Piercy,

 And a’ his goodly train.
 

When Piercy wi the Douglas met,   85

 I wat he was right keen;

They swakked their swords till sair they swat,

 And the blood ran them between.
 

But Piercy wi his good broad-sword,

 Was made o the metal free,   90

Has wounded Douglas on the brow

 Till backward he did flee.
 

Then he calld on his little page,

 And said, Run speedily,

And bring my ain dear sister’s son,   95

 Sir Hugh Montgomery.
 

[Who, when he saw the Douglas bleed,

 His heart was wonder wae:

“Now, by my sword, that haughty lord

 Shall rue before he gae.”   100
 

“My nephew bauld,” the Douglas said,

 “What boots the death of ane?

Last night I dreamed a dreary dream,

 And I ken the day’s thy ain.
 

“I dreamd I saw a battle fought   105

 Beyond the isle o Sky,

When lo! a dead man wan the field,

 And I thought that man was I.
 

“My wound is deep, I fain wad sleep,

 Nae mair I’ll fighting see;   110

Gae lay me in the breaken bush

 That grows on yonder lee.
 

“But tell na ane of my brave men

 That I lye bleeding wan,

But let the name of Douglas still   115

 Be shouted in the van.
 

“And bury me here on this lee,

 Beneath the blooming briar,

And never let a mortal ken

 A kindly Scot lyes here.”   120
 

He liftit up that noble lord,

 Wi the saut tear in his ee,

And hid him in the breaken bush,

 On yonder lily lee.
 

The moon was clear, the day drew near,   125

 The spears in flinters flew,

But mony gallant Englishman

 Ere day the Scotsman slew.
 

Sir Hugh Montgomery he rode

 Thro all the field in sight,   130

And loud the name of Douglas still

 He urgd wi a’ his might.
 

The Gordons good, in English blood

 They steeped their hose and shoon,

The Lindsays flew like fire about,   135

 Till a’ the fray was doon.]
 

When stout Sir Hugh wi Piercy met,

 I wat he was right fain;

They swakked their swords till sair they swat,

 And the blood ran down like rain.   140
 

“O yield thee, Piercy,” said Sir Hugh,

 “O yield, or ye shall die!”

“Fain wad I yield,” proud Piercy said,

 “But neer to loun like thee.”
 

“Thou shalt not yield to knave nor loun,   145

 Nor shalt thou yield to me;

But yield thee to the breaken bush

 That grows on yonder lee.”
 

“I will not yield to bush or brier,

 Nor will I yield to thee;   150

But I will yield to Lord Douglas,

 Or sir Hugh Montgomery.”
 

[When Piercy knew it was Sir Hugh,

 He fell low on his knee,

But soon he raisd him up again,   155

 Wi mickle courtesy.]
 

He left not an Englishman on the field

. . . . . . .

That he hadna either killd or taen

 Ere his heart’s blood was cauld.
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Chevy Chase
 

Traditional Ballads
 

GOD prosper long our noble king,

 our liffes and saftyes all!

A woefull hunting once there did

 in Cheuy Chase befall.
 

To driue the deere with hound and horne   5

 Erle Pearcy took the way:

The child may rue that is vnborne

 the hunting of that day!
 

The stout Erle of Northumberland

 a vow to God did make   10

His pleasure in the Scottish woods

 three sommers days to take,
 

The cheefest harts in Cheuy C[h]ase

 to kill and beare away:

These tydings to Erle Douglas came   15

 in Scottland, where he lay.
 

Who sent Erle Pearcy present word

 he would prevent his sport;

The English erle, not fearing that,

 did to the woods resort,   20
 

With fifteen hundred bowmen bold,

 All chosen men of might,

Who knew ffull well in time of neede

 to ayme their shafts arright.
 

The gallant greyhound[s] swiftly ran   25

 to chase the fallow deere;

On Munday they began to hunt,

 ere daylight did appeare.
 

And long before high noone the had

 a hundred fat buckes slaine;   30

Then hauing dined, the drouyers went

 to rouze the deare againe.
 

The bowmen mustered on the hills,

 well able to endure;

Theire backsids all with speciall care   35

 that day were guarded sure.
 

The hounds ran swiftly through the woods

 the nimble deere to take,

That with their cryes the hills and dales

 an eccho shrill did make.   40
 

Lord Pearcy to the querry went

 to view the tender deere;

Quoth he, “Erle Douglas promised once

 this day to meete me heere;
 

“But if I thought he wold not come,   45

 noe longer wold I stay.”

With that a braue younge gentlman

 thus to the erle did say:
 

“Loe, yonder doth Erle Douglas come,

 hys men in armour bright;   50

Full twenty hundred Scottish speres

 all marching in our sight.
 

“All men of pleasant Tiuydale,

 fast by the riuer Tweede:”

“O ceaze your sportts!” Erle Pearcy said,   55

 “and take your bowes with speede.
 

“And now with me, my countrymen,

 your courage forth advance!

For there was neuer champion yett,

 in Scottland nor in Ffrance,   60
 

“That euer did on horsbacke come,

 [but], and if my hap it were,

I durst encounter man for man,

 with him to break a spere.”
 

Erle Douglas on his milke-white steede,   65

 most like a baron bold,

Rode formost of his company,

 whose armor shone like gold.
 

“Shew me,” sayd hee, “whose men you bee

 that hunt soe boldly heere,   70

That without my consent doe chase

 and kill my fallow deere.”
 

The first man that did answer make

 was noble Pearcy hee,

Who sayd, “Wee list not to declare   75

 nor shew whose men wee bee;
 

“Yett wee will spend our deerest blood

 thy cheefest harts to slay.”

Then Douglas swore a solempne oathe,

 and thus in rage did say:   80
 

“Ere thus I will outbraued bee,

 one of vs tow shall dye;

I know thee well, an erle thou art;

 Lord Pearcy, soe am I.
 

“But trust me, Pearcye, pittye it were,   85

 and great offence, to kill

Then any of these our guiltlesse men,

 for they haue done none ill.
 

“Let thou and I the battell trye,

 and set our men aside:”   90

“Accurst bee [he!]” Erle Pearcye sayd,

 “by whome it is denyed.”
 

Then stept a gallant squire forth — 

 Witherington was his name — 

Who said, “I wold not haue it told   95

 To Henery our King, for shame,
 

“That ere my captaine fought on foote,

 and I stand looking on.

You bee two Erles,” quoth Witherington,

 “and I a squier alone;   100
 

“I’le doe the best that doe I may,

 while I haue power to stand;

While I haue power to weeld my sword,

 I’lt fight with hart and hand.”
 

Our English archers bent their bowes;   105

 their harts were good and trew;

Att the first flight of arrowes sent,

 full foure score Scotts the slew.
 

To driue the deere with hound and horne,

 Douglas bade on the bent;   110

Two captaines moued with mickle might,

 their speres to shiuers went.
 

They closed full fast on euerye side

 noe slackness there was found,

But many a gallant gentleman   115

 lay gasping on the ground.
 

O Christ! it was great greeue to see

 how eche man chose his spere,

And how the blood out of their brests

 did gush like water cleare.   120
 

At last these two stout erles did meet,

 like captaines of great might;

Like lyons woode they layd on lode;

 the made a cruell fight.
 

The fought vntil they both did sweat,   125

 with swords of tempered steele,

Till blood downe their cheekes like raine

 the trickling downe did feele.
 

“O yeeld thee, Pearcye!” Douglas sayd,

 “And in faith I will thee bringe   130

Where thou shall high advanced bee

 by Iames our Scottish king.
 

“Thy ransome I will freely giue,

 and this report of thee,

Thou art the most couragious knight   135

 [that ever I did see.]”
 

“Noe, Douglas!” quoth Erle Percy then,

 “thy profer I doe scorne;

I will not yeelde to any Scott

 that euer yett was borne!”   140
 

With that there came an arrow keene,

 out of an English bow,

Which stroke Erle Douglas on the brest

 a deepe and deadlye blow.
 

Who neuer sayd more words than these;   145

 “Fight on, my merry men all!

For why, my life is att [an] end,

 lord Pearcy sees my fall.”
 

Then leauing liffe, Erle Pearcy tooke

 the dead man by the hand;   150

Who said, “Erle Dowglas, for thy life,

 Wold I had lost my land!
 

“O Christ! my verry hart doth bleed

 for sorrow for thy sake,

For sure, a more redoubted knight   155

 mischance cold neuer take.”
 

A knight amongst the Scotts there was

 which saw Erle Douglas dye,

Who streight in hart did vow revenge

 vpon the Lord Pearcye.   160
 

Sir Hugh Mountgomerye was he called,

 who, with a spere full bright,

Well mounted on a gallant steed,

 ran feircly through the fight,
 

And past the English archers all,   165

 without all dread or feare,

And through Erle Percyes body then

 he thrust his hatfull spere.
 

With such a vehement force and might

 his body he did gore,   170

The staff ran through the other side

 a large cloth-yard and more.
 

Thus did both those nobles dye,

 whose courage none cold staine;

An English archer then perceiued   175

 the noble erle was slaine.
 

He had [a] good bow in his hand,

 made of a trusty tree;

An arrow of a cloth-yard long

 to the hard head haled hee.   180
 

Against Sir Hugh Mountgomerye

 his shaft full right he sett;

The grey-goose-winge that was there-on

 in his harts bloode was wett.
 

This fight from breake of day did last   185

 till setting of the sun,

For when the rung the euening-bell

 the battele scarse was done.
 

With stout Erle Percy there was slaine

 Sir Iohn of Egerton,   190

Sir Robert Harcliffe and Sir William,

 Sir Iames, that bold barron.
 

And with Sir George and Sir Iames,

 both knights of good account,

Good Sir Raphe Rebbye there was slaine,   195

 whose prowesse did surmount.
 

For Witherington needs must I wayle

 as one in dolefull dumpes,

For when his leggs were smitten of,

 he fought vpon his stumpes.   200
 

And with Erle Dowglas there was slaine

 Sir Hugh Mountgomerye,

And Sir Charles Morrell, that from feelde

 one foote wold neuer flee;
 

Sir Roger Heuer of Harcliffe tow,   205

 his sisters sonne was hee;

Sir David Lambwell, well esteemed,

 but saved he cold not bee.
 

And the Lord Maxwell, in like case,

 with Douglas he did dye;   210

Of twenty hundred Scottish speeres,

 scarce fifty-fiue did flye.
 

Of fifteen hundred Englishmen

 went home but fifty-three;

The rest in Cheuy Chase were slaine,   215

 vnder the greenwoode tree.
 

Next day did many widdowes come

 their husbands to bewayle;

They washt their wounds in brinish teares,

 but all wold not prevayle.   220
 

Theyr bodyes, bathed in purple blood,

 the bore with them away;

They kist them dead a thousand times

 ere the were cladd in clay.
 

The newes was brought to Eddenborrow,   225

 where Scottlands king did rayne,

That braue Erle Douglas soddainlye

 was with an arrow slaine.
 

“O heauy newes!” King Iames can say;

 “Scotland may wittenesse bee   230

I haue not any captaine more

 of such account as hee.”
 

Like tydings to King Henery came,

 within as short a space,

That Pearcy of Northumberland   235

 was slaine in Cheuy Chase.
 

“Now God be with him!” said our king,

 “sith it will noe better bee;

I trust I haue within my realme

 fiue hundred as good as hee.   240
 

“Yett shall not Scotts nor Scottland say

 but I will vengeance take,

And be revenged on them all

 for braue Erle Percyes sake.”
 

This vow the king did well performe   245

 after on Humble-downe;

In one day fifty knights were slayne,

 with lords of great renowne.
 

And of the rest, of small account,

 did many hundreds dye:   250

Thus endeth the hunting in Cheuy Chase,

 made by the Erle Pearcye.
 

God saue our king, and blesse this land

 with plentye, ioy, and peace,

And grant hencforth that foule debate   255

 twixt noble men may ceaze!
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Johnie Armstrong
 

Traditional Ballads
 

THERE dwelt a man in faire Westmerland,

 Ionnë Armestrong men did him call,

He had nither lands nor rents coming in,

 Yet he kept eight score men in his hall.
 

He had horse and harness for them all,   5

 Goodly steeds were all milke-white;

O the golden bands an about their necks,

 And their weapons, they were all alike.
 

Newes then was brought unto the king

 That there was sicke a won as hee,   10

That livëd lyke a bold out-law,

 And robbëd all the north country.
 

The king he writt an letter then,

 A letter which was large and long;

He signëd it with his owne hand,   15

 And he promised to doe him no wrong.
 

When this letter came Ionnë untill,

 His heart it was as blythe as birds on the tree:

“Never was I sent for before any king,

 My father, my grandfather, nor none but mee.   20
 

“And if wee goe the king before,

 I would we went most orderly;

Every man of you shall have his scarlet cloak,

 Laced with silver laces three.
 

“Every won of you shall have his velvett coat,   25

 Laced with sillver lace so white;

O the golden bands an about your necks,

 Black hatts, white feathers, all alyke.”
 

By the morrow morninge at ten of the clock,

 Towards Edenburough gon was hee,   30

And with him all his eight score men;

 Good lord, it was a goodly sight for to see!
 

When Ionnë came befower the king,

 He fell downe on his knee;

“O pardon, my soveraine leige,” he said,   35

 “O pardon my eight score men and mee!”
 

“Thou shalt have no pardon, thou traytor strong,

 For thy eight score men nor thee;

For tomorrow morning by ten of the clock,

 Both thou and them shall hang on the gallowtree.”   40
 

But Ionnë look’d over his left shoulder,

 Good Lord, what a grevious look looked hee!

Saying, “Asking grace of a graceles face — 

 Why there is none for you nor me.”
 

But Ionnë had a bright sword by his side,   45

 And it was made of the mettle so free,

That had not the king stept his foot aside,

 He had smitten his head from his faire boddë.
 

Saying, “Fight on, my merry men all,

 And see that none of you be taine;   50

For rather then men shall say we were hange’d,

 Let them report how we were slaine.”
 

Then, God wott, faire Eddenburrough rose,

 And so besett poore Ionnë rounde,

That fowerscore and tenn of Ionnes best men   55

 Lay gasping all upon the ground.
 

Then like a mad man Ionne laide about,

 And like a mad man then fought hee,

Untill a falce Scot came Ionne behinde,

 And runn him through the faire boddee.   60
 

Saying, “Fight on, my merry men all,

 And see that none of you be taine;

For I will stand by and bleed but awhile,

 And then will I come and fight againe.”
 

Newes then was brought to young Ionne Armestrong,   65

 As he stood by his nurses knee,

Who vowed if ere he live’d for to be a man,

 O the treacherous Scots revengd hee’d be.
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Captain Car
 

Traditional Ballads
 

IT befell at Martynmas,

 When wether waxed colde,

Captaine Care said to his men,

 We must go take a holde.
 

  Syck, sike, and totowe sike,   5

   And sike and like to die;

  The sikest nighte that euer I abode,

   God lord haue mercy on me!
 

“Haille, master, and wether you will,

 And wether ye like it best”;   10

“To the castle of Crecrynbroghe,

 And there we will take our reste.”
 

“I knowe wher is a gay castle,

 Is builded of lyme and stone;

Within their is a gay ladie,   15

 Her lord is riden and gone.”
 

The ladie she lend on her castle-walle,

 She loked vpp and downe;

There was she ware of an host of men,

 Come riding to the towne.   20
 

“Se yow, my meri men all,

 And se yow what I see?

Yonder I see a host of men,

 I muse who they bee.”
 

She thought he had ben her wed lord,   25

 As he comd riding home;

Then was it traitur Captaine Care,

 The lord of Ester-towne.
 

They wer no soner at supper sett,

 Then after said the grace,   30

Or Captaine Care and all his men

 Wer lighte aboute the place.
 

“Gyue ouer thi howsse, thou lady gay,

 And I will make the a bande,

Tonighte thou shall ly within my armes,   35

 Tomorrowe thou shall ere my lande.”
 

Then bespacke the eldest sonne,

 That was both whitt and redde:

“O mother dere, geue ouer your howsse,

 Or elles we shalbe deade.”   40
 

“I will not geue ouer my hous,” she saithe,

 “Not for feare of my lyffe;

It shalbe talked throughout the land,

 The slaughter of a wyffe.
 

“Fetch me my pestilett,   45

 And charge me my gonne,

That I may shott at yonder bloddy butcher,

 The lord of Easter-towne.”
 

Styfly vpon her wall she stode,

 And lett the pellettes flee;   50

But then she myst the blody bucher,

 And she slew other three.
 

“[I will] not geue ouer my hous,” she saithe,

 “Netheir for lord nor lowne;

Nor yet for traitour Captaine Care,   55

 The lord of Easter-towne.
 

“I desire of Captaine Care,

 And all his bloddye band,

That he would saue my eldest sonne,

 The eare of all my lande.”   60
 

“Lap him in a shete,” he sayth,

 “And let him downe to me,

And I shall take him in my armes,

 His waran shall I be.”
 

The captayne sayd unto him selfe:   65

 Wyth sped, before the rest,

He cut his tonge out of his head,

 His hart out of his brest.
 

He lapt them in a handkerchef,

 And knet it of knotes three,   70

And cast them ouer the castell-wall,

 At that gay ladye.
 

“Fye vpon the, Captayne Care,

 And all thy bloddy band!

For thou hast slayne my eldest sonne,   75

 The ayre of all my land.”
 

Then bespake the yongest sonne,

 That sat on the nurses knee,

Sayth, “Mother gay, geue ouer your house;

 It smoldereth me.”   80
 

“I wold geue my gold,” she saith,

 “And so I wolde my ffee,

For a blaste of the westryn wind,

 To dryue the smoke from thee.
 

“Fy vpon the, John Hamleton,   85

 That euer I paid the hyre!

For thou hast broken my castle-wall,

 And kyndled in the ffyre.”
 

The lady gate to her close parler,

 The fire fell aboute her head;   90

She toke vp her children thre,

 Set, “Babes, we are all dead.”
 

Then bespake the hye steward,

 That is of hye degree;

Saith, “Ladie gay, you are in close,   95

 Wether ye fighte or flee.”
 

Lord Hamleton dremd in his dream,

 In Caruall where he laye,

His halle were all of fyre,

 His ladie slayne or daye.   100
 

“Busk and bowne, my mery men all,

 Even and go ye with me;

For I dremd that my haal was on fyre,

 My lady slayne or day.”
 

He buskt him and bownd hym,   105

 And like a worthi knighte;

And when he saw his hall burning,

 His harte was no dele lighte.
 

He sett a trumpett till his mouth,

 He blew as it plesd his grace;   110

Twenty score of Hamlentons

 Was light aboute the place.
 

“Had I knowne as much yesternighte

 As I do to-daye,

Captaine Care and all his men   115

 Should not haue gone so quite.
 

“Fye vpon the, Captaine Care,

 And all thy blody bande!

Thou haste slayne my lady gay,

 More wurth then all thy lande.   120
 

“If thou had ought eny ill will,” he saith,

 “Thou shoulde haue taken my lyffe,

And haue saved my children, thre,

 All and my louesome wyffe.”
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The Bonny Earl of Murray
 

Traditional Ballads
 

YE Highlands, and ye Lawlands,

 Oh where have you been?

They have slain the Earl of Murray,

 And they layd him on the green.
 

“Now wae be to thee, Huntly!   5

 And wherefore did you sae?

I bade you bring him wi you,

 But forbade you him to slay.”
 

He was a braw gallant,

 And he rid at the ring;   10

And the bonny Earl of Murray,

 Oh he might have been a king!
 

He was a braw gallant,

 And he playd at the ba;

And the bonny Earl of Murray   15

 Was the flower amang them a’.
 

He was a braw gallant,

 And he played at the glove;

And the bonny Earl of Murray,

 Oh he was the Queen’s love!   20
 

Oh lang will his lady

 Look oer the castle Down,

Eer she see the Earl of Murray

 Come sounding thro the town!

Eer she, etc.   25
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Kinmont Willie
 

Traditional Ballads
 

O HAVE ye na heard o the fause Sakelde?

 O have ye na heard o the keen Lord Scroop?

How they hae taen bauld Kinmont Willie,

 On Hairibee to hang him up?
 

Had Willie had but twenty men,   5

 But twenty men as stout as he,

Fause Sakelde had never the Kinmont taen,

 Wi eight score in his companie.
 

They band his legs beneath the steed,

 They tied his hands behind his back;   10

They guarded him, fivesome on each side,

 And they brought him ower the Liddel-rack.
 

They led him thro the Liddel-rack,

 And also thro the Carlisle sands;

They brought him to Carlisle castell,   15

 To be at my Lord Scroope’s commands.
 

“My hands are tied, but my tongue is free,

 And whae will dare this deed avow?

Or answer by the border law?

 Or answer to the bauld Buccleuch?”   20
 

“Now haud thy tongue, thou rank reiver!

 There’s never a Scot shall set ye free;

Before ye cross my castle-yate,

 I trow ye shall take farewell o me.”
 

“Fear na ye that, my lord,” quo Willie;   25

 “By the faith o my bodie, Lord Scroop,” he said,

“I never yet lodged in a hostelrie

 But I paid my lawing before I gaed.”
 

Now word is gane to the bauld Keeper,

 In Branksome Ha where that he lay,   30

That Lord Scroope has taen the Kinmont Willie

 Between the hours of night and day.
 

He has taen the table wi his hand,

 He garrd the red wine spring on hie;

“Now Christ’s curse on my head,” he said,   35

 “But avenged of Lord Scroop I’ll be!
 

“O is my basnet a widow’s curch?

 Or my lance a wand of the willow-tree?

Or my arm a ladye’s lilye hand?

 That an English lord should lightly me.   40
 

“And have they taen him Kinmont Willie,

 Against the truce of Border tide,

And forgotten that the bauld Bacleuch

 Is keeper here on the Scottish side?
 

“And have they een taen him Kinmont Willie,   45

 Withouten either dread or fear,

And forgotten that the bauld Bacleuch

 Can back a steed, or shake a spear?
 

“O were there war between the lands,

 As well I wot that there is none,   50

I would slight Carlisle castell high,

 Tho it were builded of marble-stone.
 

“I would set that castell in a low,

 And sloken it with English blood;

There’s nevir a man in Cumberland   55

 Should ken where Carlisle castell stood.
 

“But since nae war’s between the lands,

 And there is peace, and peace should be,

I’ll neither harm English lad or lass,

 And yet the Kinmont freed shall be!”   60
 

He has calld him forty marchmen bauld,

 I trow they were of his ain name,

Except Sir Gilbert Elliot, calld

 The Laird of Stobs, I mean the same.
 

He has calld him forty marchmen bauld,   65

 Were kinsmen to the bauld Buccleuch,

With spur on heel, and splent on spauld,

 And gleuves of green, and feathers blue.
 

There were five and five before them a’,

 Wi hunting-horns and bugles bright;   70

And five and five came wi Buccleuch,

 Like Warden’s men, arrayed for fight.
 

And five and five like a mason-gang,

 That carried the ladders lang and hie;

And five and five like broken men;   75

 And so they reached the Woodhouselee.
 

And as we crossed the Bateable Land,

 When to the English side we held,

The first o men that we met wi,

 Whae sould it be but fause Sakelde!   80
 

“Where be ye gaun, ye hunters keen?”

 Quo fause Sakelde; “come tell to me!”

“We go to hunt an English stag,

 Has trespassed on the Scots countrie.”
 

“Where be ye gaun, ye marshal-men?”   85

 Quo fause Sakelde; “come tell to me true!”

“We go to catch a rank reiver,

 Has broken faith wi the bauld Buccleuch.”
 

“Where are ye gaun, ye mason-lads,

 Wi a’ your ladders lang and hie?”   90

“We gang to herry a corbie’s nest,

 That wons not far frae Woodhouselee.”
 

“Where be ye gaun, ye broken men?”

 Quo fause Sakelde; “come tell to me!”

Now Dickie of Dryhope led that band,   95

 And the never a word o lear had he.
 

“Why trespass ye on the English side

 Row-footed outlaws, stand!” quo he;

The neer a word had Dickie to say,

 Sae he thrust the lance thro his fause bodie.   100
 

Then on we held for Carlisle toun,

 And at Staneshaw-bank the Eden we crossd;

The water was great, and meikle of spait,

 But the nevir a horse nor man we lost.
 

And when we reached the Stanshaw-bank,   105

 The wind was rising loud and hie;

And there the laird garrd leave our steeds,

 For fear that they should stamp and nie.
 

And when we left the Staneshaw-bank,

 The wind began full loud to blaw;   110

But ’twas wind and weet, and fire and sleet

 When we came beneath the castel-wa.
 

We crept on knees, and held our breath,

 Till we placed the ladders against the wa;

And sae ready was Buccleuch himsell   115

 To mount the first before us a’.
 

He has taen the watchman by the throat,

 He flung him down upon the lead:

“Had there not been peace between our lands,

 Upon the other side thou hadst gaed.   120
 

“Now sound out, trumpets!” quo Buccleuch;

 “Let’s waken Lord Scroope right merrilie!”

Then loud the Warden’s trumpets blew

 “O whae dare meddle wi me?”
 

Then speedilie to wark we gaed,   125

 And raised the slogan ane and a’,

 And cut a hole thro a sheet of lead,

And so we wan to the castel-ha.
 

They thought King James and a’ his men

 Had won the house wi bow and speir:   130

It was but twenty Scots and ten

 That put a thousand in sic a stear!
 

Wi coutlers and wi forehammers,

 We garrd the bars bang merrilie,

Untill we came to the inner prison,   135

 Where Willie o Kinmont he did lie.
 

And when we cam to the lower prison,

 Where Willie o Kinmont he did lie,

“O sleep ye, wake ye, Kinmont Willie,

 Upon the morn that thou’s to die?”   140
 

“O I sleep saft, and I wake aft,

 It’s lang since sleeping was fleyd frae me;

Gie my service back to my wyfe and bairns,

 And a’ gude fellows that speer for me.”
 

Then Red Rowan has hente him up,   145

 The starkest men in Teviotdale:

“Abide, abide now, Red Rowan,

 Till of my Lord Scroope I take farewell.
 

“Farewell, farewell, my gude Lord Scroope!

 My gude Lord Scroope, farewell!” he cried;   150

“I’ll pay you for my lodging-maill

 When first we meet on the border-side.”
 

Then shoulder high, with shout and cry,

 We bore him down the ladder lang;

At every stride Red Rowan made,   155

 I wot the Kinmont’s airns playd clang.
 

“O mony a time,” quo Kinmont Willie,

 “I have ridden horse baith wild and wood;

But a rougher beast than Red Rowan

 I ween my legs have neer bestrode.   160
 

“And mony a time,” quo Kinmont Willie,

 “I’ ve pricked a horse out oure the furs;

But since the day I backed a steed

 I nevir wore sic cumbrous spurs.”
 

We scarce had won the Staneshaw-bank,   165

 When a’ the Carlisle bells were rung,

And a thousand men, in horse and foot,

 Cam wi the keen Lord Scroope along.
 

Buccleuch has turned to Eden Water,

 Even where it flowd frae bank to brim,   170

And he has plunged in wi a’ his band,

 And safely swam them thro the stream.
 

He turned him on the other side,

 And at Lord Scroope his glove flung he:

“If ye like na my visit in merry England,   175

 In fair Scotland come visit me!”
 

All sore astonished stood Lord Scroope,

 He stood as still as rock of stane;

He scarcely dared to trew his eyes

 When thro the water they had gane.   180
 

“He is either himsell a devil frae hell,

 Or else his mother a witch maun be;

I wad na have ridden that wan water

 For a’ the gowd in Christentie.”
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Bonnie George Campbell
 

Traditional Ballads
 

HIE upon Hielands,

 and laigh upon Tay,

Bonnie George Campbell

 rode out on a day.
 

He saddled, he bridled,   5

 and gallant rode he,

And hame cam his guid horse,

 but never cam he.
 

Out cam his mother dear,

 greeting fu sair,   10

And out cam his bonnie bryde,

 riving her hair.
 

“The meadow lies green,

 the corn is unshorn,

But bonnie George Campbell   15

 will never return,”
 

Saddled and bridled

 and booted rode he,

A plume in his helmet,

 A sword at his knee.   20
 

But toom cam his saddle,

 all bloody to see,

Oh, hame cam his guid horse,

 but never cam he!
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The Dowy Houms o Yarrow
 

Traditional Ballads
 

LATE at een, drinkin the wine,

 Or early in a mornin,

The set a combat them between,

 To fight it in the dawnin.
 

“O stay at hame, my noble lord!   5

 O stay at hame, my marrow!

My cruel brother will you betray,

 On the dowy houms o Yarrow.”
 

“O fare ye weel, my lady gaye!

 O fare ye weel, my Sarah!   10

For I maun gae, tho I neer return

 Frae the dowy banks o Yarrow.”
 

She kissed his cheek, she kaimd his hair,

 As she had done before, O;

She belted on his noble brand,   15

 An he’s awa to Yarrow.
 

O he’s gane up yon high, high hill — 

 I wat he gaed wi sorrow — 

And in a den spied nine armd men,

 I the dowy houms o Yarrow.   20
 

“O ir ye come to drink the wine,

 As ye hae doon before, O?

Or ir ye come to wield the brand,

 On the bonny banks o Yarrow?”
 

“I im no come to drink the wine,   25

 As I hae don before, O,

But I im come to wield the brand,

 On the dowy houms o Yarrow.”
 

Four he hurt, and five he slew,

 On the dowy houms o Yarrow,   30

Till that stubborn knight came him behind.

 An ran his body thorrow.
 

“Gae hame, gae hame, good-brother John,

 And tell your sister Sarah

To come and lift her noble lord,   35

 Who’s sleepin sound on Yarrow.”
 

“Yestreen I dreamed a dolefu dream;

 I kend there wad be sorrow;

I dreamd I pu’d the heather green,

 On the dowy banks o Yarrow.”   40
 

She gaed up yon high, high hill — 

 I wat she gaed wi sorrow — 

An in a den spy’d nine dead men,

 On the dowy houms o Yarrow.
 

She kissed his cheek, she kaimd his hair,   45

 As oft she did before, O;

She drank the red blood frae him ran,

 On the dowy houms o Yarrow.
 

“O haud your tongue, my douchter dear,

 For what needs a’ this sorrow?   50

I’ll wed you on a better lord

 Than him you lost on Yarrow.”
 

“O haud your tongue, my father dear,

 An dinna grieve your Sarah;

A better lord was never born   55

 Than him I lost on Yarrow.
 

“Tak hame your ousen, tak hame your kye,

 For they hae bred our sorrow;

I wiss that they had a’ gane mad

 Whan they cam first to Yarrow.”   60
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Mary Hamilton
 

Traditional Ballads
 

WORD’S gane to the kitchen,

 And word’s gane to the ha,

That Marie Hamilton has born a bairn

 To the hichest Stewart of a’.
 

She’s tyed it in her apron   5

 And she’s thrown it in the sea;

Says, ‘Sink ye, swim ye, bonny wee babe,

 You’ll ne’er get mair o me.’
 

Down then cam the auld Queen,

 Goud tassels tying her hair:   10

‘O Marie, where’s the bonny wee babe

 That I heard greet sae sair?’
 

‘There was never a babe intill my room,

 As little designs to be;

It was but a touch o my sair side,   15

 Came o’er my fair bodie.’
 

‘O Marie, put on your robes o black,

 Or else your robes o brown,

For ye maun gang wi me the night,

 To see fair Edinbro town.’   20
 

‘I winna put on my robes o black,

 Nor yet my robes o brown;

But I’ll put on my robes o white,

 To shine through Edinbro town.’
 

When she gaed up the Cannogate,   25

 She laughd loud laughters three;

But when she cam down the Cannogate

 The tear blinded her ee.
 

When she gaed up the Parliament stair,

 The heel cam aff her shee;   30

And lang or she cam down again

 She was condemnd to dee.
 

When she came down the Cannogate,

 The Cannogate sae free,

Many a ladie lookd o’er her window,   35

 Weeping for this ladie.
 

‘Make never meen for me,’ she says,

 ‘Make never meen for me;

Seek never grace frae a graceless face,

 For that ye’ll never see.   40
 

‘Bring me a bottle of wine,’ she says,

 ‘The best that eer ye hae,’

That I may drink to my weil-wishers,

 And they may drink to me.
 

‘And here’s to the jolly sailor lad   45

 That sails upon the faem;

And let not my father nor mother get wit

 But that I shall come again.
 

‘And here’s to the jolly sailor lad

 That sails upon the sea;   50

But let not my father nor mother get wit

 O the death that I maun dee.
 

‘O little did my mother think,

 The day she cradled me,

What lands I was to travel through,   55

 What death I was to dee.
 

‘O little did my father think,

 The day he held up me,

What lands I was to travel through,

 What death I was to dee.   60
 

‘Last nicht I washd the Queen’s feet,

 And gently laid her down;

And a’ the thanks I’ve gotten the nicht

 To be hangd in Edinbro town!
 

‘Last nicht there was four Maries,   65

 The nicht there’ll be but three;

There was Marie Seton, and Marie Beton,

 And Marie Carmichael, and me.’
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The Baron of Brackley
 

Traditional Ballads
 

INVEREY cam doun Deeside, whistlin and playin,

He was at brave Braikley’s yett ere it was dawin.
 

He rappit fu loudly an wi a great roar,

Cried, ‘Cum doun, cum doun, Braikley, and open the door.
 

‘Are ye sleepin, Baronne, or are ye wakin?   5

Ther’s sharpe swords at your yett, will gar your blood spin.
 

‘Open the yett, Braikley, and lat us within,

Till we on the green turf gar your bluid rin.’
 

Up spak his ladie, at his bak where she lay,

‘Get up, get up, Braikley, an be not afraid;   10

The’r but young hir’d widifus wi belted plaids.’
 

‘Cum kiss me, mi Peggy, I’le nae langer stay,

For I will go out and meet Inverey.
 

‘But haud your tongue, Peggy, and mak nae sic din,

For yon same hir’d widifus will prove themselves men.’   15
 

She called on her marys, they cam to her hand;

Cries, ‘Bring me your rocks, lassies, we will them command.
 

‘Get up, get up, Braikley, and turn bak your ky.

Or me an mi women will them defy.
 

‘Cum forth then, mi maidens, and show them some play;   20

We’ll ficht them, and shortly the cowards will fly.
 

‘Gin I had a husband, whereas I hae nane,

He woud nae ly i his bed and see his ky taen.
 

‘Ther’s four-and-twenty milk-whit calves, twal o them ky,

In the woods o Glentanner, it’s ther thei a’ ly.   25
 

‘Ther’s goat i the Etnach, and sheep o the brae,

An a’ will be plundered by young Inverey.’
 

‘Now haud your tongue, Peggy, and gie me a gun,

Ye’ll see me gae furth, but I’ll never cum in.
 

‘Call mi brother William, mi unkl also,   30

Mi cousin James Gordon; we’ll mount and we’ll go.’
 

When Braikley was ready and stood i the closs,

He was the bravest baronne that eer mounted horse.
 

Whan all wer assembled o the castell green,

No man like brave Braikley was ther to be seen.   35
 

. . . . . . .
 

‘Turn bak, brother William, ye are a bridegroom;
 

‘Wi bonnie Jean Gordon, the maid o the mill;

O sichin and sobbin she’ll soon get her fill.’
 

‘I’m no coward, brother, ’tis kend I’m a man;

‘I’ll ficht, my dear brother, wi heart and gudewill,
  40
 

‘I’ll ficht i your quarral as lang’s I can stand.

And so will young Harry that lives at the mill.
 

‘But turn, mi dear brother, and nae langer stay:

What’ll cum o your ladie, gin Braikley thei slay?
 

‘What’ll cum o your ladie and bonnie young son?   45

O what’ll cum o them when Braikley is gone?’
 

‘I never will turn: do you think I will fly?

But here I will ficht, and here I will die.’
 

‘Strik dogs,’ crys Inverey, ‘and ficht till ye’re slayn,

For we are four hundred, ye are but four men.   50
 

‘Strik, strik, ye proud boaster, your honour is gone,

Your lands we will plunder, your castell we’ll burn.’
 

At the head o the Etnach the battel began,

At Little Auchoilzie thei killd the first man.
 

First thei killd ane, and soon they killd twa,   55

Thei killd gallant Braikley, the flour o them a’,
 

Thei killd William Gordon, and James o the Knox,

And brave Alexander, the flour o Glenmuick.
 

What sichin and moaning was heard i the glen,

For the Baronne o Braikley, who basely was slayn!   60
 

‘Cam ye bi the castell, and was ye in there?

Saw ye pretty Peggy tearing her hair?’
 

‘Yes, I cam by Braikley, and I gaed in there,

And there saw his ladie braiding her hair.
 

‘She was rantin, and dancin, and singin for joy,   65

And vowin that nicht she woud feest Inverey.
 

‘She eat wi him, drank wi him, welcomd him in,

Was kind to the man that had slain her baronne.’
 

Up spake the son on the nourice’s knee,

‘Gin I live to be a man, revenged I’ll be.’   70
 

Ther’s dool i the kitchin, and mirth i the ha,

The Baronne o Braikley is dead and awa.
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Bewick and Grahame
 

Traditional Ballads
 

OLD GRAHAME he is to Carlisle gone,

 Where Sir Robert Bewick there met he;

In arms to the wine they are gone,

 And drank till they were both merry.
 

Old Grahame he took up the cup,   5

 And said, ‘Brother Bewick, here’s to thee,

And here’s to our two sons at home,

 For they live best in our country.’
 

‘Nay, were thy son as good as mine,

 And of some books he could but read,   10

With sword and buckler by his side,

 To see how he could save his head,
 

‘They might have been calld two bold brethren

 Where ever they did go or ride;

They might have been calld two bold brethren,   15

 They might have crackd the Border-side.
 

‘Thy son is bad, and is but a lad,

 And bully to my son cannot be;

For my son Bewick can both write and read,

 And sure I am that cannot he.’   20
 

‘I put him to school, but he would not learn,

 I bought him books, but he would not read;

But my blessing he’s never have

 Till I see how his hand can save his head.’
 

Old Grahame called for an account,   25

 And he askd what was for to pay;

There he paid a crown, so it went round,

 Which was all for good wine and hay.
 

Old Grahame is into the stable gone,

 Where stood thirty good steeds and three;   30

He’s taken his own steed by the head,

 And home rode he right wantonly.
 

When he came home, there did he espy

 A loving sight to spy or see,

There did he espy his own three sons,   35

 Young Christy Grahame, the foremost was he.
 

There did he espy his own three sons,

 Young Christy Grahame, the foremost was he:

‘Where have you been all day, father,

 That no counsel you would take by me?’   40
 

‘Nay, I have been in Carlisle town,

 Where Sir Robert Bewick there met me;

He said thou was bad, and calld thee a lad,

 And a baffled man by thou I be.
 

‘He said thou was bad, and calld thee a lad,   45

 And bully to his son cannot be;

For his son Bewick can both write and read,

 And sure I am that cannot thee.
 

‘I put thee to school, but thou would not learn,

 I bought thee books, but thou would not read;   50

But my blessing thou’s never have

 Till I see with Bewick thou can save thy head.’
 

‘O, pray forbear, my father dear;

 That ever such a thing should be!

Shall I venture my body in field to fight   55

 With a man that’s faith and troth to me?’
 

‘What’s that thou sayst, thou limmer loon?

 Or how dare thou stand to speak to me?

If thou do not end this quarrel soon,

 Here is my glove thou shalt fight me.’   60
 

Christy stoopd low unto the ground,

 Unto the ground, as you’ll understand:

‘O father, put on your glove again,

 The wind hath blown it from your hand.’
 

‘What’s that thou sayst, thou limmer loon?   65

 Or how dare thou stand to speak to me?

If thou do not end this quarrel soon,

 Here is my hand thou shalt fight me.’
 

Christy Grahame is to his chamber gone,

 And for to study, as well might be,   70

Whether to fight with his father dear,

 Or with his bully Bewick he.
 

‘If it be my fortune my bully to kill,

 As you shall boldly understand,

In every town that I ride through,   75

 They’ll say, There rides a brotherless man!
 

‘Nay, for to kill my bully dear,

 I think it will be a deadly sin;

And for to kill my father dear,

 The blessing of heaven I ne’er shall win.   80
 

‘O give me my blessing, father,’ he said,

 ‘And pray well for me for to thrive;

If it be my fortune my bully to kill,

 I swear I’ll neer come home alive.’
 

He put on his back a good plate-jack,   85

 And on his head a cap of steel,

With sword and buckler by his side;

 O gin he did not become them weel!
 

‘O fare thee well, my father dear!

 And fare thee well, thou Carlisle town!   90

If it be my fortune my bully to kill,

 I swear I’ll neer eat bread again.’
 

Now we’ll leave talking of Christy Grahame,

 And talk of him again belive;

But we will talk of bonny Bewick,   95

 Where he was teaching his scholars five.
 

Now when he had learnd them well to fence,

 To handle their swords without any doubt,

He’s taken his own sword under his arm,

 And walkd his father’s close about.   100
 

He lookd between him and the sun,

 To see what farleys he could see;

There he spy’d a man with armour on,

 As he came riding over the lee.
 

‘I wonder much what man yon be   105

 That so boldly this way does come;

I think it is my nighest friend,

 I think it is my bully Grahame.
 

‘O welcome, O welcome, bully Grahame!

 O man, thou art my dear, welcome!   110

O man, thou art my dear, welcome!

 For I love thee best in Christendom.’
 

‘Away, away, O bully Bewick,

 And of thy bullyship let me be!

The day is come I never thought on;   115

 Bully, I’m come here to fight with thee.’
 

‘O no! not so, O bully Grahame!

 That eer such a word should spoken be!

I was thy master, thou was my scholar:

 So well as I have learned thee.’   120
 

‘My father he was in Carlisle town,

 Where thy father Bewick there met he;

He said I was bad, and he called me a lad,

 And a baffled man by thou I be.’
 

‘Away, away, O bully Grahame,   125

 And of all that talk, man, let us be!

We’ll take three men of either side

 To see if we can our fathers agree.’
 

‘Away, away, O bully Bewick,

 And of thy bullyship let me be!   130

But if thou be a man, as I trow thou art,

 Come over this ditch and fight with me.’
 

‘O no, not so, my bully Grahame!

 That eer such a word should spoken be!

Shall I venture my body in field to fight   135

 With a man that’s faith and troth to me?’
 

‘Away, away, O bully Bewick,

 And of all that care, man, let us be!

If thou be a man, as I trow thou art,

 Come over this ditch and fight with me.’   140
 

‘Now, if it be my fortune thee, Grahame, to kill,

 As God’s will, man, it all must be;

But if it be my fortune thee, Grahame, to kill,

 ’Tis home again I’ll never gae.’
 

‘Thou art of my mind, then, bully Bewick,   145

 And sworn-brethren will we be:

If thou be a man, as I trow thou art,

 Come over this ditch and fight with me.’
 

He flang his cloak from off his shoulders,

 His psalm-book out of his hand flung he,   150

He clapd his hand upon the hedge,

 And oer lap he right wantonly.
 

When Grahame did see his bully come,

 The salt tear stood long in his eye:

‘Now needs must I say that thou art a man,   155

 That dare venture thy body to fight with me.
 

‘Now I have a harness on my back;

 I know that thou hath none on thine;

But as little as thou hath on thy back,

 Sure as little shall there be on mine.’   160
 

He flang his jack from off his back,

 His steel cap from his head flang he;

He’s taken his sword into his hand,

 He’s tyed his horse unto a tree.
 

Now they fell to it with two broad swords,   165

 For two long hours fought Bewick and he;

Much sweat was to be seen on them both,

 But never a drop of blood to see.
 

Now Grahame gave Bewick an ackward stroke,

 An ackward stroke surely struck he;   170

He struck him now under the left breast,

 Then down to the ground as dead fell he.
 

‘Arise, arise, O bully Bewick,

 Arise, and speak three words to me!

Whether this be thy deadly wound,   175

 Or God and good surgeons will mend thee.’
 

‘O horse, O horse, O bully Grahame,

 And pray do get thee far from me!

Thy sword is sharp, it hath wounded my heart,

 And so no further can I gae.   180
 

‘O horse, O horse, O bully Grahame,

 And get thee far from me with speed!

And get thee out of this country quite!

 That none may know who’s done the deed.’
 

‘O if this be true, my bully dear,   185

 The words that thou dost tell to me,

The vow I made, and the vow I’ll keep,

 I swear I’ll be the first to die.’
 

Then he stuck his sword in a moudie-hill,

 Where he lap thirty good foot and three;   190

First he bequeathed his soul to God,

 And upon his own sword-point lap he.
 

Now Grahame he was the first that died,

 And then came Robin Bewick to see;

‘Arise, arise, O son,’ he said,   195

 ‘For I see thou’s won the victory.
 

‘Arise, arise, O son,’ he said,

 ‘For I see thou’s won the victory;’

‘Father, could ye not drunk your wine at home,

 And letten me and my brother be?   200
 

‘Nay, dig a grave both low and wide,

 And in it us two pray bury;

But bury my bully Grahame on the sun-side,

 For I’m sure he’s won the victory.’
 

Now we’ll leave talking of these two brethren,   205

 In Carlisle town where they lie slain,

And talk of these two good old men,

 Where they were making a pitiful moan.
 

With that bespoke now Robin Bewick:

 ‘O man was I not much to blame?   210

I have lost one of the liveliest lads

 That ever was bred unto my name.’
 

With that bespoke my good lord Grahame:

 ‘O man, I have lost the better block;

I have lost my comfort and my joy,   215

 I have lost my key, I have lost my lock.
 

‘Had I gone through all Ladderdale,

 And forty horse had set on me,

Had Christy Grahame been at my back,

 So well as he would guarded me.’   220
 

I have no more of my song to sing,

 But two or three words to you I’ll name;

But ‘twill be talked in Carlisle town

 That these two old men were all the blame.
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A Gest of Robyn Hode
 

The First Fytte
 

Traditional Ballads
 

LYTHE and listin, gentilmen,

 That be of frebore blode;

I shall you tel of a gode yeman,

 His name was Robyn Hode.
 

Robyn was a prude outlaw,   5

 Whyles he walked on grounde;

So curteyse an outlaw as he was one

 Was never non yfounde.
 

Robyn stode in Bernesdale,

 And lenyd hym to a tre;   10

And bi him stode Litell Johnn

 A gode yeman was he.
 

And alsoo dyd gode Scarlok,

 And Much, the miller’s son;

There was none ynch of his bodi   15

 But it was worth a grome.
 

Than bespake Lytell Johnn

 All untoo Robyn Hode:

Maister, and ye wolde dyne betyme

 It wolde doo you moche gode.   20
 

Than bespake hym gode Robyn:

 To dyne have I noo lust,

Till that I have som bolde baron

 Or som unkouth gest.
 

. . . . . . .
 

That may pay for the best,   25

Or some knyght or som squyer

 That dwelleth here bi west.
 

A gode maner than had Robyn;

 In londe where that he were,

Every day or he wold dyne   30

 Thre messis wolde he here.
 

The one in the worship of the Fader,

 And another of the Holy Gost,

The thirde was of Our dere Lady

 That he loved allther moste.   35
 

Robyn loved Oure dere Lady;

 For dout of dydly synne,

Wolde he never do compani harme

 That any woman was in.
 

‘Maistar,’ than sayde Lytil Johnn,   40

 ‘And we our borde shal sprede,

Tell us wheder that we shall go

 And what life that we shall lede.
 

‘Where we shall take, where we shall leve,

 Where we shall abide behynde;   45

Where we shall robbe, where we shall reve,

 Where we shall bete and bynde.’
 

‘Thereof no force,’ than sayde Robyn;

 ‘We shall do well inowe;

But loke ye do no husbonde harme   50

 That tilleth with his ploughe.
 

‘No more ye shall no gode yeman

 That walketh by grene-wode shawe;

Ne no knyght ne no squyer

 That wol be a gode felawe.   55
 

‘These bisshoppes and these archebishoppes,

 Ye shall them bete and bynde;

The hye sherif of Notyngham,

 Hym holde ye in your mynde.’
 

‘This worde shalbe holde,’ sayde Lytell Johnn,   60

 ‘And this lesson we shall lere;

It is fer dayes; God sende us a gest,

 That we were at our dynere.’
 

‘Take thy gode bowe in thy honde,’ sayde Robyn;

 ‘Late Much wende with the;   65

And so shal Willyam Scarlok,

 And no man abyde with me.
 

‘And walke up to the Saylis

 And so to Watlinge Strete,

And wayte after some unkuth gest,   70

 Up chaunce ye may them mete.
 

‘Be he erle, or ani baron,

 Abbot, or ani knyght,

Bringhe hym to lodge to me;

 His dyner shall be dight.’   75
 

They wente up to the Saylis,

 These yemen all three;

They loked est, they loked weest,

 They myght no man see.
 

But as they loked in to Bernysdale,   80

 Bi a dernë strete,

Than came a knyght ridinghe;

 Full sone they gan hym mete.
 

All dreri was his semblaunce,

 And lytell was his pryde;   85

His one fote in the styrop stode,

 That othere wavyd beside.
 

His hode hanged in his iyn two;

 He rode in symple aray;

A soriar man than he was one   90

 Rode never in somer day.
 

Litell Johnn was full curteyes,

 And sette hym on his kne:

‘Welcom be ye, gentyll knyght,

 Welcom ar ye to me.   95
 

‘Welcom be thou to grenë wode,

 Hendë knyght and fre;

My maister hath abiden you fastinge,

 Syr, al these oures thre.’
 

‘Who is thy maister?’ sayde the knyght;   100

 Johnn sayde, ‘Robyn Hode’;

‘He is a gode yoman,’ sayde the knyght,

 ‘Of hym I have herde moche gode.
 

‘I graunte,’ he sayde, ‘with you to wende,

 My bretherne, all in fere;   105

My purpos was to have dyned to day

 At Blith or Dancastere.’
 

Furth than went this gentyl knight,

 With a carefull chere;

The teris oute of his iyen ran,   110

 And fell downe by his lere.
 

They brought him to the lodgë-dore;

 Whan Robyn gan hym see,

Full curtesly dyd of his hode

 And sette hym on his knee.   115
 

‘Welcome, sir knight,’ than sayde Robyn,

 ‘Welcome art thou to me;

I have abyden you fastinge, sir,

 All these ouris thre.’
 

Than answered the gentyll knight,   120

 With wordes fayre and fre:

‘God the save, goode Robyn,

 And all thy fayre meyne.’
 

They wasshed togeder and wyped bothe,

 And sette to theyr dynere;   125

Brede and wyne they had right ynoughe,

 And noumbles of the dere.
 

Swannes and fessauntes they had full gode,

 And foules of the ryvere;

There fayled none so litell a birde   130

 That ever was bred on bryre.
 

‘Do gladly, sir knight,’ sayde Robyn;

 ‘Gramarcy, sir,’ sayde he;

‘Suche a dinere had I nat

 Of all these wekys thre.   135
 

‘If I come ageyne, Robyn,

 Here by thys contrë,

As gode a dyner I shall the make

 As thou haest made to me.’
 

‘Gramarcy, knyght,’ sayde Robyn;   140

 ‘My dyner whan I have,

I was never so gredy, by dere worthi God,

 My dyner for to crave.
 

‘But pay or ye wende,’ sayde Robyn;

 ‘Me thynketh it is gode ryght;   145

It was never the maner, by dere worthi God,

 A yoman to pay for a knyght.’
 

‘I have nought in my coffers,’ saide the knyght,

 ‘That I may profer for shame’:

‘Litell John, go loke,’ sayde Robyn,   150

 ‘Ne lat not for no blame.
 

‘Tel me truth,’ than saide Robyn,

 ‘So God have parte of the’:

‘I have no more but ten shelynges,’ sayde the knyght,

 ‘So God have parte of me.’   155
 

‘If thou have no more,’ sayde Robyn,

 ‘I woll nat one peny;

And yf thou have nede of any more,

 More shall I lend the.
 

‘Go nowe furth, Litell Johnn,   160

 The truth tell thou me;

If there be no more but ten shelinges,

 No peny that I se.’
 

Lytell Johnn sprede downe hys mantell

 Full fayre upon the grounde,   165

And there he fonde in the knyghtes cofer

 But even halfe a pounde.
 

Litell Johnn let it lye full styll,

 And went to hys maysteer full lowe;

‘What tydynges, Johnn?’ sayde Robyn;   170

 ‘Sir, the knyght is true inowe.’
 

‘Fyll of the best wine,’ sayde Robyn,

 ‘The knyght shall begynne;

Moche wonder thinketh me

 Thy clothynge is so thinne.   175
 

‘Tell me one worde,’ sayde Robyn,

 ‘And counsel shal it be;

I trowe thou wert made a knyght of force,

 Or ellys of yemanry.
 

‘Or ellys thou hast been a sori husbande,   180

 And lyved in stroke and strife;

An okerer, or ellis a lechoure,’ sayde Robyn,

 ‘Wyth wronge hast led thy lyfe.’
 

‘I am none of those,’ sayde the knyght,

 ‘By God that madë me;   185

An hundred wynter here before

 Myn auncetres knyghtes have be.
 

‘But oft it hath befal, Robyn,

 A man hath be disgrate;

But God that sitteth in heven above   190

 May amende his state.
 

‘Withyn this two yere, Robyne,’ he sayde,

 ‘My neghbours well it knowe,

Foure hundred pounde of gode money

 Ful well than myght I spende.   195
 

‘Nowe have I no gode,’ saide the knyght,

 ‘God hath shapen such an ende,

But my chyldren and my wyfe,

 Tyll God yt may amende.’
 

‘In what maner,’ than sayde Robyn,   200

 ‘Hast thou lorne thy rychesse?’

‘For my greate foly,’ he sayde,

 ‘And for my kyndenesse.
 

‘I had a sone, forsoth, Robyn,

 That shulde have ben myn ayre,   205

Whanne he was twenty wynterolde,

 In felde wolde just full fayre.
 

‘He slewe a knyght of Lancashire,

 And a squyer bolde;

For to save him in his ryght   210

 My godes beth sette and solde.
 

‘My londes beth sette to wedde, Robyn,

 Untyll a certayn day,

To a ryche abbot here besyde

 Of Seynt Mari Abbey.’   215
 

‘What is the som?’ sayde Robyn;

 ‘Trouth than tell thou me’;

‘Sir,’ he sayde, ‘foure hundred pounde;

 The abbot told it to me.’
 

‘Nowe and thou lese thy lond,’ sayde Robyn,   220

 ‘What shall fall of the?’

‘Hastely I wol me buske [sayd the knyght]

 Over the saltë see,
 

‘And se where Criste was quyke and dede,

 On the mount of Calverë   225

Fare wel, frende, and have gode day;

 It may not better be.’
 

Teris fell out of hys eyen two;

 He wolde have gone hys way;

‘Farewel, frendes, and have gode day,   230

 I have no more to pay.’
 

‘Where be thy frendes?’ sayde Robyn:

 ‘Syr, never one wol me knowe;

While I was ryche ynowe at home

 Great boste than wolde they blowe.   235
 

‘And nowe they renne away fro me,

 As bestis on a rowe;

They take no more hede of me

 Thanne they me never sawe.’
 

For ruthe thanne wept Litell Johnn,   240

 Scarlok and Much in fere;

‘Fyl of the best wyne,’ sayde Robyn,

 ‘For here is a symple chere.
 

‘Hast thou any frends,’ sayde Robyn,

 ‘Thy borowes that wyll be?’   245

‘I have none,’ than sayde the knyght,

 ‘But God that dyed on tree.’
 

‘Do away thy japis,’ sayde Robyn,

 ‘Thereof wol I right none;

Wenest thou I wolde have God to borowe,   250

 Peter, Poule, or Johnn?
 

‘Nay, by hym that made me,

 And shope both sonne and mone,

Fynde me a better borowe,’ sayde Robyn,

 ‘Or money getest thou none.’   255
 

‘I have none other,’ sayde the knyght,

 ‘The sothe for to say,

But yf yt be Our dere Lady;

 She fayled me never or thys day.’
 

‘By dere worthy God,’ sayde Robyn,   260

 ‘To seche all Englonde thorowe,

Yet fonde I never to my pay

 A moche better borowe.
 

‘Come nowe furth, Litell Johnn,

 And go to my tresourë,   265

And bringe me foure hundered pound,

 And loke well tolde it be.’
 

Furth than went Litell Johnn,

 And Scarlok went before;

He told oute four hundred pounde   270

 By eight and twenty score.
 

‘Is thys well tolde?’ sayde litell Much;

 Johnn sayde: ‘What greveth the?

It is almus to helpe a gentyll knyght

 That is fal in povertë.   275
 

‘Master,’ than sayde Lityll John,

 ‘His clothinge is full thynne;

Ye must gyve the knight a lyveray,

 To lappe his body therein.
 

‘For ye have scarlet and grene, mayster,   280

 And many a riche aray;

Ther is no marchaunt in mery Englond

 So ryche, I dare well say.’
 

‘Take hym thre yerdes of every colour,

 And loke well mete that it be’;   285

Lytell Johnn toke none other mesure

 But his bowë-tree.
 

And at every handfull that he met

 He lept over fotes three;

‘What devylles drapar,’ sayd litell Much,   290

 ‘Thynkest thou for to be?’
 

Scarlok stode full stil and loughe,

 And sayd, ‘By God Almyght,

Johnn may gyve hym gode mesure,

 For it costeth hym but lyght.’   295
 

‘Mayster,’ than said Litell Johnn

 All unto Robyn Hode,

‘Ye must give the knight a hors

 To lede home al this gode.’
 

‘Take him a gray coursar,’ sayde Robyn,   300

 ‘And a saydle newe;

He is Oure Ladye’s messangere;

 God graunt that he be true.’
 

‘And a gode palfray,’ sayde lytell Much,

 ‘To mayntene hym in his right’;   305

‘And a peyre of botes,’ sayde Scarlok,

 ‘For he is a gentyll knight.’
 

‘What shalt thou gyve hym, Litell John?’ [said Robyn;]

 ‘Sir, a peyre of gilt sporis clene,

To pray for all this company;   310

 God bringe hym oute of tene.’
 

‘Whan shal mi day be,’ said the knight,

 ‘Sir, and your wyll be?’

‘This day twelve moneth,’ saide Robyn,

 ‘Under this grene-wode tre.   315
 

‘It were greate shame,’ sayde Robyn,

 ‘A knight alone to ryde,

Withoutë squyre, yoman, or page,

 To walkë by his syde.
 

‘I shal the lende Litell Johnn, my man,   320

 For he shalbe thy knave,

In a yeman’s stede he may the stande,

 If thou greate nedë have.’
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The Second Fytte
 

Now is the knight gone on his way;

 This game hym thought full gode;

Whanne he loked on Bernesdale

 He blessyd Robyn Hode.
 

And whanne he thought on Bernysdale,   5

 On Scarlok, Much and Johnn,

He blessyd them for the best company

 That ever he in come.
 

Than spake that gentyll knyght,

 To Lytel Johan gan he saye,   10

‘To-morrowe I must to Yorke toune

 To Saynt Mary abbay.
 

‘And to the abbot of that place

 Foure hundred pounde I must pay;

And but I be there upon this nyght   15

 My londe is lost for ay.’
 

The abbot sayd to his covent,

 There he stode on grounde,

‘This day twelfe moneth came a knyght

 And borowed foure hondred pounde.   20
 

[‘He borowed four hondred pounde]

 Upon his londe and fee;

But he come this ylkë day

 Disherited shall he be.’
 

‘It is full erely,’ sayd the pryoure,   25

 The day is not yet ferre gone;

I had lever to pay an hondred pounde,

 And lay it downe anone.
 

‘The knyght is ferre beyonde the see,

 In Englonde is his ryght,   30

And suffreth honger and colde

 And many a sory nyght.
 

‘It were grete pytë,’ said the pryoure,

 ‘So to have his londe;

And ye be so lyght of your consyence,   35

 Ye do to hym moch wronge.’
 

‘Thou arte ever in my berde,’ sayd the abbot,

 ‘By God and Saynt Rycharde’;

With that cam in a fat-heded monke,

 The heygh selerer.   40
 

‘He is dede or hanged,’ sayd the monke,

 ‘By God that bought me dere,

And we shall have to spende in this place

 Foure hondred pounde by yere.’
 

The abbot and the hy selerer   45

 Stertë forthe full bolde,

The highe justyce of Englonde

 The abbot there dyde holde.
 

The hye justyce and many mo

 Had taken into theyr honde   50

Holy all the knyghtes det,

 To put that knyght to wronge.
 

They demed the knyght wonder sore,

 The abbot and his meynë

‘But he come this ylkë day   55

 Disherited shall he be.’
 

‘He wyll not come yet,’ sayd the justyce,

 ‘I dare well undertake’;

But in sorowe tymë for them all

 The knyght came to the gate.   60
 

Than bespake that gentyll knyght

 Untyll his meynë:

‘Now put on your symple wedes

 That ye brought fro the see.’
 

[They put on their symple wedes,]   65

 They came to the gates anone;

The porter was redy hymselfe

 And welcomed them everychone.
 

‘Welcome, syr knyght,’ sayd the porter,

 ‘My lorde to mete is he,   70

And so is many a gentyll man,

 For the love of the.’
 

The porter swore a full grete othe:

 ‘By God that madë me,

Here be the best coresed hors   75

 That ever yet sawe I me.
 

‘Lede them in to the stable,’ he sayd,

 ‘That eased myght they be’;

‘They shall not come therin,’ sayd the knyght,

 ‘By God that dyed on a tre.’   80
 

Lordës were to mete isette

 In that abbotes hall;

The knyght went forth and kneled downe,

 And salued them grete and small.
 

‘Do gladly, syr abbot,’ sayd the knyght,   85

 ‘I am come to holde my day’:

The fyrst word that the abbot spake,

 ‘Hast thou brought my pay?’
 

‘Not one peny,’ sayd the knyght,

 ‘By God that maked me’;   90

‘Thou art a shrewed dettour,’ sayd the abbot;

 ‘Syr justyce, drynke to me.
 

‘What doost thou here,’ sayd the abbot,

 ‘But thou haddest brought thy pay?’

‘For God,’ than sayed the knyght,   95

 ‘To pray of a lenger daye.’
 

‘Thy daye is broke,’ sayd the justyce,

 ‘Londe gettest thou none’:

‘Now, good syr justyce, be my frende

 And fende me of my fone!’   100
 

‘I am holde with the abbot,’ sayd the justyce,

 ‘Both with cloth and fee’:

‘Now, good syr sheryf, be my frende!’

 ‘Nay, for God,’ sayd he.
 

‘Now, good syr abbot, be my frende,   105

 For thy curteysë,

And holde my londës in thy honde

 Tyll I have made the gree!
 

‘And I wyll be thy true servaunte,

 And trewely serve the,   110

Tyll ye have foure hondred pounde

 Of money good and free.’
 

The abbot sware a full grete othe,

 ‘By God that dyed on a tree,

Get thy londe where thou may,   115

 For thou getest none of me.’
 

‘By dere worthy God,’ then sayd the knyght,

 ‘That all this worldë wrought,

But I have my londe agayne,

 Full dere it shall be bought.   120
 

‘God, that was of a mayden borne,

 Leve us well to spede!

For it is good to assay a frende

 Or that a man have nede.’
 

The abbot lothely on hym gan loke,   125

 And vylaynesly hym gan call;

‘Out,’ he sayd, ‘thou false knyght,

 Spede the out of my hall!’
 

‘Thou lyest,’ then sayd the gentyll knyght,

 ‘Abbot, in thy hal;   130

False knyght was I never,

 By God that made us all.’
 

Up then stode that gentyll knyght,

 To the abbot sayd he,

‘To suffre a knyght to knele so longe,   135

 Thou canst no curteysye.
 

‘In joustes and in tournaments

 Full ferre than have I be,

And put myself as ferre in prees

 As ony that ever I see.’   140
 

‘What wyll ye gyve more,’ sayd the justyce,

 ‘And the knyght shall make a releyse?

And elles dare I safly swere

 Ye holde never your londe in pees.’
 

‘An hondred pounde,’ sayd the abbot;   145

 The justice sayd, ‘Gyve hym two’;

‘Nay, be God,’ sayd the knyght,

 ‘Ye get not my land so.
 

‘Though ye wolde gyve a thousand more,

 Yet were ye never the nere;   150

Shal there never be myn heyre

 Abbot, justice ne frere.’
 

He stert hym to a borde anone,

 Tyll a table rounde,

And there he shoke oute of a bagge   155

 Even four hundred pound.
 

‘Have here thi golde, sir abbot,’ saide the knight,

 ‘Which that thou lentest me;

Had thou ben curtes at my comynge,

 I would have rewarded thee.’   160
 

The abbot sat styll, and ete no more,

 For all his ryall fare;

He cast his hede on his shulder,

 And fast began to stare.
 

‘Take me my golde agayne,’ saide the abbot,   165

 ‘Sir justice, that I toke the.’

‘Not a peni,’ said the justice,

 ‘Bi God, that dyed on tree.’
 

‘Sir abbot, and ye men of lawe,

 Now have I holde my daye;   170

Now shall I have my londe agayne,

 For ought that you can saye.’
 

The knyght stert out of the dore,

 Awaye was all his care,

And on he put his good clothynge   175

 The other he lefte there.
 

He wente hym forth full mery syngynge,

 As men have told in tale;

His lady met hym at the gate,

 At home in Verysdale.   180
 

‘Welcome, my lorde,’ sayd his lady;

 ‘Syr, lost is all your good?’

‘Be mery, dame,’ sayd the knyght,

 ‘And pray for Robyn Hode,
 

‘That ever his soule be in blysse:   185

 He holpe me out of tene;

Ne had be his kyndënesse,

 Beggers had we bene.
 

‘The abbot and I accorded ben,

 He is served of his pay;   190

The god yoman lent it me

 As I cam by the way.’
 

This knight than dwelled fayre at home,

 The sothe for to saye,

Tyll he had got four hundred pound,
  195

 Al redy for to pay.
 

He purveyed him an hundred bowes,

 The strynges well ydyght,

An hundred shefe of arowes gode,

 The hedys burneshed full bryght;   200
 

And every arowe an ellë longe,

 With pecok well idyght,

Inocked all with whyte silver;

 It was a semely syght.
 

He purveyed him an hondreth men,   205

 Well harnessed in that stede,

And hym selfe in that same suite,

 And clothed in whyte and rede.
 

He bare a launsgay in his honde,

 And a man ledde his male,   210

And reden with a lyght songe

 Unto Bernysdale.
 

[But at Wentbrydge] there was a wrastelyng,

 And there taryed was he,

And there was all the best yemen   215

 Of all the west countree.
 

A full fayre game there was up set,

 A whyte bulle up i-pyght,

A grete courser, with sadle and brydil,

 With golde burnyssht full bryght.   220
 

A payre of gloves, a rede golde rynge,

 A pype of wyne, in fay;

What man that bereth hym best i-wys

 The pryce shall bere away.
 

There was a yoman in that place,   225

 And best worthy was he,

And for he was ferre and frembde bested,

 Slayne he shulde have be.
 

The knight had ruthe of this yoman,

 In place where that he stode;   230

He sayde that yoman shulde have no harme,

 For love of Robyn Hode.
 

The knyght pressed in to the place,

 An hundreth folowed hym free,

With bowes bent and arowes sharpe,   235

 For to shende that companye.
 

They shulderd all and made hym rome,

 To wete what he wolde say;

He toke the yeman bi the hande,

 And gave hym al the play.   240
 

He gave hym five marke for his wyne,

 There it lay on the molde,

And bad it shulde be set a broche,

 Drynkë who so wolde.
 

Thus longe taried this gentyll knyght,   245

 Tyll that play was done;

So longe abode Robyn fastinge

 Thre houres after the none.
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The Thirde Fytte
 

Lyth and lystyn, gentilmen,

 All that nowe be here;

Of Litell Johnn, that was the knightes man,

 Goode myrth ye shall here.
 

It was upon a mery day   5

 That yonge men wolde go shete;

Lytell Johnn fet his bowe anone,

 And sayde he wolde them mete.
 

Thre tymes Litell Johnn shet aboute,

 And alway cleft the wande;   10

The proude sherif of Notingham

 By the markes gan stande.
 

The sherif swore a full greate othe:

 By hym that dyede on a tre,

This man is the best arschere   15

 That ever I dyd see.
 

‘Say me nowe, wight yonge man,

 What is nowe thy name?

In what countre were thou borne,

 And where is thy wonynge wane?’   20
 

‘In Holdernes, sir, I was borne,

 I-wys al of my dame;

Men cal me Reynolde Grenelef

 Whan I am at home.’
 

‘Sey me, Reynolde Grenelefe,   25

 Wolde thou dwell with me?

And every yere I woll the gyve

 Twenty marke to thy fee.’
 

‘I have a maister,’ sayde Litell Johnn,

 ‘A curteys knight is he;   30

May ye levë gete of hym,

 The better may it be.’
 

The sherif gate Litell John

 Twelve moneths of the knight;

Therefore he gave him right anone   35

 A gode hors and a wight.
 

Nowe is Litell John the sherifes man,

 God lende us well to spede!

But alwey thought Lytell John

 To quyte hym wele his mede.   40
 

‘Nowe so God me helpe,’ sayde Litell John,

 ‘And by my true leutye,

I shall be the worst servaunt to hym

 That ever yet had he.’
 

It fell upon a Wednesday   45

 The sherif on huntynge was gone,

And Litel John lay in his bed,

 And was foriete at home.
 

Therfore he was fastinge

 Til it was past the none;   50

‘Gode sir stuarde, I pray to the,

 Gyve me my dynere,’ saide Litell John.
 

‘It is to longe for Grenelefe

 Fastinge thus for to be;

Therfor I pray the, sir stuarde,   55

 Mi dyner gif thou me.’
 

‘Shalt thou never ete ne drynke,’ saide the stuarde,

 ‘Tyll my lorde be come to towne’:

‘I make myn avowe to God,’ saide Litell John,

 ‘I had lever to crake thy crowne.’   60
 

The boteler was full uncurteys,

 There he stode on flore;

He start to the botery

 And shet fast the dore.
 

Lytell Johnn gave the boteler suche a tap   65

 His backe went nere in two;

Though he liveth an hundred wynter,

 The wors he still shall goe.
 

He sporned the dore with his fote;

 It went open wel and fyne;   70

And there he made large lyveray,

 Bothe of ale and of wyne.
 

‘Sith ye wol nat dyne,’ sayde Litell John,

 ‘I shall gyve you to drinke;

And though ye lyve an hundred wynter,   75

 On Lytel Johnn ye shall thinke.’
 

Litell John ete, and Litel John drank,

 The whilë that he wolde;

The sherife had in his kechyn a coke,

 A stoute man and a bolde.   80
 

‘I make myn avowe to God,’ saide the coke,

 ‘Thou arte a shrewde hyne

In ani householde for to dwel,

 For to aske thus to dyne.’
 

And there he lent Litell John   85

 Godë strokis thre;

‘I make myn avowe,’ sayde Lytell John,

 ‘These strokis lyked well me.
 

‘Thou arte a bolde man and a hardy,

 And so thinketh me;   90

And or I pas fro this place

 Assayed better shalt thou be.’
 

Lytell Johnn drew a ful gode sworde,

 The coke toke another in hande;

They thought no thynge for to fle,   95

 But stifly for to stande.
 

There they faught sore togedere

 Two mylë way and more;

Myght neyther other harme done,

 The mountnaunce of an owre.   100
 

‘I make myn avowe to God,’ sayde Litell Johnn,

 ‘And by my true lewtë;

Thou art one of the best sworde-men

 That ever yit sawe I me.
 

‘Cowdest thou shote as well in a bowe,   105

 To grene wode thou shuldest with me,

And two times in the yere thy clothinge

 Chaunged shuldë be;
 

‘And every yere of Robyn Hode

 Twenty merke to thy fe;’   110

‘Put up thy swerde,’ saide the coke

 ‘And felowes woll we be.’
 

Thanne he fet to Lytell Johnn

 The nowmbles of a do,

Gode brede and full gode wyne;   115

 They ete and drank theretoo.
 

And when they had dronkyn well,

 Theyre trouthes togeder they plight

That they wolde by with Robyn

 That ylkë samë nyght.   120
 

They dyd them to the tresoure-hows,

 As fast as they myght gone;

The lokkes, that were of full gode stele,

 They brake them everichone.
 

They toke away the silver vessell,   125

 And all that thei might get;

Pecis, masars, ne sponis,

 Wolde thei not forget.
 

Also they toke the gode pens,

 Thre hundred pounde and more,   130

And did them streyte to Robyn Hode,

 Under the grene wode hore.
 

‘God the save, my dere mayster,

 And Criste the save and se!’

And thanne sayde Robyn to Litell Johnn   135

 ‘Welcome myght thou be.
 

‘Also be that fayre yeman

 Thou bryngest there with the;

What tydynges fro Notyngham?

 Lytill Johnn, tell thou me.’   140
 

‘Well the gretith the proude sheryf.

 And sendeth the here by me

His cok and his silver vessell,

 And thre hundred pounde and thre.’
 

‘I make myne avowe to God,’ sayde Robyn,   145

 ‘And to the Trenytë,

It was never by his gode wyll

 This gode is come to me.’
 

Lytyll Johnn there hym bethought

 On a shrewde wyle;   150

Fyve myle in the forest he ran,

 Hym happed all his wyll.
 

Than he met the proude sheref,

 Huntynge with houndes and horne;

Lytell Johnn coude of curtesye,   155

 And knelyd hym beforne.
 

‘God the save, my dere mayster,

 And Criste the save and se!’

‘Reynolde Grenelefe,’ sayde the shyref,

 ‘Where hast thou nowe be?’   160
 

‘I have be in this forest;

 A fayre syght can I se;

It was one of the fayrest syghtes

 That ever yet sawe I me.
 

‘Yonder I sawe a ryght fayre harte,   165

 His coloure is of grene;

Seven score of dere upon a herde

 Be with hym all bydene.
 

‘Their tyndes are so sharp, maister,

 Of sexty, and well mo,   170

That I durst not shote for drede,

 Lest they wolde me slo.
 

‘I make myn avowe to God,’ sayde the shyref,

 ‘That syght wolde I fayne se’:

‘Buske you thyderwarde, mi dere mayster,   175

 Anone, and wende with me.’
 

The sherif rode, and Litell Johnn

 Of fote he was full smerte,

And whane they came before Robyn,

 ‘Lo, here is the mayster-herte.’   180
 

Still stode the proude sherief,

 A sory man was he;

‘Wo the worthe, Raynolde Grenelefe,

 Thou hast betrayed me.’
 

‘I make myn avowe to God,’ sayde Litell Johnn,   185

 ‘Mayster, ye be to blame;

I was mysserved of my dynere

 When I was with you at home.’
 

Sone he was to souper sette,

 And served with silver white,   190

And when the sherif sawe his vessell,

 For sorowe he myght nat ete.
 

‘Make glad chere,’ sayde Robyn Hode,

 ‘Sherif, for charitë,

And for the love of Litill Johnn   195

 Thy lyfe I graunt to the.’
 

Whan they had souped well,

 The day was al gone;

Robyn commaunded Litell Johnn

 To drawe of his hose and shone;   200
 

His kirtell, and his cote a pye,

 That was fured well and fine

And toke hym a grene mantel,

 To lap his body therein.
 

Robyn commaundyd his wight yonge men,   205

 Under the grene wode tree,

They shulde lye in that same sute

 That the sherif myght them see.
 

All nyght lay the proude sherif

 In his breche and in his schert;   210

No wonder it was, in grene wode;

 Though his sydes gan to smerte.
 

‘Make glad chere,’ sayde Robyn Hode,

 ‘Sheref, for charitë

For this is our ordre i-wys   215

 Under the grene-wode tree.
 

‘This is harder order,’ sayde the sherief,

 ‘Than any ankir or frere;

For all the golde in mery Englonde

 I wolde nat longe dwell her.’   220
 

‘All this twelve monthes,’ sayde Robin,

 ‘Thou shalt dwell with me;

I shall the teche, proude sherif,

 An outlawe for to be.’
 

‘Or I here another nyght lye,’ sayde the sherif,   225

 ‘Robyn, nowe pray I the,

Smyte of mijn hede rather to-morowe,

 And I forgyve it the.
 

‘Lat me go,’ than sayde the sherif,

 ‘For sayntë charitë,   230

And I woll be the best frende

 That ever yet had ye.’
 

‘Thou shalt swere me an othe,’ sayde Robyn,

 ‘On my bright bronde;

Shalt thou never awayte me scathe   235

 By water ne by lande.
 

‘And if thou fynde any of my men,

 By nyght or by day,

Upon thyn othe thou shalt swere

 To helpe them that thou may.’   240
 

Nowe hathe the sherif sworne his othe,

 And home he began to gone;

He was as full of grene wode

 As ever was hepe of stone.
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The Fourth Fytte
 

The sherif dwelled in Notingham;

 He was fayne he was agone;

And Robyn and his mery men

 Went to wode anone.
 

‘Go we to dyner,’ sayde Littell Johnn;   5

 Robyn Hode sayde, ‘Nay;

For I drede Our Lady be wroth with me,

 For she sent me nat my pay.’
 

‘Have no doute, maister,’ sayde Litell Johnn;

 ‘Yet is not the sonne at rest;   10

For I dare say, and savely swere,

 The knight is true and truste.’
 

‘Take thy bowe in thy hande,’ sayde Robyn,

 ‘Late Much wende with the,

And so shal Wyllyam Scarlok,   15

 And no man abyde with me.
 

‘And walke up under the Sayles,

 And to Watlynge-strete,

And wayte after some unketh gest;

 Up-chaunce ye may them mete.   20
 

‘Whether he be messengere,

 Or a man that myrthës can,

Of my good he shall have some,

 Yf he be a pore man.’
 

Forth then stert Lytel Johan,   25

 Half in tray and tene,

And gyrde hym with a full good swerde,

 Under a mantel of grene.
 

They went up to the Sayles,

 These yemen all thre;   30

They loked est, they loked west,

 They myght no man se.
 

But as they loked in Bernysdale,

 By the hyë waye,

Than were they ware of two blacke monkes,   35

 Eche on a good palferay.
 

Then bespake Lytell Johan,

 To Much he gan say,

‘I dare lay my lyfe to wedde,

 These monkes have brought our pay.   40
 

‘Make glad chere,’ sayd Lytell Johan,

 ‘And frese our bowes of ewe,

And loke your hertes be seker and sad,

 Your strynges trusty and trewe.
 

‘The monke hath two and fifty men,   45

 And seven somers full stronge;

There rydeth no bysshop in this londe

 So ryally, I understond.
 

‘Brethren,’ sayd Lytell Johan,

 ‘Here are no more but we thre;   50

But we brynge them to dyner,

 Our mayster dare we not se.
 

‘Bende your bowes,’ sayd Lytell Johan,

 ‘Make all yon prese to stonde;

The formost monke, his lyfe and his deth   55

 Is closed in my honde.
 

‘Abyde, chorle monke,’ sayd Lytell Johan,

 ‘No ferther that thou gone;

Yf thou doost, by dere worthy God,

 Thy deth is in my honde.   60
 

‘And evyll thryfte on thy hede,’ sayd Lytell Johan,

 ‘Ryght under thy hattes bonde,

For thou hast made our mayster wroth,

 He is fastynge so longe.’
 

‘Who is your mayster?’ sayd the monke;   65

 Lytell Johan sayd, Robyn Hode;

‘He is a stronge thefe,’ sayd the monke,

 ‘Of hym herd I never good.’
 

‘Thou lyest,’ than sayd Lytell Johan,

 ‘And that shall rewë the;   70

He is a yeman of the forest,

 To dyne he hath bodë the.’
 

Much was redy with a bolte,

 Redly and anone,

He set the monke to-fore the brest,   75

 To the grounde that he can gone.
 

Of two and fyfty wyght yonge yemen

 There abode not one,

Saf a lytell page and a grome,

 To lede the somers with Lytel Johan.   80
 

They brought the monke to the lodge-dore,

 Whether he were loth or lefe,

For to speke with Robyn Hode,

 Maugre in theyr tethe.
 

Robyn dyde a downe his hode,   85

 The monke whan that he se;

The monke was not so curteyse,

 His hode then let he be.
 

‘He is a chorle, mayster, by dere worthy God,’

 Than sayd Lytell Johan:   90

‘Thereof no force,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘For curteysy can he none.
 

‘How many men,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘Had this monke, Johan?’

‘Fyfty and two whan that we met,   95

 But many of them be gone.’
 

‘Let blowe a horne,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘That felaushyp may us knowe’;

Seven score of wyght yemen,

 Came pryckynge on a rowe.   100
 

And everych of them a good mantell

 Of scarlet and of raye;

All they came to good Robyn,

 To wyte what he wolde say.
 

They made the monke to wasshe and wype,   105

 And syt at his denere,

Robyn Hode and Lytell Johan

 They served him both in-fere.
 

‘Do gladly, monke,’ sayd Robyn.

 ‘Gramercy, syr,’ sayd he.   110

‘Where is your abbay, whan ye are at home,

 And who is your avowë?’
 

‘Saynt Mary abbay,’ sayd the monke,

 ‘Though I be symple here.’

‘In what offyce?’ said Robyn:   115

 ‘Syr, the hye selerer.’
 

‘Ye be the more welcome,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘So ever mote I the:

Fyll of the best wyne,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘This monke shall drynke to me.   120
 

‘But I have grete mervayle,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘Of all this longë day;

I drede Our Lady be wroth with me,

 She sent me not my pay.’
 

‘Have no doute, mayster,’ sayd Lytell Johan,   125

 ‘Ye have no nede, I saye;

This monke hath brought it, I dare well swere,

 For he is of her abbay.’
 

‘And she was a borowe,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘Betwene a knyght and me,   130

Of a lytell money that I hym lent,

 Under the grene-wode tree.
 

‘And yf thou hast that sylver ibrought,

 I pray the let me se;

And I shall helpë the eftsones,   135

 Yf thou have nede to me.’
 

The monke swore a full grete othe,

 With a sory chere,

‘Of the borowehode thou spekest to me,

 Herde I never ere.’   140
 

‘I make myn avowe to God,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘Monke, thou art to blame;

For God is holde a ryghtwys man,

 And so is his dame.
 

‘Thou toldest with thyn owne tonge,   145

 Thou may not say nay,

How thou arte her servaunt,

 And servest her every day.
 

‘And thou art made her messengere.

 My money for to pay;   150

Therefore I cun the morë thanke

 Thou arte come at thy day.
 

‘What is in your cofers?’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘Trewe than tell thou me’:

‘Syr,’ he sayd, ‘twenty marke,   155

 Al so mote I the.’
 

‘Yf there be no more,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘I wyll not one peny;

Yf thou hast myster of ony more,

 Syr, more I shall lende to the.’   160
 

‘And yf I fynde more,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘I-wys thou shalte it for gone;

For of thy spendynge-sylver, monke,

 Thereof wyll I ryght none.
 

‘Go nowe forthe, Lytell Johan,   165

 And the trouth tell thou me;

If there be no more but twenty marke,

 No peny that I se.’
 

Lytell Johan spred his mantell downe,

 As he had done before,   170

And he tolde out of the monkes male

 Eyght hondred pounde and more.
 

Lytell Johan let it lye full styll,

 And went to his mayster in hast;

‘Syr,’ he sayd, ‘the monke is trewe ynowe,   175

 Our Lady hath doubled your cast.
 

‘I make myn avowe to God,’ sayd Robyn — 

 ‘Monke, what tolde I the? — 

Our Lady is the trewest woman

 That ever yet founde I me.   180
 

‘By dere worthy God,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘To seche all Englond thorowe,

Yet founde I never to my pay

 A moche better borowe.
 

‘Fyll of the best wyne, and do hym drynke,’ sayd Robyn,   185

 ‘And grete well thy lady hende,

And yf she have nede to Robyn Hode,

 A frende she shall hym fynde.
 

‘And yf she nedeth ony more sylver,

 Come thou agayne to me,   190

And, by this token she hath me sent,

 She shall have such thre.’
 

The monke was goynge to London ward,

 There to hold grete mote,

The knyght that rode so hye on hors,   195

 To brynge hym under fote.
 

‘Whether be ye away?’ sayd Robyn:

 ‘Syr, to maners in this londe,

Too reken with our reves,

 That have done moch wronge.’   200
 

‘Come now forth, Lytell Johan,

 And harken to my tale;

A better yemen I knowe none,

 To seke a monkës male.’
 

‘How moch is in yonder other corser?’ sayd Robyn,   205

 ‘The soth must we see’;

By Our Lady,’ than sayd the monke,

 ‘That were no curteysye,
 

‘To bydde a man to dyner,

 And syth hym bete and bynde.’   210

‘It is our olde maner,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘To leve but lytell behynde.’
 

The monke toke the hors with spore,

 No lenger wolde he abyde:

‘Aske to drynke,’ than sayd Robyn,   215

 ‘Or that ye forther ryde.’
 

‘Nay, for God,’ than sayd the monke,

 ‘Me reweth I cam so nere;

For better chepe I myght have dyned

 In Blythe or in Dankestere.’   220
 

‘Grete well your abbot,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘And your pryour, I you pray,

And byd hym send me such a monke

 To dyner every day.’
 

Now lete we that monke be styll,   225

 And speke we of that knyght:

Yet he came to holde his day,

 Whyle that it was lyght.
 

He dyde him streyt to Bernysdale,

 Under the grene-wode tre,   230

And he founde there Robyn Hode,

 And all his mery meynë.
 

The knyght lyght doune of his good palfray;

 Robyn whan he gan see,

So curteysly he dyde adoune his hode,   235

 And set hym on his knee.
 

‘God the save, Robyn Hode,

 And all this company’:

‘Welcome be thou, gentyll knyght,

 And ryght welcome to me.’   240
 

Than bespake hym Robyn Hode,

 To that knyght so fre:

What nede dryveth the to grene-wode?

 I praye the, syr knyght, tell me.
 

‘And welcome be thou, gentyll knyght,   245

 Why hast thou be so longe?’

‘For the abbot and the hye iustyce

 Wolde have had my londe.’
 

‘Hast thou thy londe agayne?’ sayd Robyn;

 ‘Treuth than tell thou me’:   250

‘Ye, for God,’ sayd the knyght,

 ‘And that thanke I God and the.
 

‘But take no grefe, that I have be so longe;

 I came by a wrastelynge,

And there I holpe a pore yeman,   255

 With wronge was put behynde.’
 

‘Nay, for God,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘Syr knyght, that thanke I the;

What man that helpeth a good yeman,

 His frende than wyll I be.’   260
 

‘Have here foure hondred pounde,’ sayd the knyght,

 ‘The whiche ye lent to me;

And here is also twenty marke

 For your curteysy.’
 

‘Nay, for God,’ sayd Robyn,   265

 ‘Thou broke it well for ay;

For Our Lady, by her hye selerer,

 Hath sent to me my pay.
 

‘And yf I toke it i-twyse,

 A shame it were to me;   270

But trewely, gentyll knyght,

 Welcome arte thou to me.’
 

Whan Robyn had tolde his tale,

 He leugh and made good chere:

‘By my trouthe,’ then sayd the knyght,   275

 ‘Your money is redy here.’
 

‘Broke it well,’ said Robyn,

 ‘Thou gentyll knyght so fre;

And welcome be thou, gentyll knyght,

 Under my trystell-tre.   280
 

‘But what shall these bowes do?’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘And these arowes ifedred fre?

‘By God,’ than sayd the knyght,

 ‘A pore present to the.’
 

‘Come now forth, Lytell Johan,   285

 And go to my treasurë,

And brynge me there foure hondred pounde;

 The monke over-tolde it me.
 

‘Have here foure hondred pounde,

 Thou gentyll knyght and trewe,   290

And bye thee hors and harnes good,

 And gylte thy spores all newe.
 

‘And yf thou fayle ony spendynge,

 Com to Robyn Hode,

And by my trouth thou shalt none fayle,   295

 The whyles I have any good.
 

‘And broke well thy foure hondred pound,

 Whiche I lent to the,

And make thy selfe no more so bare,

 By the counsell of me.’   300
 

Thus than holpe hym good Robyn,

 The knyght all of his care:

God, that syt in heven hye,

 Graunte us well to fare!
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The Fyfth Fytte
 

Now hath the knyght his leve i-take,

 And wente hym on his way;

Robyn Hode and his mery men

 Dwelled styll full many a day.
 

Lyth and lysten, gentil men,   5

 And herken what I shall say,

How the proud sheryfe of Notyngham

 Dyde crye a full fayre play;
 

That all the best archers of the north

 Sholde come upon a day,   10

And he that shoteth allther best

 The game shall bere away.
 

He that shoteth allther best,

 Furthest fayre and lowe,

At a payre of fynly buttes,   15

 Under the grene wode shawe,
 

A ryght good arowe he shall have,

 The shaft of sylver whyte,

The hede and feders of ryche rede golde,

 In Englond is none lyke.   20
 

This than herde good Robyn,

 Under his trystell-tre:

‘Make you redy, ye wyght yonge men;

 That shotynge wyll I se.
 

‘Buske you, my mery yonge men;   25

 Ye shall go with me;

And I wyll wete the shryvës fayth,

 Trewe and yf he be.’
 

Whan they had theyr bowes i-bent,

 Theyr takles fedred fre,   30

Seven score of wyght yonge men

 Stode by Robyns kne.
 

Whan they cam to Notyngham,

 The buttes were fayre and longe;

Many was the bolde archere   35

 That shot with bowës stronge.
 

‘There shall but syx shote with me;

 The other shal kepe my he [ve] de,

And stande with good bowes bent,

 That I be not desceyved.’   40
 

The fourth outlawe his bowe gan bende,

 And that was Robyn Hode,

And that behelde the proud sheryfe,

 All by the but he stode.
 

Thryës Robyn shot about,   45

 And alway he slist the wand,

And so dyde good Gylberte

 With the whytë hande.
 

Lytell Johan and good Scatheloke

 Were archers good and fre;   50

Lytell Much and good Reynolde,

 The worste wolde they not be.
 

Whan they had shot aboute,

 These archours fayre and good,

Evermore was the best,   55

 For soth, Robyn Hode.
 

Hym was delyvered the good arowe,

 For best worthy was he;

He toke the yeft so curteysly,

 To grene-wode wolde he.   60
 

They cryed out on Robyn Hode,

 And grete hornes gan they blowe:

‘Wo worth the, treason!’ sayd Robyn

 ‘Full evyl thou art to knowe.
 

‘An wo be thou! thou proude sheryf,   65

 Thus gladdynge thy gest;

Other wyse thou behote me

 In yonder wylde forest.
 

‘But had I the in grene-wode,

 Under my trystell-tre,   70

Thou sholdest leve me a better wedde

 Than thy trewe lewtë.
 

Full many a bowë there was bent,

 And arowes let they glyde;

Many a kyrtell there was rent,   75

 And hurt many a syde.
 

The outlawes shot was so stronge

 That no man myght them dryve,

And the proud sheryfes men,

 They fled away full blyve.   80
 

Robyn sawe the busshement to-broke,

 In grene wode he wolde have be;

Many an arowe there was shot

 Amonge that company.
 

Lytell Johan was hurte full sore,   85

 With an arowe in his kne,

That he myght neyther go nor ryde;

 It was full grete pytë.
 

‘Mayster,’ then sayd Lytell Johan,

 ‘If ever thou lovedst me,   90

And for that ylkë lordës love

 That dyed upon a tre,
 

‘And for the medes of my servyce,

 That I have served the,

Lete never the proud sheryf   95

 Alyve now fyndë me.
 

‘But take out thy browne swerde,

 And smyte all of my hede,

And gyve me woundës depe and wyde;

 No lyfe on me be lefte.’   100
 

‘I wolde not that,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘Johan, that thou were slawe,

For all the golde in merry Englonde,

 Though it lay now on a rawe.’
 

‘God forbede,’ sayd Lytell Much,   105

 ‘That dyed on a tre,

That thou sholdest, Lytell Johan,

 Parte our company.’
 

Up he toke hym on his backe,

 And bare hym well a myle;   110

Many a tyme he layd him downe,

 And shot another whyle.
 

Then was there a fayre castell,

 A lytell within the wode;

Double-dyched it was about,   115

 And walled, by the rode.
 

And there dwelled that gentyll knyght,

 Syr Rychard at the Lee,

That Robyn had lent his good,

 Under the grene-wode tree.   120
 

In he toke good Robyn,

 And all his company:

‘Welcome be thou, Robyn Hode,

 Welcome art thou to me;
 

‘And moche I thanke the of thy comfort,   125

 And of thy curteysye,

And of thy grete knydnesse,

 Under the grene-wode tre.
 

‘I love no man in all this worlde

 So much as I do the;   130

For all the proud sheryf of Notyngham,

 Ryght here shalt thou be.
 

‘Shutte the gates, and drawe the brydge,

 And let no man come in,

And arme you well, and make you redy,   135

 And to the walles ye wynne.
 

‘For one thynge, Robyn, I the behote;

 I swere by Saynt Quyntyne,

These forty dayes thou wonnest with me,

 To soupe, ete, and dyne.’   140
 

Bordes were layde, and clothes were spredde,

 Redely and anone;

Robyn Hode and his merry men

 To metë can they gone.
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The Sixth Fytte
 

Lythe and lysten, gentylmen,

 And herkyn to your songe;

Howe the proude shyref of Notyngham,

 And men of armys stronge,
 

Full fast cam to the hye shyref,   5

 The contrë up to route,

And they besette the knyghtes castell,

 The wallës all aboute.
 

The proude shyref loude gan crye,

 And sayde, ‘Thou traytour knight,   10

Thou kepest here the kynges enemys,

 Agaynst the lawe and right.’
 

‘Sir, I wyll avow that I have done,

 The dedys that here be dyght,

Upon all the landës that I have,   15

 As I am a trewe knyght.
 

‘Wende furth, sirs, on your way,

 And do no more to me

Tyll ye wyt oure kyngës wille,

 What he wyll say to the.’   20
 

The shyref thus had his answere,

 Without any lesynge;

Forth he yede to London towne,

 All for to tel our kinge.
 

Ther he telde him of that knight,   25

 And eke of Robyn Hode,

And also of the bolde archars,

 That were soo noble and gode.
 

‘He wyll avowe that he hath done,

 To mayntene the outlawes stronge;   30

He wyll be lorde, and set you at nought,

 In all the northe londe.’
 

‘I wil be at Notyngham,’ saide our kynge,

 ‘Within this fourteenyght,

And take I wyll Robyn Hode   35

 And so I wyll that knight.
 

‘Go nowe home, shyref,’ sayde our kynge,

 ‘And do as I byd the;

And ordeyn gode archers ynowe,

 Of all the wyde contrë.’   40
 

The shyref had his leve i-take,

 And went hym on his way,

And Robyn Hode to grene wode,

 Upon a certen day.
 

And Lytel John was hole of the arowe   45

 That shot was in his kne,

And dyd hym streyght to Robyn Hode,

 Under the grene wode tree.
 

Robyn Hode walked in the forest,

 Under the levys grene;   50

The proude shyref of Notyngham

 Thereof he had grete tene.
 

The shyref there fayled of Robyn Hode,

 He myght not have his pray;

Than he awayted this gentyll knyght,   55

 Bothe by nyght and day.
 

Ever he wayted the gentyll knyght,

 Syr Richarde at the Lee,

As he went on haukynge by the ryver-syde,

 And lete his haukës flee.   60
 

Toke he there this gentyll knight,

 With men of armys stronge,

And led hym to Notynghamwarde,

 Bound bothe fote and hande.
 

The shyref sware a full grete othe,   65

 Bi him that dyed on rode,

He had lever than an hundred pound

 That he had Robyn Hode.
 

This harde the knyghtës wyfe,

 A fayr lady and a free;   70

She set hir on a gode palfrey,

 To grene wode anone rode she.
 

Whanne she cam in the forest,

 Under the grene wode tree,

Fonde she there Robyn Hode,   75

 And al his fayre menë.
 

‘God the save, gode Robyn,

 And all thy company;

For Our dere Ladyes sake,

 A bone graunte thou me.   80
 

‘Late never my wedded lorde

 Shamefully slayne be;

He is fast bound to Notinghamwarde,

 For the love of the.’
 

Anone than saide goode Robyn   85

 To that lady so fre,

‘What man hath your lorde ytake?’

 ‘The proude shirife,’ than sayd she.
 

. . . . . . .
 

 ‘For soth as I the say;

He is nat yet thre mylës   90

 Passed on his way.’
 

Up than sterte gode Robyn,

 As man that had ben wode:

‘Buske you, my mery men,

 For hym that dyed on rode.   95
 

‘And he that this sorowe forsaketh,

 By hym that dyed on tre,

Shall he never in grene wode

 No lenger dwel with me.’
 

Sone there were gode bowës bent,   100

 Mo than seven score;

Hedge ne dyche spared they none

 That was them before.
 

‘I make myn avowe to God,’ sayde Robyn

 ‘The sherif wolde I fayne see;   105

And if I may him take,

 I-quyt then shall he be.’
 

And when they came to Notingham,

 They walked in the strete;

And with the proude sherif i-wys   110

 Sonë can they mete.
 

‘Abyde, thou proude sherif,’ he sayde,

 ‘Abyde, and speke with me;

Of some tidinges of oure kinge

 I wolde fayne here of the.   115
 

‘This seven yere, by dere worthy God,

 Ne yede I this fast on fote;

I make myn avowe to God, thou proude sherif,

 It is not for thy gode.’
 

Robyn bent a full goode bowe,   120

 An arrowe he drowe at wyll;

He hit so the proude sherife

 Upon the grounde he lay full still.
 

And or he myght up aryse,

 On his fete to stonde,   125

He smote of the sherifs hede

 With his bright bronde.
 

‘Lye thou there, thou proude sherife;

 Evyll mote thou thryve:

There myght no man to the truste   130

 The whyles thou were a lyve.’
 

His men drewe out theyr bryght swerdes,

 That were so sharpe and kene,

And layde on the sheryves men,

 And dryved them downe bydene.   135
 

Robyn stert to that knyght,

 And cut a two his bonde,

And toke hym in his hand a bowe,

 And bad hym by hym stonde.
 

‘Leve thy hors the behynde,   140

 And lerne for to renne;

Thou shalt with me to grene wode,

 Through myre, mosse, and fenne.
 

‘Thou shalt with me to grene wode,

 Without ony leasynge,   145

Tyll that I have gete us grace

 Of Edwarde, our comly kynge.’
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The Seventh Fytte
 

The kynge came to Notynghame,

 With knyghtes in grete araye,

For to take that gentyll knyght

 And Robyn Hode, and yf he may.
 

He asked men of that countrë,   5

 After Robyn Hode,

And after that gentyll knyght,

 That was so bolde and stout.
 

Whan they had tolde hym the case

 Our kynge understode ther tale,   10

And seased in his honde

 The knyghtës londës all.
 

All the passe of Lancasshyre

 He went both ferre and nere,

Tyll he came to Plomton Parke;   15

 He faylyd many of his dere.
 

There our kynge was wont to se

 Herdës many one,

He coud unneth fynde one dere,

 That bare ony good horne.   20
 

The kynge was wonder wroth with all,

 And swore by the Trynytë,

‘I wolde I had Robyn Hode,

 With eyen I myght hym se.
 

‘And he that wolde smyte of the knyghtës hede,   25

 And brynge it to me,

He shall have the knyghtës londes,

 Syr Rycharde at the Le.
 

‘I gyve it hym with my charter,

 And sele it with my honde,   30

To have and holde for ever more,

 In all mery Englonde.’
 

Than bespake a fayre olde knyght,

 That was treue in his fay:

‘A, my leegë lorde the kynge,   35

 One worde I shall you say.
 

‘There is no man in this countrë

 May have the knyghtës londes,

Whyle Robyn Hode may ryde or gone,

 And bere a bowe in his hondes.   40
 

‘That he ne shall lese his hede,

 That is the best ball in his hode:

Give it no man, my lorde the kynge,

 That ye wyll any good.’
 

Half a yere dwelled our comly kynge   45

 In Notyngham, and well more;

Coude he not here of Robyn Hode,

 In what countrë that he were.
 

But alway went good Robyn

 By halke and eke by hyll,   50

And alway slewe the kyngës dere,

 And welt them at his wyll.
 

Than bespake a proude fostere,

 That stode by our kyngës kne:

‘Yf ye wyll see good Robyn,   55

 Ye must do after me.
 

‘Take fyve of the best knyghtes

 That be in your lede,

And walke downe by yon abbay,

 And gete you monkës wede.   60
 

And I wyll be your ledes-man,

 And lede you the way,

And or ye come to Notyngham,

 Myn hede then dare I lay,
 

That ye shall mete with good Robyn,   65

 On lyve yf that he be;

Or ye come to Notyngham,

 With eyen ye shall hym se.
 

Full hastely our kynge was dyght,

 So were his knyghtës fyve,   70

Everych of them in monkës wede,

 And hasted them thyder blyve.
 

Our kynge was grete above his cole,

 A brode hat on his crowne,

Ryght as he were abbot-lyke,   75

 They rode up into the towne.
 

Styf botes our kynge had on,

 Forsoth as I you say;

He rode syngynge to grene wode,

 The covent was clothed in graye.   80
 

His male-hors and his grete somers

 Folowed our kynge behynde,

Tyll they came to grene wode,

 A myle under the lynde.
 

There they met with good Robyn,   85

 Stondynge on the waye,

And so dyde many a bolde archere,

 For soth as I you say.
 

Robyn toke the kyngës hors,

 Hastely in that stede,   90

And sayd, Syr abbot, by your leve,

 A whyle ye must abyde.
 

‘We be yemen of this foreste,

 Under the grene-wode tre;

We lyve by our kyngës dere,   95

 Other shift have not wee.
 

‘And ye have chyrches and rentës both,

 And gold full grete plentëe

Gyve us some of your spendynge,

 For saynt charytë.’   100
 

Than bespake our cumly kynge,

 Anone than sayd he;

‘I brought no more to grene-wode

 But forty pounde with me.
 

‘I have layne at Notyngham,   105

 This fourtynyght with our kynge,

And spent I have full moche good

 On many a grete lordynge.
 

‘And I have but forty pounde,

 No more than have I me:   110

But if I had an hondred pounde,

 I would give it to thee.’
 

Robyn toke the forty pounde,

 And departed it in two partye;

Halfendell he gave his mery men,   115

 And bad them mery to be.
 

Full curteysly Robyn gan say;

 ‘Syr, have this for your spendyng;

We shall mete another day;’

 ‘Gramercy,’ than sayd our kynge.   120
 

‘But well the greteth Edwarde, our kynge,

 And sent to the his seale,

And byddeth the com to Notyngham,

 Both to mete and mele.’
 

He toke out the brode targe,   125

 And sone he lete hym se;

Robyn coud his courteysy,

 And set hym on his kne.
 

‘I love no man in all the worlde

 So well as I do my kynge;   130

Welcome is my lordës seale;

 And, monke, for thy tydynge,
 

‘Syr abbot, for thy tydynges,

 To day thou shalt dyne with me,

For the love of my kynge,   135

 Under my trystell-tre.’
 

Forth he lad our comly kynge,

 Full fayre by the honde;

Many a dere there was slayne,

 And full fast dyghtande.   140
 

Robyn toke a full grete horne,

 And loude he gan blowe;

Seven score of wyght yonge men

 Came redy on a rowe.
 

All they kneled on theyr kne,   145

 Full fayre before Robyn:

The kynge sayd hym selfe untyll,

 And swore by Saynt Austyn,
 

‘Here is a wonder semely sight;

 Me thynketh, by Goddës pyne,   150

His men are more at his byddynge

 Then my men be at myn.’
 

Full hastely was theyr dyner idyght,

 And therto gan they gone;

They served our kynge with all theyr myght,   155

 Both Robyn and Lytell Johan.
 

Anone before our kynge was set

 The fattë venyson,

The good whyte brede, the good rede wyne,

 And therto the fyne ale and browne.   160
 

‘Make good chere,’ said Robyn,

 ‘Abbot, for charytë

And for this ylkë tydynge,

 Blyssed mote thou be.
 

‘Now shalte thou se what lyfe we lede,   165

 Or thou hens wende;

Than thou may enfourme our kynge,

 Whan ye togyder lende.’
 

Up they sterte all in hast,

 Theyr bowes were smartly bent;   170

Our kynge was never so sore agast,

 He wende to have be shente.
 

Two yerdes there were up set,

 Thereto gan they gange;

By fyfty pase, our kynge sayd,   175

 The merkës were to longe.
 

On every syde a rose-garlonde,

 They shot under the lyne:

‘Who so fayleth of the rose-garlonde,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘His takyll he shall tyne.   180
 

‘And yelde it to his mayster,

 Be it never so fyne;

For no man wyll I spare,

 So drynke I ale or wyne;
 

‘And bere a buffet on his hede,   185

 I-wys ryght all bare’:

And all that fell in Robyns lote,

 He smote them wonder sare.
 

Twyse Robyn shot aboute,

 And ever he cleved the wande,   190

And so dyde good Gylberte

 With the whytë hande.
 

Lytell Johan and good Scathelocke,

 For nothynge wolde they spare;

When they fayled of the garlonde,   195

 Robyn smote them full sore.
 

At the last shot that Robyn shot,

 For all his frendës fare,

Yet he fayled of the garlonde

 Thre fyngers and mare.   200
 

Than bespake good Gylberte,

 And thus he gan say;

‘Mayster,’ he sayd, ‘your takyll is lost,

 Stande forth and take your pay.’
 

‘If it be so,’ sayd Robyn,   205

 ‘That may no better be,

Syr abbot, I delyver the myn arowe,

 I pray the, syr, serve thou me.’
 

‘It falleth not for myn ordre,’ sayd our kynge,

 ‘Robyn, by thy leve,   210

For to smyte no good yeman,

 For doute I sholde hym greve.’
 

‘Smyte on boldely,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘I give the largë leve’:

Anone our kynge, with that worde,   215

 He folde up his sleve.
 

And sych a buffet he gave Robyn,

 To grounde he yede full nere:

‘I make myn avowe to God,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘Thou arte a stalworthe frere.   220
 

‘There is pith in thyn arme,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘I trowe thou canst well shete’;

Thus our kynge and Robyn Hode

 Togeder gan they mete.
 

Robyn behelde our comly kynge   225

 Wystly in the face,

So dyde Syr Rycharde at the Le,

 And kneled downe in that place.
 

And so dyde all the wylde outlawes,

 Whan they se them knele:   230

‘My lorde the kynge of Englonde,

 Now I knowe you well.’
 

‘Mercy then, Robyn,’ sayd our kynge,

 ‘Under your trystyll-tre,

Of thy goodnesse and thy grace,   235

 For my men and me!’
 

‘Yes, for God,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘And also God me save,

I aske mercy, my lorde the knyge,

 And for my men I crave.’   240
 

‘Yes, for God,’ than sayd our kynge,

 ‘And therto sent I me,

With that thou leve the grene-wode,

 And all thy company;
 

‘And come home, syr, to my courte,   245

 And there dwell with me.’

‘I make myn avowe to God,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘And ryght so shall it be.
 

‘I wyll come to your courte,

 Your servyse for to se,   250

And brynge with me of my men

 Seven score and thre.
 

‘But me lyke well your servyse,

 I wyll come agayne full soone,

And shote at the donnë dere,   255

 As I am wonte to done.’
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The Eighth Fytte
 

 ‘Haste thou ony grene cloth,’ sayd our kynge,

 ‘That thou wylte sell nowe to me?’

‘Ye, for God,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘Thyrty yerdes and thre.’
 

‘Robyn,’ sayd our kynge,   5

 ‘Now pray I the,

Sell me some of that cloth,

 To me and my meynë.’
 

‘Yes, for God,’ then sayd Robyn,

 ‘Or elles I were a fole;   10

Another day ye wyll me clothe,

 I trowe, ayenst the Yole.’
 

The kynge kest of his cole then,

 A grene garment he dyde on,

And every knyght also, iwys,   15

 Another had full sone.
 

Whan they were clothed in Lyncolne grene,

 They keste away theyr graye;

‘Now we shall to Notyngham,’

 All thus our kynge gan say.   20
 

They bente theyr bowes and forth they went,

 Shotynge all in-fere,

Towarde the towne of Notyngham,

 Outlawes as they were.
 

Our kynge and Robyn rode togyder,   25

 For soth as I you say,

And they shote plucke-buffet,

 As they went by the way.
 

And many a buffet our kynge wan

 Of Robyn Hode that day,   30

And nothynge spared good Robyn

 Our kynge when he did pay.
 

‘So God me helpë,’ sayd our kynge,

 ‘Thy game is nought to lere;

I sholde not get a shote of the,   35

 Though I shote all this yere.’
 

All the people of Notyngham

 They stode and behelde;

They sawe nothynge but mantels of grene

 That covered all the felde.   40
 

Than every man to other gan say,

 ‘I drede our kynge be slone ;

Come Robyn Hode to the towne, i-wys

 On lyve he lefte never one.’
 

Full hastely they began to fle,   45

 Both yemen and knaves,

And olde wyves that myght evyll goo,

 They hypped on theyr staves.
 

The kynge loughe full fast,

 And commaunded theym agayne;   50

When they se our comly kynge,

 I-wys they were full fayne.
 

They ete and dranke, and made them glad,

 And sange with notës hye;

Than bespake our comly kynge   55

 To Syr Richarde at the Lee.
 

He gave hym there his londe agayne,

 A good man he bad hym be;

Robyn thanked our comly kynge,

 And set hym on his kne.   60
 

Had Robyn dwelled in the kynges courte

 But twelve monethes and thre,

That he had spent an hondred pounde,

 And all his mennes fe.
 

In every place where Robyn came   65

 Ever more he layde downe,

Both for knyghtës and for squyres,

 To gete hym grete renowne.
 

By than the yere was all agone

 He had no man but twayne,   70

Lytell Johan and good Scathelocke,

 With hym all for to gone.
 

Robyn sawe yonge men shote

 Full faire upon a day;

‘Alas!’ than sayd good Robyn,   75

 ‘My welthe is went away.
 

‘Somtyme I was an archere good,

 A styffe and eke a stronge;

I was compted the best archere

 That was in mery Englonde.   80
 

‘Alas!’ then sayd good Robyn,

 ‘Alas and well a woo!

Yf I dwele lenger with the kynge,

 Sorowe wyll me sloo.’
 

Forth than went Robyn Hode   85

 Tyll he came to our kynge:

‘My lorde the kynge of Englonde,

 Graunte me myn askynge.
 

‘I made a chapell in Bernysdale,

 That semely is to se,   90

It is of Mary Magdaleyne,

 And thereto wolde I be.
 

‘I myght never in this seven nyght

 No tyme to slepe ne wynke,

Nother all these seven dayes   95

 Nother ete ne drynke.
 

‘Me longeth sore to Bernysdale,

 I may not be therfro;

Barefote and wolwarde I have hyght

 Thyder for to go.’   100
 

‘Yf it be so,’ than sayd our kynge,

 ‘It may no better be;

Seven nyght I gyve the leve,

 No lengre, to dwell fro me.’
 

‘Gramercy, lorde,’ then sayd Robyn,   105

 And set hym on his kne;

He toke his leve full courteysly,

 To grene wode then went he.
 

Whan he came to grene wode,

 In a mery mornynge,   110

There he herde the notës small

 Of byrdës mery syngynge.
 

‘It is ferre gone,’ sayd Robyn,

 ‘That I was last here;

Me lyste a lytell for to shote   115

 At the donnë dere.’
 

Robyn slewe a full grete harte;

 His horne than gan he blow,

That all the outlawes of that forest

 That horne coud they knowe,   120
 

And gadred them togyder,

 In a lytell throwe.

Seven score of wyght yonge men

 Came redy on a rowe,
 

And fayre dyde of theyr hodes,   125

 And set them on theyr kne:

‘Welcome,’ they sayd, ‘our mayster,

 Under this grene-wode tre.’
 

Robyn dwelled in grene wode

 Twenty yere and two;   130

For all drede of Edwarde our kynge,

 Agayne wolde he not goo.
 

Yet he was begyled, i-wys,

 Through a wycked woman,

The pryoresse of Kyrkësly,   135

 That nye was of hys kynne:
 

For the love of a knyght,

 Syr Roger of Donkesly,

That was her ownë speciall;

 Full evyll mote they the!   140
 

They toke togyder theyr counsell

 Robyn Hode for to sle,

And how they myght best do that dede,

 His banis for to be.
 

Than bespake good Robyn,   145

 In place where as he stode,

‘Tommorow I muste to Kyrke[s]ly,

 Craftely to be leten blode.’
 

Syr Roger of Donkestere,

 By the pryoresse he lay,   150

And there they betrayed good Robyn Hode,

 Through theyr falsë playe.
 

Cryst have mercy on his soule,

 That dyed on the rode!

For he was a good outlawe,   155

 And dyde pore men moch god.
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Sir Thomas Wyatt
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A Supplication
 

Sir Thomas Wyatt (1503–1542)
 

FORGET not yet the tried intent

Of such a truth as I have meant;

My great travail so gladly spent,

    Forget not yet!
 

Forget not yet when first began   5

The weary life ye know, since whan

The suit, the service none tell can;

    Forget not yet!
 

Forget not yet the great assays,

The cruel wrong, the scornful ways,   10

The painful patience in delays,

    Forget not yet!
 

Forget not! O, forget not this,

How long ago hath been, and is

The mind that never meant amiss — 15

    Forget not yet!
 

Forget not then thine own approved

The which so long hath thee so loved,

Whose steadfast faith yet never moved — 

    Forget not this!   20
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The Lover’s Appeal
 

Sir Thomas Wyatt (1503–1542)
 

AND wilt thou leave me thus!

Say nay! say nay! for shame!

To save thee from the blame

Of all my grief and grame.

And wilt thou leave me thus?   5

Say nay! say nay!
 

And wilt thou leave me thus,

That hath loved thee so long

In wealth and woe among:

And is thy heart so strong   10

As for to leave me thus?

Say nay! say nay!
 

And wilt thou leave me thus,

That hath given thee my heart

Never for to depart   15

Neither for pain nor smart:

And wilt thou leave me thus?

Say nay! say nay!
 

And wilt thou leave me thus,

And have no more pity   20

Of him that loveth thee?

Alas! thy cruelty!

And wilt thou leave me thus?

Say nay! say nay!
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Henry Howard, Earl of Surrey
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Complaint of the Absence of Her Lover Being upon the Sea
 

Henry Howard, Earl of Surrey (1517–1547)
 

O HAPPY dames! that may embrace

 The fruit of your delight,

Help to bewail the woful case

 And eke the heavy plight

Of me, that wonted to rejoice   5

The fortune of my pleasant choice:

Good ladies, help to fill my mourning voice.
 

In ship, freight with rememberance

 Of thoughts and pleasures past,

He sails that hath in governance   10

 My life while it will last:

With scalding sighs, for lack of gale,

Furthering his hope, that is his sail,

Toward me, the swete port of his avail.
 

Alas! how oft in dreams I see   15

 Those eyes that were my food;

Which sometime so delighted me,

 That yet they do me good:

Wherewith I wake with his return

Whose absent flame did make me burn:   20

But when I find the lack, Lord! how I mourn!
 

When other lovers in arms across

 Rejoice their chief delight,

Drownèd in tears, to mourn my loss

 I stand the bitter night   25

In my window where I may see

Before the winds how the clouds flee:

Lo! what a mariner love hath made me!
 

And in green waves when the salt flood

 Doth rise by rage of wind,   30

A thousand fancies in that mood

 Assail my restless mind.

Alas! now drencheth my sweet foe,

That with the spoil of my heart did go,

And left me; but alas! why did he so?   35
 

And when the seas wax calm again

 To chase fro me annoy,

My doubtful hope doth cause me pain;

 So dread cuts off my joy.

Thus in my wealth mingled with woe   40

And of each thought a doubt doth grow;

 — Now he comes! Will he come? Alas! no, no.
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The Means to Attain Happy Life
 

Henry Howard, Earl of Surrey (1517–1547)
 

MARTIAL, the things that do attain

 The happy life be these, I find: — 

The richesse left, not got with pain;

 The fruitful ground, the quiet mind;
 

The equal friend; no grudge, no strife;   5

 No charge of rule, nor governance;

Without disease, the healthful life;

 The household of continuance;
 

The mean diet, no delicate fare;

 True wisdom join’d with simpleness;   10

The night dischargèd of all care,

 Where wine the wit may not oppress.
 

The faithful wife, without debate;

 Such sleeps as may beguile the night:

Contented with thine own estate   15

 Ne wish for death, ne fear his might.
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A Complaint by Night of the Lover not beloved
 

ALAS! so all things now do hold their peace!

Heaven and earth disturbed in no thing;

The beasts, the air, the birds their song do cease,

The nightès car the stars about doth bring.

Calm is the sea; the waves work less and less:   5

So am not I, whom love, alas! doth wring,

Bringing before my face the great increase

Of my desires, whereat I weep and sing,

In joy and woe, as in a doubtful ease.

For my sweet thoughts sometime do pleasure bring;   10

But by and by, the cause of my disease

Gives me a pang, that inwardly doth sting,

  When that I think what grief it is again,

  To live and lack the thing should rid my pain.
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A Lover’s Lullaby
 

George Gascoigne (1525–1577)
 

SING lullaby, as women do,

 Wherewith they bring their babes to rest;

And lullaby can I sing too,

 As womanly as can the best.

With lullaby they still the child;   5

And if I be not much beguiled,

Full many a wanton babe have I,

Which must be still’d with lullaby.
 

First lullaby my youthful years,

 It is now time to go to bed:
  10

For crookèd age and hoary hairs

 Have won the haven within my head.

With lullaby, then, youth be still;

With lullaby content thy will;

Since courage quails and comes behind,   15

Go sleep, and so beguile thy mind!
 

Next lullaby my gazing eyes,

 Which wonted were to glance apace;

For every glass may now suffice

 To show the furrows in thy face.   20

With lullaby then wink awhile;

With lullaby your looks beguile;

Let no fair face, nor beauty bright,

Entice you eft with vain delight.
 

And lullaby my wanton will;   25

 Let reason’s rule now reign thy thought;

Since all too late I find by skill

 How dear I have thy fancies bought;

With lullaby now take thine case,

With lullaby thy doubts appease;   30

For trust to this, if thou be still,

My body shall obey thy will.
 

Thus lullaby my youth, mine eyes,

 My will, my ware, and all that was:

I can no more delays devise;   35

 But welcome pain, let pleasure pass.

With lullaby now take your leave;

With lullaby your dreams deceive;

And when you rise with waking eye,

Remember then this lullaby.   40
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Phillida and Coridon
 

Nicholas Breton (1545–1626)
 

IN the merry month of May,

In a morn by break of day,

Forth I walk’d by the wood-side

When as May was in his pride:

There I spièd all alone   5

Phillida and Coridon.

Much ado there was, God wot!

He would love and she would not.

She said, Never man was true;

He said, None was false to you.   10

He said, He had loved her long;

She said, Love should have no wrong.
 

Coridon would kiss her then;

She said, Maids must kiss no men

Till they did for good and all;   15

Then she made the shepherd call

All the heavens to witness truth

Never loved a truer youth.

Thus with many a pretty oath,

Yea and nay, and faith and troth,   20

Such as silly shepherds use

When they will not Love abuse,

Love, which had been long deluded,

Was with kisses sweet concluded;

And Phillida, with garlands gay,   25

Was made the Lady of the May.
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Beauty Bathing
 

Anthony Munday (1553–1663)
 

BEAUTY sat bathing by a spring

 Where fairest shades did hide her;

 The winds blew calm, the birds did sing,

 The cool streams ran beside her.

 My wanton thoughts enticed mine eye   5

  To see what was forbidden:

 But better memory said, fie!

  So vain desire was chidden: — 

    Hey nonny nonny O!

    Hey nonny nonny!   10
 

 Into a slumber then I fell,

  When fond imagination

 Seeméd to see, but could not tell

  Her feature or her fashion.

 But, ev’n as babes in dreams do smile,   15

  And sometimes fall a-weeping,

 So I awaked, as wise this while

  As when I fell a-sleeping: — 

    Hey nonny nonny O!

    Hey nonny nonny!   20
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Richard Edwardes
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Amantium Irae
 

Richard Edwardes (1523–1566)
 

IN going to my naked bed as one that would have slept,

I heard a wife sing to her child, that long before had wept;

She sighèd sore and sang full sweet, to bring the babe to rest,

That would not cease but crièd still, in sucking at her breast.

She was full weary of her watch, and grievèd with her child,   5

She rockèd it and rated it, till that on her it smiled.

Then did she say, Now have I found this proverb true to prove,

The falling out of faithful friends renewing is of love.
 

Then took I paper, pen, and ink, this proverb for to write,

In register for to remain of such a worthy wight:   10

As she proceeded thus in song unto her little brat,

Much matter utter’d she of weight, in place whereas she sat:

And provèd plain there was no beast, nor creature bearing life,

Could well be known to live in love without discord and strife:

Then kissèd she her little babe, and sware by God above,   15

The falling out of faithful friends renewing is of love.
 

She said that neither king nor prince nor lord could live aright,

Until their puissance they did prove, their manhood and their might.

When manhood shall be matched so that fear can take no place,

Then weary works make warriors each other to embrace,   20

And left their force that failèd them, which did consume the rout,

That might before have lived their time, their strength and nature out:

Then did she sing as one that thought no man could her reprove,

The falling out of faithful friends renewing is of love.
 

She said she saw no fish nor fowl, nor beast within her haunt,   25

That met a stranger in their kind, but could give it a taunt:

Since flesh might not endure, but rest must wrath succeed,

And force the fight to fall to play in pasture where they feed,

So noble nature can well end the work she hath begun,

And bridle well that will not cease her tragedy in some:   30

Thus in song she oft rehearsed, as did her well behove.

The falling out of faithful friends renewing is of love.
 

I marvel much pardy (quoth she) for to behold the rout,

To see man, woman, boy and beast, to toss the world about:

Some kneel, some crouch, some beck, some check, and some can smoothly smile   35

And some embrace others in arm, and there think many a wile,

Some stand aloof at cap and knee, some humble and some stout,

Yet are they never friends in deed until they once fall out:

Thus ended she her song and said, before she did remove,

The falling out of faithful friends renewing is of love.   40
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His Pilgrimage
 

Sir Walter Raleigh (1552–1618)
 

GIVE me my scallop-shell of quiet,

 My staff of faith to walk upon,

My scrip of joy, immortal diet,

 My bottle of salvation,

My gown of glory, hope’s true gage;   5

And thus I’ll take my pilgrimage.
 

Blood must be my body’s balmer;

 No other balm will there be given;

Whilst my soul, like quiet palmer,

 Travelleth towards the land of heaven;   10

Over the silver mountains,

Where spring the nectar fountains:

   There will I kiss

   The bowls of bliss;

And drink mine everlasting fill   15

Upon every milken hill.

My soul will be a-dry before;

But, after, it will thirst no more.
 

Then by that happy blissful day,

 More peaceful pilgrims I shall see,   20

That have cast off their rags of clay,

 And walk apparelled fresh like me.

   I’ll take them first

   To quench their thirst

 And taste of nectar suckets,   25

   At those clear wells

   Where sweetness dwells,

 Drawn up by saints in crystal buckets.
 

And when our bottles and all we

Are filled with immortality,   30

Then the blessed paths we’ll travel,

Strowed with rubies thick as gravel;

Ceilings of diamonds, sapphire floors,

High walls of coral and pearly bowers.

From thence to heaven’s bribeless hall,   35

Where no corrupted voices brawl;

No conscience molten into gold,

No forged accuser bought or sold,

No cause deferred, no vain-spent journey,

For there Christ is the king’s Attorney,   40

Who pleads for all without degrees,

And He hath angels, but no fees.

And when the grand twelve-million jury

Of our sins, with direful fury,

Against our souls black verdicts give,   45

Christ pleads His death, and then we live.
 

Be Thou my speaker, taintless pleader,

Unblotted lawyer, true proceeder!

Thou givest salvation even for alms;

Not with a bribed lawyer’s palms.   50

And this is mine eternal plea

To Him that made heaven, earth, and sea,

That, since my flesh must die so soon,

And want a head to dine at noon,

Just at the stroke, when my veins start and spread,   55

Set on my soul an everlasting head!

Then am I ready, like a palmer fit,

To tread those blest paths which before I writ.

  Of death and judgment, heaven and hell,

  Who oft doth think, must needs die well.   60
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The Lie
 

Sir Walter Raleigh (1552–1618)
 

GO, Soul, the body’s guest,

 Upon a thankless arrant:

Fear not to touch the best;

 The truth shall be thy warrant:

Go, since I needs must die,   5

And give the world the lie.
 

Say to the court, it glows

 And shines like rotten wood;

Say to the church, it shows

 What’s good, and doth no good:   10

If church and court reply,

Then give them both the lie.
 

Tell potentates, they live

 Acting by others’ action;

Not loved unless they give,   15

 Not strong, but by a faction:

If potentates reply,

Give potentates the lie.
 

Tell men of high condition,

 That manage the estate,   20

Their purpose is ambition,

 Their practice only hate:

And if they once reply,

Then give them all the lie.
 

Tell them that brave it most,   25

 They beg for more by spending,

Who, in their greatest cost,

 Seek nothing but commending:

And if they make reply,

Then give them all the lie.   30
 

Tell zeal it wants devotion;

 Tell love it is but lust;

Tell time it is but motion;

 Tell flesh it is but dust:

And wish them not reply,   35

For thou must give the lie.
 

Tell age it daily wasteth;

 Tell honour how it alters;

Tell beauty how she blasteth;

 Tell favour how it falters:   40

And as they shall reply,

Give every one the lie.
 

Tell wit how much it wrangles

 In tickle points of niceness;

Tell wisdom she entangles   45

 Herself in over-wiseness:

And when they do reply,

Straight give them both the lie.
 

Tell physic of her boldness;

 Tell skill it is pretension;   50

Tell charity of coldness;

 Tell law it is contention:

And as they do reply,

So give them still the lie.
 

Tell fortune of her blindness;   55

 Tell nature of decay;

Tell friendship of unkindness;

 Tell justice of delay;

And if they will reply,

Then give them all the lie.   60
 

Tell arts they have no soundness,

 But vary by esteeming;

Tell schools they want profoundness,

 And stand too much on seeming:

If arts and schools reply,   65

Give arts and schools the lie.
 

Tell faith it’s fled the city;

 Tell how the country erreth;

Tell, manhood shakes off pity;

 Tell, virtue least preferreth:   70

And if they do reply,

Spare not to give the lie.
 

So when thou hast, as I

 Commanded thee, done blabbing, — 

Although to give the lie   75

 Deserves no less than stabbing, — 

Stab at thee he that will,

No stab the soul can kill.
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Verses Found in His Bible in the Gate-House at Westminster. Said to Have Been Written the Night before His Death
 

Sir Walter Raleigh (1552–1618)
 

EVEN such is time, that takes in trust

 Our youth, our joys, our all we have,

And pays us but with earth and dust;

 Who, in the dark and silent grave,

When we have wandered all our ways,   5

Shuts up the story of our days;

But from this earth, this grave, this dust,

My God shall raise me up, I trust.
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What Is Our Life
 

Sir Walter Raleigh (1552–1618)
 

WHAT is our life? The play of passion.

Our mirth? The music of division:

Our mothers’ wombs the tiring-houses be,

Where we are dressed for life’s short comedy.

The earth the stage; Heaven the spectator is,   5

Who sits and views whosoe’er doth act amiss.

The graves which hide us from the scorching sun

Are like drawn curtains when the play is done.

Thus playing post we to our latest rest,

And then we die in earnest, not in jest.   10
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Sir Edward Dyer
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My Mind to Me a Kingdom Is
 

Sir Edward Dyer (d. 1607)
 

MY mind to me a kingdom is;

 Such present joys therein I find,

That it excels all other bliss

 That earth affords or grows by kind:

Though much I want that most would have,   5

Yet still my mind forbids to crave.
 

No princely pomp, no wealthy store,

 No force to win the victory,

No wily wit to salve a sore,

 No shape to feed a loving eye;   10

To none of these I yield as thrall;

For why? my mind doth serve for all.
 

I see how plenty surfeits oft,

 And hasty climbers soon do fall;

I see that those which are aloft   15

 Mishap doth threaten most of all:

They get with toil, they keep with fear:

Such cares my mind could never bear.
 

Content I live, this is my stay;

 I seek no more than may suffice;   20

I press to bear no haughty sway;

 Look, what I lack my mind supplies.

Lo, thus I triumph like a king,

Content with that my mind doth bring.
 

Some have too much, yet still do crave;   25

 I little have, and seek no more.

They are but poor, though much they have,

 And I am rich with little store;

They poor, I rich; they beg, I give;

They lack, I leave; they pine, I live.   30
 

I laugh not at another’s loss,

 I grudge not at another’s gain;

No worldly waves my mind can toss;

 My state at one doth still remain:

I fear no foe, I fawn no friend;   35

I loathe not life, nor dread my end.
 

Some weigh their pleasure by their lust,

 Their wisdom by their rage of will;

Their treasure is their only trust,

 A cloakèd craft their store of skill;   40

But all the pleasure that I find

Is to maintain a quiet mind.
 

My wealth is health and perfect ease,

 My conscience clear my chief defence;

I neither seek by bribes to please,   45

 Nor by deceit to breed offence:

Thus do I live; thus will I die;

Would all did so as well as I!
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Cupid and Campaspe
 

John Lyly (1553–1606)
 

CUPID and my Campaspe play’d

At cards for kisses — Cupid paid:

He stakes his quiver, bow, and arrows,

His mother’s doves, and team of sparrows;

Loses them too; then down he throws   5

The coral of his lip, the rose

Growing on’s cheek (but none knows how);

With these, the crystal of his brow,

And then the dimple of his chin:

All these did my Campaspe win.   10

At last he set her both his eyes — 

She won, and Cupid blind did rise.

 O Love! has she done this for thee?

 What shall, alas! become of me?
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Spring’s Welcome
 

John Lyly (1553–1606)
 

WHAT bird so sings, yet so does wail?

O ’tis the ravish’d nightingale.

‘jug, jug, jug, jug, tereu!’ she cries!

And still her woes at midnight rise,

Brave prick-song! Who is’t now we hear?   5

None but the lark so shrill and clear;

Now at heaven’s gate she claps her wings,

The morn not waking till she sings.

Hark, hark, with what a pretty throat

Poor robin redbreast tunes his note!   10

Hark how the jolly cuckoos sing

Cuckoo! to welcome in the spring!

Cuckoo! to welcome in the spring!
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Sir Philip Sidney
 


 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Song
 

Sir Philip Sidney (1554–1586)
 

DOUBT you to whom my Muse these notes intendeth;

Which now my breast o’ercharged to music lendeth!

To you! to you! all song of praise is due:

Only in you, my song begins and endeth.
 

Who hath the eyes which marry State with Pleasure?   5

Who keeps the key of Nature’s chiefest treasure?

To you! to you! all song of praise is due:

Only for you, the heaven forgat all measure.
 

Who hath the lips, where Wit in fairness reigneth?

Who mankind at once both decks and staineth?   10

To you! to you! all song of praise is due:

Only by you, Cupid his crown maintaineth.
 

Who hath the feet, whose step all sweetness planteth?

Who else, for whom Fame worthy trumpets wanteth?

To you! to you! all song of praise is due:   15

Only to you, her sceptre Venus granteth.
 

Who hath the breast, whose milk doth passions nourish?

Whose grace is such, that when it chides doth cherish?

To you! to you! all song of praise is due:

Only through you, the tree of life doth flourish.   20
 

Who hath the hand, which without stroke subdueth?

Who long-dead beauty with increase reneweth?

To you! to you! all song of praise is due:

Only at you, all envy hopeless rueth.
 

Who hath the hair, which loosest fastest tieth?   25

Who makes a man live, then glad when he dieth?

To you! to you! all song of praise is due:

Only of you, the flatterer never lieth.
 

Who hath the voice, which soul from senses sunders?

Whose force but yours the bolts of beauty thunders?   30

To you! to you! all song of praise is due:

Only with you, not miracles are wonders.
 

Doubt you to whom my Muse these notes intendeth,

Which now my breast o’ercharged to music lendeth?

To you! to you! all song of praise is due:   35

Only in you, my song begins and endeth.
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A Dirge
 

Sir Philip Sidney (1554–1586)
 

RING out your bells, let mourning shews be spread;

  For Love is dead.

 All Love is dead, infected

With plague of deep disdain;

 Worth, as nought worth, rejected,   5

And Faith, fair scorn doth gain.

 From so ungrateful fancy,

 From such a female franzy,

 From them that use men thus,

 Good Lord, deliver us!   10
 

Weep, neighbours, weep; do you not hear it said

  That Love is dead?

 His death-bed, peacock’s folly;

His winding-sheet is shame;

 His will, false-seeming holy;   15

His sole exec’tor, blame.

 From so ungrateful fancy,

 From such a female franzy,

 From them that use men thus,

 Good Lord, deliver us!   20
 

Let dirge be sung, and trentals rightly read,

  For Love is dead.

 Sir Wrong his tomb ordaineth,

My mistress’ marble heart;

 Which epitaph containeth,   25

“Her eyes were once his dart.”

 From so ungrateful fancy,

 From such a female franzy,

 From them that use men thus,

 Good Lord, deliver us!   30
 

Alas, I lie: rage hath this error bred;

  Love is not dead.

 Love is not dead, but sleepeth

In her unmatchèd mind,

 Where she his counsel keepeth,   35

Till due deserts she find.

 Therefore from so vile fancy,

 To call such wit a franzy,

 Who Love can temper thus,

 Good Lord, deliver us!   40
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A Ditty
 

Sir Philip Sidney (1554–1586)
 

MY true-love hath my heart, and I have his,

By just exchange one for another given:

I hold his dear, and mine he cannot miss,

There never was a better bargain driven:

 My true-love hath my heart, and I have his.   5
 

His heart in me keeps him and me in one,

My heart in him his thoughts and senses guides:

He loves my heart, for once it was his own,

I cherish his because in me it bides:

 My true-love hath my heart, and I have his.   10
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Astrophel and Stella I: Loving in Truth
 

Sir Philip Sidney (1554–1586)
 

LOVING in truth, and fain in verse my love to show,

That She, dear She, might take some pleasure of my pain;

Pleasure might cause her read, reading might make her know,

Knowledge might pity win, and pity grace obtain;

I sought fit words to paint the blackest face of woe,   5

Studying inventions fine, her wits to entertain;

Oft turning others’ leaves, to see if thence would flow

Some fresh and fruitful showers upon my sunburned brain.

But words came halting forth, wanting Invention’s stay;

Invention, Nature’s child, fled step-dame Study’s blows;   10

And others’ feet still seemed but strangers in my way.

Thus, great with child to speak, and helpless in my throes,

Biting my truant pen, beating myself for spite.

“Fool,” said my Muse to me, “look in thy heart, and write!”
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Be Your Words Made, Good Sir, of Indian Ware
 

Sir Philip Sidney (1554–1586)
 

BE your words made, good Sir, of Indian ware,

That you allow me them by so small rate?

Or do you cutted Spartans imitate?

Or do you mean my tender ears to spare

That to my questions you so total are?   5

When I demand of Phœnix-Stella’s state,

You say, forsooth, you left her well of late:

O God, think you that satisfies my care?
 

I would know whether she did sit or walk;

How clothed; how waited on; sighed she, or smiled;   10

Whereof, with whom, how often did she talk;

With what pastime Time’s journey she beguiled;

If her lips deigned to sweeten my poor name:

Say all; and, all well said, still say the same.
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To Sleep
 

Sir Philip Sidney (1554–1586)
 

COME, Sleep; O Sleep! the certain knot of peace,

The baiting-place of wit, the balm of woe,

The poor man’s wealth, the prisoner’s release,

Th’ indifferent judge between the high and low;

With shield of proof, shield me from out the prease   5

Of those fierce darts Despair at me doth throw:

O make in me those civil wars to cease;

I will good tribute pay, if thou do so.

Take thou of me smooth pillows, sweetest bed,

A chamber deaf to noise and blind to light,   10

A rosy garland and a weary head:

And if these things, as being thine by right,

 Move not thy heavy grace, thou shalt in me,

 Livelier than elsewhere, Stella’s image see.
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To the Moon
 

Sir Philip Sidney (1554–1586)
 

WITH how sad steps, O moon, thou climb’st the skies!

How silently, and with how wan a face!

What! may it be that even in heavenly place

That busy archer his sharp arrows tries?

Sure, if that long-with-love-acquainted eyes   5

Can judge of love, thou feel’st a lover’s case:

I read it in thy looks; thy languish’d grace

To me, that feel the like, thy state descries.

Then, even of fellowship, O Moon, tell me,

Is constant love deem’d there but want of wit?   10

Are beauties there as proud as here they be?

Do they above love to be loved, and yet

  Those lovers scorn whom that love doth possess?

  Do they call ‘virtue’ there — ungratefulness?
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Thomas Lodge
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Rosalind’s Madrigal
 

Thomas Lodge (1558–1625)
 

LOVE in my bosom like a bee

   Doth suck his sweet:

Now with his wings he plays with me,

   Now with his feet.

Within mine eyes he makes his nest,   5

His bed amidst my tender breast;

My kisses are his daily feast

And yet he robs me of my rest:

   Ah! wanton, will ye?
 

And if I sleep, then percheth he   10

   With pretty flight,

And makes his pillow of my knee

   The livelong night.
 

Strike I my lute, he tunes the string;

He music plays if so I sing,   15

He lends me every lovely thing,

Yet cruel he my heart doth sting:

   Whist, wanton, still ye!
 

Else I with roses every day

   Will whip you hence,   20

And bind you, when you long to play,

   For your offence.

I’ll shut mine eyes to keep you in;

I’ll make you fast it for your sin;

I’ll count your power not worth a pin.   25

 — Alas! what hereby shall I win

   If he gainsay me?
 

What if I beat the wanton boy

   With many a rod?

He will repay me with annoy,   30

   Because a god.

Then sit thou safely on my knee;

Then let thy bower my bosom be;

Lurk in mine eyes, I like of thee;

O Cupid, so thou pity me,   35

   Spare not, but play thee!
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Rosaline
 

Thomas Lodge (1558–1625)
 

LIKE to the clear in highest sphere

Where all imperial glory shines,

Of selfsame colour is her hair

Whether unfolded, or in twines:

 Heigh ho, fair Rosaline!   5

Her eyes are sapphires set in snow

Resembling heaven by every wink;

The Gods do fear whenas they glow,

And I do tremble when I think

 Heigh ho, would she were mine!   10
 

Her cheeks are like the blushing cloud

That beautifies Aurora’s face,

Or like the silver crimson shroud

That Phoebus’ smiling looks doth grace;

 Heigh ho, fair Rosaline!   15

Her lips are like two budded roses

Whom ranks of lilies neighbour nigh,

Within which bounds she balm encloses

Apt to entice a deity:

 Heigh ho, would she were mine!   20
 

Her neck is like a stately tower

Where Love himself imprison’d lies,

To watch for glances every hour

From her divine and sacred eyes:

 Heigh ho, fair Rosaline!   25

Her paps are centres of delight,

Her breasts are orbs of heavenly frame,

Where Nature moulds the dew of light

To feed perfection with the same:

 Heigh ho, would she were mine!   30
 

With orient pearl, with ruby red,

With marble white, with sapphire blue

Her body every way is fed,

Yet soft in touch and sweet in view:

 Heigh ho, fair Rosaline!   35

Nature herself her shape admires;

The Gods are wounded in her sight;

And Love forsakes his heavenly fires

And at her eyes his brand doth light:

 Heigh ho, would she were mine!   40
 

Then muse not, Nymphs, though I bemoan

The absence of fair Rosaline,

Since for a fair there’s fairer none,

Nor for her virtues so divine:

 Heigh ho, fair Rosaline!   45

Heigh ho, my heart! would God that she were mine!
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Phillis
 

Thomas Lodge (1558–1625)
 

LOVE guards the roses of thy lips

 And flies about them like a bee;

If I approach he forward skips,

 And if I kiss he stingeth me.
 

Love in thine eyes doth build his bower,   5

 And sleeps within their pretty shine;

And if I look the boy will lower,

 And from their orbs shoot shafts divine.
 

Love works thy heart within his fire,

 And in my tears doth firm the same;   10

And if I tempt it will retire,

 And of my plaints doth make a game.
 

Love, let me cull her choicest flowers;

 And pity me, and calm her eye;

Make soft her heart, dissolve her lowers;   15

 Then will I praise thy deity.
 

But if thou do not, Love, I’ll truly serve her

In spite of thee, and by firm faith deserve her.
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George Peele
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Paris and Œnone
 

George Peele (1558–1597)
 

Œnone.
 

FAIR and fair, and twice so fair,

 As fair as any may be;

The fairest shepherd on our green,

 A love for any lady.
 

Paris.
 

Fair and fair, and twice so fair,   5

 As fair as any may be;

Thy love is fair for thee alone,

 And for no other lady.
 

Œnone.
 

My love is fair, my love is gay,

As fresh as bin the flowers in May,   10

And of my love my roundelay,

My merry, merry, merry roundelay.

 Concludes with Cupid’s curse, — 

‘They that do change old love for new

 Pray gods they change for worse!’   15
 

Ambo Simul.
 

They that do change old love for new,

 Pray gods they change for worse!
 

Œnone.
 

Fair and fair, etc.
 

Paris.
 

Fair and fair, etc.

Thy love is fair, etc.   20
 

Œnone.
 

My love can pipe, my love can sing,

My love can many a pretty thing,

And of his lovely praises ring

My merry, merry, merry roundelays

 Amen to Cupid’s curse, — 25

‘They that do change,’ etc.
 

Paris.
 

They that do change, etc.
 

Ambo.
 

Fair and fair, etc.
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Robert Southwell
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The Burning Babe
 

Robert Southwell (1561–1595)
 

AS I in hoary winter’s night

 Stood shivering in the snow,

Surprised I was with sudden heat

 Which made my heart to glow;

And lifting up a fearful eye   5

 To view what fire was near,

A pretty babe all burning bright

 Did in the air appear;

Who, scorchèd with excessive heat,

 Such floods of tears did shed,   10

As though His floods should quench His flames,

 Which with His tears were bred:

‘Alas!’ quoth He, ‘but newly born

 In fiery heats I fry,

Yet none approach to warm their hearts   15

 Or feel my fire but I!
 

‘My faultless breast the furnace is;

 The fuel, wounding thorns;

Love is the fire, and sighs the smoke;

 The ashes, shames and scorns;   20

The fuel Justice layeth on,

 And Mercy blows the coals,

The metal in this furnace wrought

 Are men’s defilèd souls:

For which, as now on fire I am   25

 To work them to their good,

So will I melt into a bath,

 To wash them in my blood.’

With this He vanish’d out of sight

 And swiftly shrunk away,   30

And straight I callèd unto mind

 That it was Christmas Day.
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Samuel Daniel
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Beauty, Time, and Love Sonnets
 

Samuel Daniel (1562–1619)
 

I
 

FAIR is my Love and cruel as she’s fair;

Her brow-shades frown, although her eyes are sunny,

Her smiles are lightning, though her pride despair,

And her disdains are gall, her favours honey:

A modest maid, deck’d with a blush of honour,   5

Whose feet do tread green paths of youth and love;

The wonder of all eyes that look upon her,

Sacred on earth, design’d a Saint above.

Chastity and Beauty, which were deadly foes,

Live reconcilèd friends within her brow;   10

And had she Pity to conjoin with those,

Then who had heard the plaints I utter now?

 For had she not been fair, and thus unkind,

 My Muse had slept, and none had known my mind.
 

II
 

My spotless love hovers with purest wings,   15

About the temple of the proudest frame,

Where blaze those lights, fairest of earthly things,

Which clear our clouded world with brightest flame.

My ambitious thoughts, confinèd in her face

Affect no honour but what she can give;   20

My hopes do rest in limits of her grace;

I weigh no comforts unless she relieve.

For she, that can my heart imparadise,

Holds in her fairest hand what dearest is;

My Fortune’s wheel’s the circle of her eyes,   25

Whose rolling grace deign once a turn of bliss.

 All my life’s sweet consists in her alone;

 So much I love the most Unloving one.
 

III
 

And yet I cannot reprehend the flight

Or blame th’ attempt presuming so to soar;   30

The mounting venture for a high delight

Did make the honour of the fall the more.

For who gets wealth, that puts not from the shore?

Danger hath honour, great designs their fame;

Glory doth follow, courage goes before;   35

And though th’ event oft answers not the same — 

Suffice that high attempts have never shame.

The mean observer, whom base safety keeps,

Lives without honour, dies without a name,

And in eternal darkness ever sleeps. — 40

 And therefore, Delia, ’tis to me no blot

 To have attempted, tho’ attain’d thee not.
 

IV
 

When men shall find thy flow’r, thy glory, pass,

And thou with careful brow, sitting alone,

Receivèd hast this message from thy glass,   45

That tells the truth and says that All is gone;

Fresh shalt thou see in me the wounds thou mad’st,

Though spent thy flame, in me the heat remaining:

I that have loved thee thus before thou fad’st — 

My faith shall wax, when thou art in thy waning.   50

The world shall find this miracle in me,

That fire can burn when all the matter’s spent:

Then what my faith hath been thyself shalt see,

And that thou was unkind thou may’st repent. — 

 Thou may’st repent that thou hast scorn’d my tears,   55

 When Winter snows upon thy sable hairs.
 

V
 

Beauty, sweet Love, is like the morning dew,

Whose short refresh upon the tender green

Cheers for a time, but till the sun doth show,

And straight ’tis gone as it had never been.   60

Soon doth it fade that makes the fairest flourish,

Short is the glory of the blushing rose;

The hue which thou so carefully dost nourish,

Yet which at length thou must be forced to lose.

When thou, surcharged with burthen of thy years,   65

Shalt bend thy wrinkles homeward to the earth;

And that, in Beauty’s Lease expired, appears

The Date of Age, the Calends of our Death — 

 But ah, no more! — this must not be foretold,

 For women grieve to think they must be old.   70
 

VI
 

I must not grieve my Love, whose eyes would read

Lines of delight, whereon her youth might smile;

Flowers have time before they come to seed,

And she is young, and now must sport the while.

And sport, Sweet Maid, in season of these years,   75

And learn to gather flowers before they wither;

And where the sweetest blossom first appears,

Let Love and Youth conduct thy pleasures thither.

Lighten forth smiles to clear the clouded air,

And calm the tempest which my sighs do raise;   80

Pity and smiles do best become the fair;

Pity and smiles must only yield thee praise.

 Make me to say when all my griefs are gone,

 Happy the heart that sighed for such a one!
 

VII
 

Let others sing of Knights and Paladines   85

In agèd accents and untimely words,

Paint shadows in imaginary lines,

Which well the reach of their high wit records:

But I must sing of thee, and those fair eyes

Authentic shall my verse in time to come;   90

When yet th’ unborn shall say, Lo, where she lies!

Whose beauty made him speak, that else was dumb!

These are the arcs, the trophies I erect,

That fortify thy name against old age;

And these thy sacred virtues must protect   95

Against the Dark, and Time’s consuming rage.

 Though th’ error of my youth in them appear,

 Suffice, they show I lived, and loved thee dear.
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To Sleep
 

Samuel Daniel (1562–1619)
 

CARE-CHARMER Sleep, son of the sable Night,

Brother to Death, in silent darkness born,

Relieve my languish, and restore the light;

With dark forgetting of my care return.

And let the day be time enough to mourn   5

The shipwreck of my illadventured youth:

Let waking eyes suffice to wail their scorn,

Without the torment of the night’s untruth.

Cease, dreams, the images of day-desires,

To model forth the passions of the morrow;   10

Never let rising Sun approve you liars,

To add more grief to aggravate my sorrow:

Still let me sleep, embracing clouds in vain,

And never wake to feel the day’s disdain.
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Michael Drayton
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Agincourt
 

Michael Drayton (1563–1631)
 

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,   5

At Caux, the mouth of Seine,

With all his martial train

  Landed King Harry.
 

And taking many a fort,

Furnish’d in warlike sort,   10

Marcheth tow’rds Agincourt

  In happy hour;

Skirmishing day by day

With those that stopp’d his way,

Where the French gen’ral lay   15

  With all his power.
 

Which, in his height of pride,

King Henry to deride,

His ransom to provide

  Unto him sending;   20

Which he neglects the while

As from a nation vile,

Yet with an angry smile

  Their fall portending.
 

And turning to his men,   25

Quoth our brave Henry then,

‘Though they to one be ten

  Be not amazèd:

Yet have we well begun;

Battles so bravely won   30

Have ever to the sun

  By fame been raisèd
 

‘And for myself (quoth he)

This my full rest shall be:

England ne’er mourn for me   35

  Nor more esteem me:

Victor I will remain

Or on this earth lie slain,

Never shall she sustain

  Loss to redeem me.   40
 

‘Poitiers and Cressy tell,

When most their pride did swell,

Under our swords they fell:

  No less our skill is

Than when our grandsire great,   45

Claiming the regal seat,

By many a warlike feat

  Lopp’d the French lilies.’
 

The Duke of York so dread

The eager vaward led;   50

With the main Henry sped

  Among his henchmen.

Excester had the rear,

A braver man not there;

O Lord, how hot they were   55

  On the false Frenchmen!
 

They now to fight are gone,

Armour on armour shone,

Drum now to drum did groan,

  To hear was wonder.   60

That with the cries they make

The very earth did shake:

Trumpet to trumpet spake,

  Thunder to thunder.
 

Well it thine age became,   65

O noble Erpingham,

Which didst the signal aim

  To our hid forces!

When from a meadow by,

Like a storm suddenly   70

The English archery

  Stuck the French horses.
 

With Spanish yew so strong,

Arrows a cloth-yard long

That like to serpents stung,   75

  Piercing the weather;

None from his fellow starts,

But playing manly parts,

And like true English hearts

  Stuck close together.   80
 

When down their bows they threw,

And forth their bilbos drew,

And on the French they flew,

  Not one was tardy;

Arms were from shoulders sent,   85

Scalps to the teeth were rent,

Down the French peasants went — 

  Our men were hardy.
 

This while our noble king,

His broadsword brandishing,   90

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   95

  Bruiséd his helmet.
 

Gloster, that duke so good,

Next of the royal blood,

For famous England stood

  With his brave brother;   100

Clarence, in steel so bright,

Though but a maiden knight,

Yet in that furious fight

  Scarce such another.
 

Warwick in blood did wade,   105

Oxford the foe invade,

And cruel slaughter made

  Still as they ran up;

Suffolk his axe did ply,

Beaumont and Willoughby   110

Bare them right doughtily,

  Ferrers and Fanhope.
 

Upon Saint Crispin’s Day

Fought was this noble fray,

Which fame did not delay   115

  To England to carry;

O when shall English men

With such acts fill a pen?

Or England breed again

  Such a King Harry?   120
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To the Virginian Voyage
 

Michael Drayton (1563–1631)
 

YOU brave heroic minds

 Worthy your country’s name,

  That honour still pursue;

  Go and subdue!

Whilst loitering hinds   5

 Lurk here at home with shame.
 

Britons, you stay too long:

 Quickly aboard bestow you,

  And with a merry gale

  Swell your stretch’d sail   10

With vows as strong

 As the winds that blow you.
 

Your course securely steer,

 West and by south forth keep!

  Rocks, lee-shores, nor shoals   15

  When Eolus scowls

You need not fear;

 So absolute the deep.
 

And cheerfully at sea

 Success you still entice   20

  To get the pearl and gold,

  And ours to hold

Virginia,

 Earth’s only paradise.
 

Where nature hath in store   25

 Fowl, venison, and fish,

  And the fruitfull’st soil

  Without your toil

Three harvests more,

 All greater than your wish.   30
 

And the ambitious vine

 Crowns with his purple mass

  The cedar reaching high

  To kiss the sky,

The cypress, pine,   35

 And useful sassafras.
 

To whom the Golden Age

 Still nature’s laws doth give,

  No other cares attend,

  But them to defend   40

From winter’s rage,

 That long there doth not live.
 

When as the luscious smell

 Of that delicious land

  Above the seas that flows   45

  The clear wind throws,

Your hearts to swell

 Approaching the dear strand;
 

In kenning of the shore

 (Thanks to God first given)   50

  O you the happiest men,

  Be frolic then!

Let cannons roar,

 Frighting the wide heaven.
 

And in regions far,   55

 Such heroes bring ye forth

  As those from whom we came;

  And plant our name

Under that star

 Not known unto our North.   60
 

And as there plenty grows

 Of laurel everywhere — 

  Apollo’s sacred tree — 

  You it may see

A poet’s brows   65

 To crown, that may sing there.
 

Thy Voyages attend,

 Industrious Hakluyt,

  Whose reading shall inflame

  Men to seek fame,   70

And much commend

 To after times thy wit.
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Love’s Farewell
 

Michael Drayton (1563–1631)
 

SINCE there’s no help, come let us kiss and part, — 

Nay I have done, you get no more of me;

And I am glad, yea, glad with all my heart,

That thus so cleanly I myself can free;

Shake hands for ever, cancel all our vows,   5

And when we meet at any time again,

Be it not seen in either of our brows

That we one jot of former love retain.

Now at the last gasp of love’s latest breath,

When his pulse failing, passion speechless lies,   10

When faith is kneeling by his bed of death,

And innocence is closing up his eyes,

 — Now if thou would’st, when all have given him over,

 From death to life thou might’st him yet decover!
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Henry Constable
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Diaphenia
 

Henry Constable (1562–1613)
 

DIAPHENIA like the daffadowndilly,

White as the sun, fair as the lily,

Heigh ho, how I do love thee!

I do love thee as my lambs

Are belovéd of their dams;   5

How blest were I if thou would’st prove me.
 

Diaphenia like the spreading roses,

That in thy sweets all sweets encloses,

Fair sweet, how I do love thee!

I do love thee as each flower   10

Loves the sun’s life-giving power;

For dead, thy breath to life might move me.
 

Diaphenia like to all things blesséd,

When all thy praises are expresséd,

Dear joy, how I do love thee!   15

As the birds do love the spring,

Or the bees their careful king:

Then in requite, sweet virgin, love me!
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Edmund Spenser
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Faerie Queene: Book I. The Legend of the Knight of the Red Crosse. Canto I
 

THE FIRST BOOK
 OF THE FAERIE QUEENE
 CONTAYNING
 THE LEGEND OF THE KNIGHT
 OF THE RED CROSSE
 OR
 OF HOLINESSE
 

I
 

LO! I the man, whose Muse whylome did maske,
 As time her taught, in lowly shephards weeds,
 Am now enforst, a farre unfitter taske,
 For trumpets sterne to chaunge mine oaten reeds,
 And sing of knights and ladies gentle deeds;   5
 Whose praises having slept in silence long,
 Me, all too meane, the sacred Muse areeds
 To blazon broade emongst her learned throng:
 Fierce warres and faithfull loves shall moralize my song.
 

II
 

Helpe then, O holy virgin, chiefe of nyne,   10
 Thy weaker novice to performe thy will;
 Lay forth out of thine everlasting scryne
 The antique rolles, which there lye hidden still,
 Of Faerie knights, and fayrest Tanaquill,
 Whom that most noble Briton Prince so long   15
 Sought through the world, and suffered so much ill,
 That I must rue his undeserved wrong:
 O helpe thou my weake wit, and sharpen my dull tong.
 

III
 

And thou, most dreaded impe of highest Jove.
 Faire Venus sonne, that with thy cruell dart   20
 At that good knight so cunningly didst rove,
 That glorious fire it kindled in his hart,
 Lay now thy deadly heben bowe apart,
 And with thy mother mylde come to mine ayde:
 Come both, and with you bring triumphant Mart,   25
 In loves and gentle jollities arraid,
 After his murdrous spoyles and bloudie rage allayd.
 

IV
 

And with them eke, O Goddesse heavenly bright,
 Mirrour of grace and majestie divine,
 Great Ladie of the greatest Isle, whose light   30
 Like Phœbus lampe throughout the world doth shine,
 Shed thy faire beames into my feeble eyne,
 And raise my thoughtes, too humble and too vile,
 To thinke of that true glorious type of thine,
 The argument of mine afflicted stile:   35
 The which to heare vouchsafe, O dearest dread, a while.
 

CANTO I
 

       The patrone of true Holinesse

  Foule Errour doth defeate:
 Hypocrisie, him to entrappe,

  Doth to his home entreate.
 

I
 

A GENTLE knight was pricking on the plaine,
 Ycladd in mightie armes and silver shielde,
 Wherein old dints of deepe woundes did remaine,
 The cruell markes of many’ a bloody fielde;   40
 Yet armes till that time did he never wield:
 His angry steede did chide his foming bitt,
 As much disdayning to the curbe to yield:
 Full jolly knight he seemd, and faire did sitt,
 As one for knightly giusts and fierce encounters fitt.   45
 

II
 

But on his brest a bloodie crosse he bore,
 The deare remembrance of his dying Lord,
 For whose sweete sake that glorious badge he wore,
 And dead as living ever him ador’d:
 Upon his shield the like was also scor’d,   50
 For soveraine hope, which in his helpe he had:
 Right faithfull true he was in deede and word,
 But of his cheere did seeme too solemne sad;
 Yet nothing did he dread, but ever was ydrad.
 

III
 

Upon a great adventure he was bond,   55
 That greatest Gloriana to him gave,
 That greatest glorious queene of Faery Lond,
 To winne him worshippe, and her grace to have,
 Which of all earthly thinges he most did crave;
 And ever as he rode his hart did earne   60
 To prove his puissance in battell brave
 Upon his foe, and his new force to learne;
 Upon his foe, a dragon horrible and stearne.
 

IV
 

A lovely ladie rode him faire beside,
 Upon a lowly asse more white then snow,   65
 Yet she much whiter, but the same did hide
 Under a vele, that wimpled was full low,
 And over all a blacke stole shee did throw:
 As one that inly mournd, so was she sad,
 And heavie sate upon her palfrey slow:   70
 Seemed in heart some hidden care she had;
 And by her in a line a milkewhite lambe she lad.
 

V
 

So pure and innocent, as that same lambe,
 She was in life and every vertuous lore,
 And by descent from royall lynage came   75
 Of ancient kinges and queenes, that had of yore
 Their scepters stretcht from east to westerne shore,
 And all the world in their subjection held,
 Till that infernall feend with foule uprore
 Forwasted all their land, and them expeld:   80
 Whom to avenge, she had this knight from far compeld.
 

VI
 

Behind her farre away a dwarfe did lag,
 That lasie seemd, in being ever last,
 Or wearied with bearing of her bag
 Of needments at his backe. Thus as they past,   85
 The day with cloudes was suddeine overcast,
 And angry Jove an hideous storme of raine
 Did poure into his lemans lap so fast,
 That everie wight to shrowd it did constrain,
 And this faire couple eke to shroud themselves were fain.   90
 

VII
 

Enforst to seeke some covert nigh at hand,
 A shadie grove not farr away they spide,
 That promist ayde the tempest to withstand:
 Whose loftie trees, yclad with sommers pride,
 Did spred so broad, that heavens light did hide,   95
 Not perceable with power of any starr:
 And all within were pathes and alleies wide,
 With footing worne, and leading inward farr:
 Faire harbour that them seemes, so in they entred ar.
 

VIII
 

And foorth they passe, with pleasure forward led,   100
 Joying to heare the birdes sweete harmony,
 Which, therein shrouded from the tempest dred,
 Seemd in their song to scorne the cruell sky.
 Much can they praise the trees so straight and hy,
 The sayling pine, the cedar proud and tall,   105
 The vine-propp elme, the poplar never dry,
 The builder oake, sole king of forrests all,
 The aspine good for staves, the cypresse funerall,
 

IX
 

The laurell, meed of mightie conquerours
 And poets sage, the firre that weepeth still,   110
 The willow worne of forlorne paramours,
 The eugh obedient to the benders will,
 The birch for shaftes, the sallow for the mill,
 The mirrhe sweete bleeding in the bitter wound,
 The warlike beech, the ash for nothing ill,   115
 The fruitfull olive, and the platane round,
 The carver holme, the maple seeldom inward sound.
 

X
 

Led with delight, they thus beguile the way,
 Untill the blustring storme is overblowne;
 When, weening to returne whence they did stray,   120
 They cannot finde that path, which first was showne,
 But wander too and fro in waies unknowne,
 Furthest from end then, when they neerest weene,
 That makes them doubt, their wits be not their owne:
 So many pathes, so many turnings seene,   125
 That which of them to take, in diverse doubt they been.
 

XI
 

At last resolving forward still to fare,
 Till that some end they finde, or in or out,
 That path they take, that beaten seemd most bare,
 And like to lead the labyrinth about;   130
 Which when by tract they hunted had throughout,
 At length it brought them to a hollowe cave,
 Amid the thickest woods. The champion stout
 Eftsoones dismounted from his courser brave,
 And to the dwarfe a while his needlesse spere he gave.   135
 

XII
 

‘Be well aware,’ quoth then that ladie milde,
 ‘Least suddaine mischiefe ye too rash provoke:
 The danger hid, the place unknowne and wilde,
 Breedes dreadfull doubts: oft fire is without smoke,
 And perill without show: therefore your stroke,   140
 Sir knight, with-hold, till further tryall made.’
 ‘Ah, ladie,’ sayd he, ‘shame were to revoke
 The forward footing for an hidden shade:
 Vertue gives her selfe light, through darkenesse for to wade.’
 

XIII
 

‘Yea, but,’ quoth she, ‘the perill of this place   145
 I better wot then you; though nowe too late
 To wish you backe returne with foule disgrace,
 Yet wisedome warnes, whilest foot is in the gate,
 To stay the steppe, ere forced to retrate.
 This is the wandring wood, this Errours den,   150
 A monster vile, whom God and man does hate:
 Therefore I read beware.’ ‘Fly, fly!’ quoth then
 The fearefull dwarfe: ‘this is no place for living men.’
 

XIV
 

But full of fire and greedy hardiment,
 The youthfull knight could not for ought be staide,   155
 But forth unto the darksom hole he went,
 And looked in: his glistring armor made
 A litle glooming light, much like a shade,
 By which he saw the ugly monster plaine,
 Halfe like a serpent horribly displaide,   160
 But th’ other halfe did womans shape retaine,
 Most lothsom, filthie, foule, and full of vile disdaine.
 

XV
 

And as she lay upon the durtie ground,
 Her huge long taile her den all overspred,
 Yet was in knots and many boughtes upwound,   165
 Pointed with mortall sting. Of her there bred
 A thousand yong ones, which she dayly fed,
 Sucking upon her poisnous dugs, eachone
 Of sundrie shapes, yet all ill favored:
 Soone as that uncouth light upon them shone,   170
 Into her mouth they crept, and suddain all were gone.
 

XVI
 

Their dam upstart, out of her den effraide,
 And rushed forth, hurling her hideous taile
 About her cursed head, whose folds displaid
 Were stretcht now forth at length without entraile.   175
 She lookt about, and seeing one in mayle,
 Armed to point, sought backe to turne againe;
 For light she hated as the deadly bale,
 Ay wont in desert darknes to remaine,
 Where plain none might her see, nor she see any plaine.   180
 

XVII
 

Which when the valiant Elfe perceiv’d, he lept
 As lyon fierce upon the flying pray,
 And with his trenchand blade her boldly kept
 From turning backe, and forced her to stay:
 Therewith enrag’d she loudly gan to bray,   185
 And turning fierce, her speckled taile advaunst,
 Threatning her angrie sting, him to dismay:
 Who, nought aghast, his mightie hand enhaunst:
 The stroke down from her head unto her shoulder glaunst.
 

XVIII
 

Much daunted with that dint, her sence was dazd,   190
 Yet kindling rage her selfe she gathered round,
 And all attonce her beastly bodie raizd
 With doubled forces high above the ground:
 Tho, wrapping up her wrethed sterne arownd,
 Lept fierce upon his shield, and her huge traine   195
 All suddenly about his body wound,
 That hand or foot to stirr he strove in vaine:
 God helpe the man so wrapt in Errours endlesse traine.
 

XIX
 

His lady, sad to see his sore constraint,
 Cride out, ‘Now, now, sir knight, shew what ye bee:   200
 Add faith unto your force, and be not faint:
 Strangle her, els she sure will strangle thee.’
 That when he heard, in great perplexitie,
 His gall did grate for griefe and high disdaine;
 And knitting all his force, got one hand free,   205
 Wherewith he grypt her gorge with so great paine,
 That soone to loose her wicked bands did her constraine.
 

XX
 

Therewith she spewd out of her filthie maw
 A floud of poyson horrible and blacke,
 Full of great lumps of flesh and gobbets raw,   210
 Which stunck so vildly, that it forst him slacke
 His grasping hold, and from her turne him backe:
 Her vomit full of bookes and papers was,
 With loathly frogs and toades, which eyes did lacke,
 And creeping sought way in the weedy gras:   215
 Her filthie parbreake all the place defiled has.
 

XXI
 

As when old father Nilus gins to swell
 With timely pride above the Aegyptian vale,
 His fattie waves doe fertile slime outwell,
 And overflow each plaine and lowly dale:   220
 But when his later spring gins to avale,
 Huge heapes of mudd he leaves, wherin there breed
 Ten thousand kindes of creatures, partly male
 And partly femall, of his fruitful seed;
 Such ugly monstrous shapes elswher may no man reed.   225
 

XXII
 

The same so sore annoyed has the knight,
 That, welnigh choked with the deadly stinke,
 His forces faile, ne can no lenger fight.
 Whose corage when the feend perceivd to shrinke,
 She poured forth out of her hellish sinke   230
 Her fruitfull cursed spawne of serpents small,
 Deformed monsters, fowle, and blacke as inke,
 Which swarming all about his legs did crall,
 And him encombred sore, but could not hurt at all.
 

XXIII
 

As gentle shepheard in sweete eventide,   235
 When ruddy Phebus gins to welke in west,
 High on an hill, his flocke to vewen wide,
 Markes which doe byte their hasty supper best;
 A cloud of cumbrous gnattes doe him molest,
 All striving to infixe their feeble stinges,   240
 That from their noyance he no where can rest,
 But with his clownish hands their tender wings
 He brusheth oft, and oft doth mar their murmurings.
 

XXIV
 

Thus ill bestedd, and fearefull more of shame
 Then of the certeine perill he stood in,   245
 Halfe furious unto his foe he came,
 Resolvd in minde all suddenly to win,
 Or soone to lose, before he once would lin;
 And stroke at her with more then manly force,
 That from her body, full of filthie sin,   250
 He raft her hatefull heade without remorse:
 A streame of cole black blood forth gushed from her corse.
 

XXV
 

Her scattred brood, soone as their parent deare
 They saw so rudely falling to the ground,
 Groning full deadly, all with troublous feare,   255
 Gathred themselves about her body round,
 Weening their wonted entrance to have found
 At her wide mouth: but being there withstood,
 They flocked all about her bleeding wound,
 And sucked up their dying mothers bloud,   260
 Making her death their life, and eke her hurt their good.
 

XXVI
 

That detestable sight him much amazde,
 To see th’ unkindly impes, of heaven accurst,
 Devoure their dam; on whom while so he gazd,
 Having all satisfide their bloudy thurst,   265
 Their bellies swolne he saw with fulnesse burst,
 And bowels gushing forth: well worthy end
 Of such as drunke her life, the which them nurst!
 Now needeth him no lenger labour spend;
 His foes have slaine themselves, with whom he should contend.   270
 

XXVII
 

His lady, seeing all that chaunst, from farre,
 Approcht in hast to greet his victorie,
 And saide, ‘Faire knight, borne under happie starre,
 Who see your vanquisht foes before you lye,
 Well worthie be you of that armory,   275
 Wherein ye have great glory wonne this day,
 And proov’d your strength on a strong enimie,
 Your first adventure: many such I pray,
 And henceforth ever wish that like succeed it may.’
 

XXVIII
 

Then mounted he upon his steede againe,   280
 And with the lady backward sought to wend;
 That path he kept which beaten was most plaine,
 Ne ever would to any by way bend,
 But still did follow one unto the end,
 The which at last out of the wood them brought.   285
 So forward on his way (with God to frend)
 He passed forth, and new adventure sought:
 Long way he traveiled, before he heard of ought.
 

XXIX
 

At length they chaunst to meet upon the way
 An aged sire, in long blacke weedes yclad,   290
 His feete all bare, his beard all hoarie gray,
 And by his belt his booke he hanging had;
 Sober he seemde, and very sagely sad,
 And to the ground his eyes were lowly bent,
 Simple in shew, and voide of malice bad,   295
 And all the way he prayed as he went,
 And often knockt his brest, as one that did repent.
 

XXX
 

He faire the knight saluted, louting low,
 Who faire him quited, as that courteous was;
 And after asked him, if he did know   300
 Of straunge adventures, which abroad did pas.
 ‘Ah! my dear sonne,’ quoth he, ‘how should, alas!
 Silly old man, that lives in hidden cell,
 Bidding his beades all day for his trespas,
 Tydings of warre and worldly trouble tell?   305
 With holy father sits not with such thinges to mell.
 

XXXI
 

‘But if of daunger, which hereby doth dwell,
 And homebredd evil ye desire to heare,
 Of a straunge man I can you tidings tell,
 That wasteth all this countrie farre and neare.’   310
 ‘Of such,’ saide he, ‘I chiefly doe inquere,
 And shall you well rewarde to shew the place,
 In which that wicked wight his dayes doth weare:
 For to all knighthood it is foule disgrace,
 That such a cursed creature lives so long a space.’   315
 

XXXII
 

‘Far hence,’ quoth he, ‘in wastfull wildernesse,
 His dwelling is, by which no living wight
 May ever passe, but thorough great distresse.’
 ‘Now,’ saide the ladie, ‘draweth toward night,
 And well I wote, that of your later fight   320
 Ye all forwearied be: for what so strong,
 But, wanting rest, will also want of might?
 The Sunne, that measures heaven all day long,
 At night doth baite his steedes the ocean waves emong.
 

XXXIII
 

‘Then with the Sunne take, sir, your timely rest,   325
 And with new day new worke at once begin:
 Untroubled night, they say, gives counsell best.’
 ‘Right well, sir knight, ye have advised bin,’
 Quoth then that aged man; ‘the way to win
 Is wisely to advise: now day is spent;   330
 Therefore with me ye may take up your in
 For this same night.’ The knight was well content:
 So with that godly father to his home they went.
 

XXXIV
 

A litle lowly hermitage it was,
 Downe in a dale, hard by a forests side,   335
 Far from resort of people, that did pas
 In traveill to and froe: a litle wyde
 There was an holy chappell edifyde,
 Wherein the hermite dewly wont to say
 His holy thinges each morne and even-tyde:   340
 Thereby a christall streame did gently play,
 Which from a sacred fountaine welled forth alway.
 

XXXV
 

Arrived there, the litle house they fill,
 Ne looke for entertainement, where none was:
 Rest is their feast, and all thinges at their will;   345
 The noblest mind the best contentment has.
 With faire discourse the evening so they pas:
 For that olde man of pleasing wordes had store,
 And well could file his tongue as smooth as glas:
 He told of saintes and popes, and evermore   350
 He strowd an Ave-Mary after and before.
 

XXXVI
 

The drouping night thus creepeth on them fast,
 And the sad humor loading their eye liddes,
 As messenger of Morpheus, on them cast
 Sweet slombring deaw, the which to sleep them biddes:   355
 Unto their lodgings then his guestes he riddes:
 Where when all drownd in deadly sleepe he findes,
 He to his studie goes, and there amiddes
 His magick bookes and artes of sundrie kindes,
 He seekes out mighty charmes, to trouble sleepy minds.   360
 

XXXVII
 

Then choosing out few words most horrible,
 (Let none them read) thereof did verses frame;
 With which and other spelles like terrible,
 He bad awake blacke Plutoes griesly dame,
 And cursed heven, and spake reprochful shame   365
 Of highest God, the Lord of life and light:
 A bold bad man, that dar’d to call by name
 Great Gorgon, prince of darknes and dead night,
 At which Cocytus quakes, and Styx is put to flight.
 

XXXVIII
 

And forth he cald out of deepe darknes dredd   370
 Legions of sprights, the which, like litle flyes
 Fluttring about his ever damned hedd,
 Awaite whereto their service he applyes,
 To aide his friendes, or fray his enimies:
 Of those he chose out two, the falsest twoo,   375
 And fittest for to forge true-seeming lyes;
 The one of them he gave a message too,
 The other by him selfe staide, other worke to doo.
 

XXXIX
 

He, making speedy way through spersed ayre,
 And through the world of waters wide and deepe,   380
 To Morpheus house doth hastily repaire.
 Amid the bowels of the earth full steepe,
 And low, where dawning day doth never peepe,
 His dwelling is; there Tethys his wet bed
 Doth ever wash, and Cynthia still doth steepe   385
 In silver deaw his ever-drouping hed,
 Whiles sad Night over him her mantle black doth spred.
 

XL
 

Whose double gates he findeth locked fast,
 The one faire fram’d of burnisht yvory,
 The other all with silver overcast;   390
 And wakeful dogges before them farre doe lye,
 Watching to banish Care their enimy,
 Who oft is wont to trouble gentle Sleepe.
 By them the sprite doth passe in quietly,
 And unto Morpheus comes, whom drowned deepe   395
 In drowsie fit he findes: of nothing he takes keepe.
 

XLI
 

And more, to lulle him in his slumber soft,
 A trickling streame from high rock tumbling downe,
 And ever drizling raine upon the loft,
 Mixt with a murmuring winde, much like the sowne   400
 Of swarming bees, did cast him in a swowne:
 No other noyse, nor peoples troublous cryes,
 As still are wont t’ annoy the walled towne,
 Might there be heard: but carelesse Quiet lyes,
 Wrapt in eternall silence farre from enimyes.   405
 

XLII
 

The messenger approching to him spake,
 But his waste wordes retournd to him in vaine:
 So sound he slept, that nought mought him awake.
 Then rudely he him thrust, and pusht with paine,
 Whereat he gan to stretch: but he againe   410
 Shooke him so hard, that forced him to speake.
 As one then in a dreame, whose dryer braine
 Is tost with troubled sights and fancies weake,
 He mumbled soft, but would not all his silence breake.
 

XLIII
 

The sprite then gan more boldly him to wake,   415
 And threatned unto him the dreaded name
 Of Hecate: whereat he gan to quake,
 And, lifting up his lompish head, with blame
 Halfe angrie asked him, for what he came.
 ‘Hether,’ quoth he, ‘me Archimago sent,   420
 He that the stubborne sprites can wisely tame;
 He bids thee to him send for his intent
 A fit false dreame, that can delude the sleepers sent.’
 

XLIV
 

The god obayde, and calling forth straight way
 A diverse dreame out of his prison darke,   425
 Delivered it to him, and downe did lay
 His heavie head, devoide of careful carke;
 Whose sences all were straight benumbd and starke.
 He, backe returning by the yvorie dore,
 Remounted up as light as chearefull larke,   430
 And on his litle winges the dreame he bore
 In hast unto his lord, where he him left afore.
 

XLV
 

Who all this while, with charmes and hidden artes,
 Had made a lady of that other spright,
 And fram’d of liquid ayre her tender partes,   435
 So lively and so like in all mens sight,
 That weaker sence it could have ravisht quight:
 The maker selfe, for all his wondrous witt,
 Was nigh beguiled with so goodly sight:
 Her all in white he clad, and over it   440
 Cast a black stole, most like to seeme for Una fit.
 

XLVI
 

Now when that ydle dreame was to him brought,
 Unto that Elfin knight he bad him fly,
 Where he slept soundly, void of evil thought,
 And with false shewes abuse his fantasy,   445
 In sort as he him schooled privily:
 And that new creature, borne without her dew,
 Full of the makers guyle, with usage sly
 He taught to imitate that lady trew,
 Whose semblance she did carrie under feigned hew.   450
 

XLVII
 

Thus well instructed, to their worke they haste,
 And comming where the knight in slomber lay,
 The one upon his hardie head him plaste,
 And made him dreame of loves and lust-full play,
 That nigh his manly hart did melt away,   455
 Bathed in wanton blis and wicked joy.
 Then seemed him his lady by him lay,
 And to him playnd, how that false winged boy
 Her chaste hart had subdewd to learne Dame Pleasures toy.
 

XLVIII
 

And she her selfe, of beautie soveraigne queene,   460
 Fayre Venus, seemde unto his bed to bring
 Her, whom he, waking, evermore did weene
 To bee the chastest flowre that aye did spring
 On earthly braunch, the daughter of a king,
 Now a loose leman to vile service bound:   465
 And eke the Graces seemed all to sing

Hymen iö Hymen, dauncing all around,
 Whylst freshest Flora her with yvie girlond crownd.
 

XLIX
 

In this great passion of unwonted lust,
 Or wonted feare of doing ought amis,   470
 He started up, as seeming to mistrust
 Some secret ill, or hidden foe of his:
 Lo! there before his face his ladie is,
 Under blacke stole hyding her bayted hooke,
 And as halfe blushing offred him to kis,   475
 With gentle blandishment and lovely looke,
 Most like that virgin true, which for her knight him took.
 

L
 

All cleane dismayd to see so uncouth sight,
 And halfe enraged at her shamelesse guise,
 He thought have slaine her in his fierce despight;   480
 But hastie heat tempring with sufferance wise,
 He stayde his hand, and gan himselfe advise
 To prove his sense, and tempt her faigned truth.
 Wringing her hands in wemens pitteous wise,
 Tho can she weepe, to stirre up gentle ruth,   485
 Both for her noble blood, and for her tender youth.
 

LI
 

And sayd, ‘Ah sir, my liege lord and my love,
 Shall I accuse the hidden cruell fate,
 And mightie causes wrought in heaven above,
 Or the blind god, that doth me thus amate,   490
 For hoped love to winne me certaine hate?
 Yet thus perforce he bids me do, or die.
 Die is my dew: yet rew my wretched state
 You, whom my hard avenging destinie
 Hath made judge of my life or death in differently.   495
 

LII
 

‘Your owne deare sake forst me at first to leave
 My fathers kingdom’ — There she stopt with teares;
 Her swollen hart her speech seemd to bereave;
 And then againe begonne: ‘My weaker yeares,
 Captiv’d to fortune and frayle worldly feares,   500
 Fly to your fayth for succour and sure ayde:
 Let me not die in languor and long teares.’
 ‘Why, dame,’ quoth he, ‘what hath ye thus dismayd?
 What frayes ye, that were wont to comfort me affrayd?’
 

LIII
 

‘Love of your selfe,’ she saide, ‘and deare constraint,   505
 Lets me not sleepe, but waste the wearie night
 In secret anguish and unpittied plaint,
 Whiles you in carelesse sleepe are drowned quight.’
 Her doubtfull words made that redoubted knight
 Suspect her truth: yet since no’ untruth he knew,   510
 Her fawning love with foule disdainefull spight
 He would not shend, but said, ‘Deare dame, I rew,
 That for my sake unknowne such griefe unto you grew.
 

LIV
 

‘Assure your selfe, it fell not all to ground;
 For all so deare as life is to my hart,   515
 I deeme your love, and hold me to you bound;
 Ne let vaine feares procure your needlesse smart,
 Where cause is none, but to your rest depart.’
 Not all content, yet seemd she to appease
 Her mournefull plaintes, beguiled of her art,   520
 And fed with words, that could not chose but please;
 So slyding softly forth, she turnd as to her ease.
 

LV
 

Long after lay he musing at her mood,
 Much griev’d to thinke that gentle dame so light,
 For whose defence he was to shed his blood.   525
 At last dull wearines of former fight
 Having yrockt a sleepe his irkesome spright,
 That troublous dreame gan freshly tosse his braine
 With bowres, and beds, and ladies deare delight:
 But when he saw his labour all was vaine,   530
 With that misformed spright he backe returnd againe.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Prothalamion
 

Edmund Spenser (1552–1599)
 

CALME was the day, and through the trembling ayre

Sweete-breathing Zephyrus did softly play

A gentle spirit, that lightly did delay

Hot Titans beames, which then did glyster fayre;

When I, (whom sullein care,   5

Through discontent of my long fruitlesse stay

In Princes Court, and expectation vayne

Of idle hopes, which still doe fly away,

Like empty shaddowes, did afflict my brayne,)

Walkt forth to ease my payne
  10

Along the shoare of silver streaming Themmes;

Whose rutty Bancke, the which his River hemmes,

Was paynted all with variable flowers,

And all the meades adornd with daintie gemmes

Fit to decke maydens bowres,   15

And crowne their Paramours

Against the Brydale dale, which is not long:

 Sweete Themmes! runne softly, till I end my Song.
 

There, in a Meadow, by the Rivers side,

A Flocke of Nymphes I chauncèd to espy,   20

All lovely Daughters of the Flood thereby,

With goodly greenish locks, all loose untyde,

As each had bene a Bryde;

And each one had a little wicker basket,

Made of fine twigs, entraylèd curiously,   25

In which they gathered flowers to fill their flasket,

And with fine Fingers cropt full featously

The tender stalkes on hye.

Of every sort, which in that Meadow grew,

They gathered some; the Violet, pallid blew,   30

The little Dazie, that at evening closes,

The virgin Lillie, and the Primrose trew,

With store of vermeil Roses,

To decke their Bridegromes posies

Against the Brydale day, which was not long:   35

 Sweete Themmes! runne softly, till I end my Song.
 

With that I saw two Swannes of goodly hewe

Come softly swimming downe along the Lee;

Two fairer Birds I yet did never see;

The snow, which doth the top of Pindus strew,   40

Did never whiter shew;

Nor Jove himselfe, when he a Swan would be,

For love of Leda, whiter did appeare;

Yet Leda was (they say) as white as he,

Yet not so white as these, nor nothing neare;   45

So purely white they were,

That even the gentle streame, the which them bare,

Seem’d foule to them, and bad his billowes spare

To wet their silken feathers, least they might

Soyle their fayre plumes with water not so fayre,   50

And marre their beauties bright,

That shone as heavens light,

Against their Brydale day, which was not long:

 Sweete Themmes! runne softly, till I end my Song.
 

Eftsoones the Nymphes, which now had Flowers their fill,   55

Ran all in haste to see that silver brood,

As they came floating on the Cristal Flood;

Whom when they sawe, they stood amazèd still,

Their wondring eyes to fill;

Them seem’d they never saw a sight so fayre,   60

Of Fowles, so lovely, that they sure did deeme

Them heavenly borne, or to be that same payre

Which through the Skie draw Venus silver Teeme:

For sure they did not seeme

To be begot of any earthly Seede,   65

But rather Angels, or of Angels breede;

Yet were they bred of Somers-heat, they say,

In sweetest Season, when each Flower and weede

The earth did fresh aray;

So fresh they seem’d as day,   70

Even as their Brydale day, which was not long:

 Sweete Themmes! runne softly, till I end my Song.
 

Then forth they all out of their baskets drew

Great store of Flowers, the honour of the field,

That to the sense did fragrant odours yield,   75

All which upon those goodly Birds they threw

And all the Waves did strew,

That like old Peneus Waters they did seeme,

When downe along by pleasant Tempes shore,

Scattred with Flowres, through Thessaly they streeme,   80

That they appeare, through Lillies plenteous store,

Like a Brydes Chamber flore.

Two of those Nymphes, meane while, two Garlands bound

Of freshest Flowres which in that Mead they found,

The which presenting all in trim Array,   85

Their snowie Foreheads therewithall they crownd,

Whil’st one did Sing this Lay,

Prepar’d against that Day,

Against their Brydale day, which was not long:

 Sweete Themmes! runne softly, till I end my Song.   90
 

‘Ye gentle Birdes! the worlds faire ornament,

And heavens glorie, whom this happie hower

Doth leade unto your lovers blisfull bower,

Joy may you have, and gentle hearts content

Of your loves couplement;   95

And let faire Venus, that is Queene of love,

With her heart-quelling Sonne upon you smile,

Whose smile, they say, hath vertue to remove

All Loves dislike, and friendships faultie guile

For ever to assoile.   100

Let endlesse Peace your steadfast hearts accord,

And blessed Plentie wait upon your bord;

And let your bed with pleasures chast abound,

That fruitfull issue may to you afford,

Which may your foes confound,   105

And make your joyes redound

Upon your Brydale day, which is not long:

 Sweete Themmes! runne softlie, till I end my Song.’
 

So ended she; and all the rest around

To her redoubled that her undersong,   110

Which said their brydale daye should not be long:

And gentle Eccho from the neighbor ground

Their accents did resound.

So forth those joyous Birdes did passe along,

Adowne the Lee, that to them murmurde low,   115

As he would speake, but that he lackt a tong,

Yet did by signes his glad affection show,

Making his streame run slow.

And all the foule which in his flood did dwell

Gan flock about these twaine, that did excell   120

The rest, so far as Cynthia doth shend

The lesser starres. So they, enrangèd well,

Did on those two attend,

And their best service lend

Against their wedding day, which was not long:   125

 Sweete Themmes! runne softly, till I end my Song.
 

At length they all to mery London came,

To mery London, my most kyndly Nurse,

That to me gave this Lifes first native sourse,

Though from another place I take my name,   130

An house of auncient fame:

There when they came, whereas those bricky towres

The which on Themmes brode agèd backe doe ryde,

Where now the studious Lawyers have their bowers,

There whylome wont the Templar Knights to byde,   135

Till they decayd through pride:

Next whereunto there standes a stately place,

Where oft I gayned giftes and goodly grace

Of that great Lord, which therein wont to dwell,

Whose want too well now feeles my freendles case;   140

But ah! here fits not well

Olde woes, but joyes, to tell

Against the Brydale daye, which is not long:

 Sweete Themmes! runne softly, till I end my Song.
 

Yet therein now doth lodge a noble Peer,   145

Great Englands glory, and the Worlds wide wonder,

Whose dreadfull name late through all Spaine did thunder,

And Hercules two pillors standing neere

Did make to quake and feare:

Faire branch of Honor, flower of Chevalrie!   150

That fillest England with thy triumphes fame,

Joy have thou of thy noble victorie,

And endlesse happinesse of thine owne name

That promiseth the same;

That through thy prowesse, and victorious armes,   155

Thy country may be freed from forraine harmes;

And great Elisaes glorious name may ring

Through al the world, fil’d with thy wide Alarmes,

Which some brave muse may sing

To ages following,   160

Upon the Brydale day, which is not long:

 Sweete Themmes! runne softly, till I end my Song.
 

From those high Towers this noble Lord issuing,

Like Radiant Hesper, when his golden hayre

In th’ Ocean billowes he hath bathèd fayre,   165

Descended to the Rivers open vewing,

With a great train ensuing.

Above the rest were goodly to bee seene

Two gentle Knights of lovely face and feature,

Beseeming well the bower of anie Queene,   170

With gifts of wit, and ornaments of nature,

Fit for so goodly stature,

That like the twins of Jove they seem’d in sight,

Which decke the Bauldricke of the Heavens bright;

They two, forth pacing to the Rivers side,   175

Received those two faire Brides, their Loves delight;

Which, at th’ appointed tyde,

Each one did make his Bryde

Against their Brydale day, which is not long:

 Sweete Themmes! runne softly, till I end my Song.   180
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Epithalamion
 

Edmund Spenser (1552–1599)
 

YE learnèd sisters, which have oftentimes

Beene to me ayding, others to adorne,

Whom ye thought worthy of your gracefull rymes,

That even the greatest did not greatly scorne

To heare theyr names sung in your simple layes,   5

But joyed in theyr praise;

And when ye list your owne mishaps to mourne,

Which death, or love, or fortunes wreck did rayse,

Your string could soone to sadder tenor turne,

And teach the woods and waters to lament   10

Your doleful dreriment:

Now lay those sorrowfull complaints aside;

And, having all your heads with girlands crownd,

Helpe me mine owne loves prayses to resound;

Ne let the same of any be envide:   15

So Orpheus did for his owne bride!

So I unto my selfe alone will sing;

The woods shall to me answer, and my Eccho ring.
 

Early, before the worlds light-giving lampe

His golden beame upon the hils doth spred,   20

Having disperst the nights unchearefull dampe,

Doe ye awake; and, with fresh lusty-hed,

Go to the bowre of my belovèd love,

My truest turtle dove;

Bid her awake; for Hymen is awake,   25

And long since ready forth his maske to move,

With his bright Tead that flames with many a flake,

And many a bachelor to waite on him,

In theyr fresh garments trim.

Bid her awake therefore, and soone her dight,   30

For lo! the wishèd day is come at last,

That shall, for all the paynes and sorrowes past,

Pay to her usury of long delight:

And, whylest she doth her dight,

Doe ye to her of joy and solace sing,   35

That all the woods may answer, and your eccho ring.
 

Bring with you all the Nymphes that you can heare

Both of the rivers and the forrests greene,

And of the sea that neighbours to her neare:

Al with gay girlands goodly wel beseene.   40

And let them also with them bring in hand

Another gay girland

For my fayre love, of lillyes and of roses,

Bound truelove wize, with a blew silke riband.

And let them make great store of bridale poses,   45

And let them eeke bring store of other flowers,

To deck the bridale bowers.

And let the ground whereas her foot shall tread,

For feare the stones her tender foot should wrong,

Be strewed with fragrant flowers all along,   50

And diapred lyke the discolored mead.

Which done, doe at her chamber dore awayt,

For she will waken strayt;

The whiles doe ye this song unto her sing,

The woods shall to you answer, and your Eccho ring.   55
 

Ye Nymphes of Mulla, which with carefull heed

The silver scaly trouts doe tend full well,

And greedy pikes which use therein to feed:

(Those trouts and pikes all others doo excell;)

And ye likewise, which keep the rushy lake,   60

Where none doo fishes take;

Bynd up the locks the which hang scattered light,

And in his waters, which your mirror make,

Behold your faces as the christall bright,

That when you come whereas my love doth lie,   65

No blemish she may spie.

And eke, ye lightfoot mayds, which keep the deere,

That on the hoary mountayne used to towre;

And the wylde wolves, which seeke them to devoure,

With your steel darts doo chace from coming neer,   70

Be also present heere,

To helpe to decke her, and to help to sing,

That all the woods may answer, and your eccho ring.
 

Wake now, my love, awake! for it is time;

The Rosy Morne long since left Tithones bed,   75

All ready to her silver coche to clyme;

And Phœbus gins to shew his glorious hed.

Hark! how the cheereful birds do chaunt theyr laies

And carrol of Loves praise.

The merry Larke hir mattins sings aloft;   80

The Thrush replyes; the Mavis descant playes;

The Ouzell shrills; the Ruddock warbles soft;

So goodly all agree, with sweet consent,

To this dayes merriment.

Ah! my deere love, why doe ye sleepe thus long?   85

When meeter were that ye should now awake,

T’ awayt the comming of your joyous make,

And hearken to the birds love-learnèd song,

The deawy leaves among!

For they of joy and pleasance to you sing,   90

That all the woods them answer, and theyr eccho ring.
 

My love is now awake out of her dreames,

And her fayre eyes, like stars that dimmèd were

With darksome cloud, now shew theyr goodly beams

More bright then Hesperus his head doth rere.   95

Come now, ye damzels, daughters of delight,

Helpe quickly her to dight:

But first come ye fayre houres, which were begot

In Joves sweet paradice of Day and Night;

Which doe the seasons of the yeare allot,   100

And al, that ever in this world is fayre,

Doe make and still repayre:

And ye three handmayds of the Cyprian Queene,

The which doe still adorne her beauties pride,

Helpe to addorne my beautifullest bride:   105

And, as ye her array, still throw betweene

Some graces to be seene;

And, as ye use to Venus, to her sing,

The whiles the woods shal answer, and your eccho ring.
 

Now is my love all ready forth to come:   110

Let all the virgins therefore well awayt:

And ye fresh boyes, that tend upon her groome,

Prepare yourselves; for he is comming strayt.

Set all your things in seemely good array,

Fit for so joyfull day:   115

The joyfulst day that ever sunne did see.

Faire Sun! shew forth thy favourable ray,

And let thy lifull heat not fervent be,

For feare of burning her sunshyny face,

Her beauty to disgrace.   120

O fayrest Phœbus! father of the Muse!

If ever I did honour thee aright,

Or sing the thing that mote thy mind delight,

Doe not thy servants simple boone refuse;

But let this day, let this one day, be myne;   125

Let all the rest be thine.

Then I thy soverayne prayses loud wil sing,

That all the woods shal answer, and theyr eccho ring.
 

Harke! how the Minstrils gin to shrill aloud

Their merry Musick that resounds from far,   130

The pipe, the tabor, and the trembling Croud,

That well agree withouten breach or jar.

But, most of all, the Damzels doe delite

When they their tymbrels smyte,

And thereunto doe daunce and carrol sweet,   135

That all the sences they doe ravish quite;

The whyles the boyes run up and downe the street,

Crying aloud with strong confusèd noyce,

As if it were one voyce,

Hymen, iö Hymen, Hymen, they do shout;   140

That even to the heavens theyr shouting shrill

Doth reach, and all the firmament doth fill;

To which the people standing all about,

As in approvance, doe thereto applaud,

And loud advaunce her laud;   145

And evermore they Hymen, Hymen sing,

That al the woods them answer, and theyr eccho ring.
 

Loe! where she comes along with portly pace,

Lyke Phoebe, from her chamber of the East,

Arysing forth to run her mighty race,   150

Clad all in white, that seemes a virgin best.

So well it her beseemes, that ye would weene

Some angell she had beene.

Her long loose yellow locks lyke golden wyre,

Sprinckled with perle, and perling flowres atweene,   155

Doe lyke a golden mantle her attyre;

And, being crownèd with a girland greene,

Seeme lyke some mayden Queene.

Her modest eyes, abashèd to behold

So many gazers as on her do stare,   160

Upon the lowly ground affixèd are;

Ne dare lift up her countenance too bold,

But blush to heare her prayses sung so loud,

So farre from being proud.

Nathless doe ye still loud her prayses sing,   165

That all the woods may answer, and your eccho ring.
 

Tell me, ye merchants daughters, did ye see

So fayre a creature in your towne before;

So sweet, so lovely, and so mild as she,

Adorned with beautyes grace and vertues store?   170

Her goodly eyes lyke Saphyres shining bright,

Her forehead yvory white,

Her cheeks lyke apples which the sun hath rudded,

Her lips like cherryes charming men to byte,

Her brest like to a bowle of creame uncrudded,   175

Her paps lyke lyllies budded,

Her snowie neck lyke to a marble towre;

And all her body like a pallace fayre,

Ascending up, with many a stately stayre,

To honours seat and chastities sweet bowre.   180

Why stand ye still ye virgins in amaze,

Upon her so to gaze,

Whiles ye forget your former lay to sing,

To which the woods did answer, and your eccho ring?
 

But if ye was that which no eyes can see,   185

The inward beauty of her lively spright,

Garnisht with heavenly guifts of high degree,

Much more then would ye wonder at that sight,

And stand astonisht lyke to those which red

Medusaes mazeful hed.   190

There dwels sweet love, and constant chastity,

Unspotted fayth, and comely womanhood,

Regard of honour, and mild modesty;

There vertue raynes as Queene in royal throne,

And giveth lawes alone,   195

The which the base affections doe obay,

And yeeld theyr services unto her will;

Ne thought of thing uncomely ever may

Thereto approch to tempt her mind to ill.

Had ye once seene these her celestial threasures,   200

And unrevealèd pleasures,

Then would ye wonder, and her prayses sing,

That al the woods should answer, and your eccho ring.
 

Open the temple gates unto my love,

Open them wide that she may enter in,   205

And all the postes adorne as doth behove,

And all the pillours deck with girlands trim,

For to receyve this Saynt with honour dew,

That commeth in to you.

With trembling steps, and humble reverence,   210

She commeth in, before th’ Almighties view;

Of her ye virgins learne obedience,

When so ye come into those holy places,

To humble your proud faces:

Bring her up to th’ high altar, that she may   215

The sacred ceremonies there partake,

The which do endlesse matrimony make;

And let the roring Organs loudly play

The praises of the Lord in lively notes;

The whiles, with hollow throates,   220

The Choristers the joyous Antheme sing,

That al the woods may answere, and their eccho ring.
 

Behold, whiles she before the altar stands,

Hearing the holy priest that to her speakes,

And blesseth her with his two happy hands,   225

How the red roses flush up in her cheekes,

And the pure snow, with goodly vermill stayne

Like crimsin dyde in grayne:

That even th’ Angels, which continually

About the sacred Altare doe remaine,   230

Forget their service and about her fly,

Ofte peeping in her face, that seems more fayre,

The more they on it stare.

But her sad eyes, still fastened on the ground,

Are governèd with goodly modesty,   235

That suffers not one looke to glaunce awry,

Which may let in one little thought unsownd.

Why blush ye, love, to give to me your hand,

The pledge of all our band!

Sing, ye sweet Angels, Alleluya sing,   240

That all the woods may answere, and your eccho ring.
 

Now al is done: bring home the bride againe;

Bring home the triumph of our victory:

Bring home with you the glory of her gaine

With joyance bring her and with jollity.   245

Never had man more joyfull day then this,

Whom heaven would heape with blis,

Make feast therefore now all this live-long day;

This day for ever to me holy is.

Poure out the wine without restraint or stay,   250

Poure not by cups, but by the belly full,

Poure out to all that wull,

And sprinkle all the postes and wals with wine,

That they may sweat, and drunken be withall.

Crowne ye God Bacchus with a coronall,   255

And Hymen also crowne with wreathes of vine;

And let the Graces daunce unto the rest,

For they can doo it best:

The whiles the maydens doe theyr carroll sing,

To which the woods shall answer, and theyr eccho ring.   260
 

Ring ye the bels, ye yong men of the towne,

And leave your wonted labors for this day:

This day is holy; doe ye write it downe,

That ye for ever it remember may.

This day the sunne is in his chiefest hight,   265

With Barnaby the bright,

From whence declining daily by degrees,

He somewhat loseth of his heat and light,

When once the Crab behind his back he sees.

But for this time it ill ordainèd was,   270

To chose the longest day in all the yeare,

The shortest night, when longest fitter weare:

Yet never day so long, but late would passe.

Ring ye the bels, to make it weare away,

And bonefiers make all day;   275

And daunce about them, and about them sing,

That all the woods may answer, and your eccho ring.
 

Ah! when will this long weary day have end,

And lende me leave to come unto my love?

How slowly do the houres theyr numbers spend?   280

How slowly does sad Time his feathers move?

Hast thee, O fayrest Planet, to thy home,

Within the Westerne fome:

Thy tyrèd steedes long since have need of rest.

Long though it be, at last I see it gloome,   285

And the bright evening-star with golden creast

Appeare out of the East.

Fayre childe of beauty! glorious lampe of love!

That all the host of heaven in rankes doost lead,

And guydest lovers through the nights sad dread,   290

How chearefully thou lookest from above,

And seemst to laugh atweene thy twinkling light,

As joying in the sight

Of these glad many, which for joy doe sing,

That all the woods them answer, and their eccho ring.   295
 

Now ceasse, ye damsels, your delights fore-past;

Enough it is that all the day was youres:

Now day is doen, and night is nighing fast,

Now bring the Bryde into the brydall boures.

The night is come, now soon her disaray,   300

And in her bed her lay;

Lay her in lillies and in violets,

And silken courteins over her display,

And odourd sheetes, and Arras coverlets,

Behold how goodly my faire love does ly,   305

In proud humility!

Like unto Maia, when as Jove her took

In Tempe, lying on the flowry gras,

Twixt sleepe and wake, after she weary was,

With bathing in the Acidalian brooke.   310

Now it is night, ye damsels may be gon,

And leave my love alone,

And leave likewise your former lay to sing:

The woods no more shall answere, nor your eccho ring.
 

Now welcome, night! thou night so long expected,   315

That long daies labour doest at last defray,

And all my cares, which cruell Love collected,

Hast sumd in one, and cancellèd for aye:

Spread thy broad wing over my love and me,

That no man may us see;   320

And in thy sable mantle us enwrap,

From feare of perrill and foule horror free.

Let no false treason seeke us to entrap,

Nor any dread disquiet once annoy

The safety of our joy;   325

But let the night be calme, and quietsome,

Without tempestuous storms or sad afray:

Lyke as when Jove with fayre Alcmena lay,

When he begot the great Tirynthian groome:

Or lyke as when he with thy selfe did lie   330

And begot Majesty.

And let the mayds and yong men cease to sing;

Ne let the woods them answer nor theyr eccho ring.
 

Let no lamenting cryes, nor dolefull teares

Be heard all night within, nor yet without:   335

Ne let false whispers, breeding hidden feares,

Breake gentle sleepe with misconceivèd dout.

Let no deluding dreames, nor dreadfull sights,

Make sudden sad affrights;

Ne let house-fyres, nor lightnings helpelesse harmes,   340

Ne let the Pouke, nor other evill sprights,

Ne let mischivous witches with theyr charmes,

Ne let hob Goblins, names whose sence we see not,

Fray us with things that be not;

Let not the shriech Oule nor the Storke be heard,   345

Nor the night Raven, that still deadly yels:

Nor dammèd ghosts, cald up with mighty spels,

Nor griesly vultures, make us once affeard:

Ne let th’ unpleasant Quyre of Frogs still croking

Make us to wish theyr choking.   350

Let none of these theyr drery accents sing;

Ne let the woods them answer, nor theyr eccho ring.
 

But still let Silence trew night-watches keepe,

That sacred Peace may in assurance rayne,

And tymely Sleep, when it is tyme to sleepe,   355

May poure his limbs forth on your pleasant playne;

The whiles an hundred little wingèd loves,

Like divers-fethered doves,

Shall fly and flutter round about your bed,

And in the secret darke, that none reproves,   360

Their prety stealthes shal worke, and snares shal spread

To filch away sweet snatches of delight,

Conceald through covert night.

Ye sonnes of Venus, play your sports at will!

For greedy pleasure, carelesse of your toyes,   365

Thinks more upon her paradise of joyes,

Then what ye do, albe it good or ill.

All night therefore attend your merry play,

For it will soone be day:

Now none doth hinder you, that say or sing;   370

Ne will the woods now answer, nor your Eccho ring.
 

Who is the same, which at my window peepes?

Or whose is that faire face that shines so bright?

Is it not Cinthia, she that never sleepes,

But walkes about high heaven al the night?   375

O! fayrest goddesse, do thou not envy

My love with me to spy:

For thou likewise didst love, though now unthought

And for a fleece of wooll, which privily

The Latmian shepherd once unto thee brought,   380

His pleasures with thee wrought.

Therefore to us be favourable now;

And sith of wemens labours thou hast charge,

And generation goodly dost enlarge,

Encline thy will t’effect our wishfull vow,   385

And the chaste wombe informe with timely seed,

That may our comfort breed:

Till which we cease our hopefull hap to sing;

Ne let the woods us answere, nor our Eccho ring.
 

And thou, great Juno! which with awful might   390

The lawes of wedlock still dost patronize;

And the religion of the faith first plight

With sacred rites hast taught to solemnize;

And eeke for comfort often callèd art

Of women in their smart;   395

Eternally bind thou this lovely band,

And all thy blessings unto us impart.

And thou, glad Genius! in whose gentle hand

The bridale bowre and geniall bed remaine,

Without blemish or staine;   400

And the sweet pleasures of theyr loves delight

With secret ayde doest succor and supply,

Till they bring forth the fruitfull progeny;

Send us the timely fruit of this same night.

And thou, fayre Hebe! and thou, Hymen free!   405

Grant that it may so be.

Till which we cease your further prayse to sing;

Ne any woods shall answer, nor your Eccho ring.
 

And ye high heavens, the temple of the gods,

In which a thousand torches flaming bright   410

Doe burne, that to us wretched earthly clods

In dreadful darknesse lend desirèd light;

And all ye powers which in the same remayne,

More then we men can fayne!

Poure out your blessing on us plentiously,   415

And happy influence upon us raine,

That we may raise a large posterity,

Which from the earth, which they may long possesse

With lasting happinesse,

Up to your haughty pallaces may mount;   420

And for the guerdon of theyr glorious merit,

May heavenly tabernacles there inherit,

Of blessèd Saints for to increase the count.

So let us rest, sweet love, in hope of this,

And cease till then our tymely joyes to sing:   425

The woods no more us answer, nor our eccho ring!
 

Song! made in lieu of many ornaments,

With which my love should duly have been dect,

Which cutting off through hasty accidents,

Ye would not stay your dew time to expect,   430

But promist both to recompens;

Be unto her a goodly ornament,

And for short time an endlesse moniment.
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A Ditty
 

In praise of Eliza, Queen of the Shepherds
 

Edmund Spenser (1552–1599)
 

SEE where she sits upon the grassie greene,

   (O seemely sight!)

Yclad in Scarlot, like a mayden Queene,

   And ermines white:

Upon her head a Cremosin coronet   5

With Damaske roses and Daffadillies set:

   Bay leaves betweene,

   And primroses greene,

Embellish the sweete Violet.
 

Tell me, have ye seene her angelick face   10

   Like Phœbe fayre?

Her heavenly haveour, her princely grace,

   Can you well compare?

The Redde rose medled with the White yfere,

In either cheeke depeincten lively chere:   15

   Her modest eye,

   Her Majestie,

Where have you seene the like but there?
 

I see Calliope speede her to the place,

   Where my Goddesse shines;   20

And after her the other Muses trace

   With their Violines.

Bene they not Bay braunches which they do beare,

All for Elisa in her hand to weare?

   So sweetely they play,   25

   And sing all the way,

That it a heaven is to heare.
 

Lo, how finely the Graces can it foote

   To the Instrument:

They dauncen deffly, and singen soote,   30

   In their meriment.

Wants not a fourth Grace to make the daunce even?

Let that rowme to my Lady be yeven.

   She shal be a Grace,

   To fyll the fourth place,   35

And reigne with the rest in heaven.
 

Bring hether the Pincke and purple Cullambine,

   With Gelliflowres;

Bring Coronations, and Sops-in-wine

   Worne of Paramoures:   40

Strowe me the ground with Daffadowndillies,

And Cowslips, and Kingcups, and lovèd Lillies:

   The pretie Pawnce,

   And the Chevisaunce,

Shall match with the fayre flowre Delice.   45
 

Now ryse up, Elisa, deckèd as thou art

   In royall aray;

And now ye daintie Damsells may depart

   Eche one her way.

I feare I have troubled your troupes to longe:   50

Let dame Elisa thanke you for her song:

   And if you come hether

   When Damsines I gether,

I will part them all you among.
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Perigot and Willie’s Roundelay
 

Edmund Spenser (1552–1599)
 

IT fell upon a holly eve,

 Hey ho, hollidaye!

When holly fathers wont to shrieve,

 Now gynneth this roundelay.

Sitting upon a hill so hye,   5

 Hey ho, the high hyll!

The while my flocke did feede thereby,

 The while the shepheard selfe did spill:
 

I saw the bounching Bellibone,

 Hey ho, Bonibell!   10

Tripping over the dale alone:

 She can trippe it very well;

Well decked in a frocke of gray,

 Hey ho, gray is greete!

And in a kirtle of greene, saye,   15

 The greene is for maydens meete.
 

A chapelet on her head she wore,

 Hey ho, chapelet!

Of sweete violets therein was store,

 — She sweeter then the violet.   20

My sheepe did leave theyr wonted foode,

 Hey ho, seely sheepe!

And gazd on her, as they were wood,

 — Woode as he, that did them keepe.
 

As the bonnilasse passed bye,   25

 Hey ho, bonilasse!

She rovde at me with glauncing eye,

 As cleare as the christall glasse:

All as the sunnye beame so bright,

 Hey ho, the sunne beame!   30

Glaunceth from Phœbus face forthright,

 So love into my hart did streame:
 

Or as the thonder cleaves the cloudes,

 Hey ho, the thonder!

Wherein the lightsome levin shroudes,   35

 So cleaves thy soule asonder:

Or as Dame Cynthias silver raye

 Hey ho, the moonelight!

Upon the glyttering wave doth playe:

 Such play is a pitteous plight!   40
 

The glaunce into my heart did glide,

 Hey ho, the glyder!

Therewith my soule was sharply gryde;

 Such woundes soone wexen wider.

Hasting to raunch the arrow out,   45

 Hey ho, Perigot!

I left the head in my hart roote:

 It was a desperate shot.
 

There it ranckleth ay more and more,

 Hey ho, the arrowe!   50

Ne can I find salve for my sore:

 Love is a cureless sorrowe.

And though my bale with death I brought,

 Hey ho, heavie cheere!

Yet should thilk lasse not from my thought:   55

 So you may buye gold to deare.
 

But whether in paynefull love I pyne,

 Hey ho, pinching payne!

Or thrive in welth, she shalbe mine.

 But if thou can her obteine.   60

And if for gracelesse griefe I dye,

 Hey ho, graceless griefe!

Witnesse, shee slewe me with her eye:

 Let thy follye be the priefe.
 

And you that sawe it, simple shepe,   65

 Hey ho, the fayre flocke!

For priefe thereof my death shall weepe,

 And mone with many a mocke.

So learnd I love on a hollye eve, — 

 Hey ho, holidaye!   70

That ever since my hart did greve:

 Now endeth our roundelay.
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Easter
 

Edmund Spenser (1552–1599)
 

MOST glorious Lord of Lyfe! that, on this day,

Didst make Thy triumph over death and sin;

And, having harrowd hell, didst bring away

Captivity thence captive, us to win:

This joyous day, deare Lord, with joy begin;   5

And grant that we, for whom thou diddest dye,

Being with Thy deare blood clene washt from sin,

May live for ever in felicity!

And that Thy love we weighing worthily,

May likewise love Thee for the same againe;   10

And for Thy sake, that all lyke deare didst buy,

With love may one another entertayne!

 So let us love, deare Love, lyke as we ought,

 — Love is the lesson which the Lord us taught.
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What Guile Is This?
 

Edmund Spenser (1552–1599)
 

WHAT guile is this, that those her golden tresses

She doth attire under a net of gold;

And with sly skill so cunningly them dresses,

That which is gold or hair may scarce be told?

Is it that men’s frail eyes, which gaze too bold,   5

She may entangle in that golden snare;

And, being caught, may craftily enfold

Their weaker hearts, which are not well aware?

Take heed, therefore, mine eyes, how ye do stare

Henceforth too rashly on that guileful net,   10

In which, if ever ye entrappèd are,

Out of her bands ye by no means shall get.

 Fondness it were for any, being free,

 To cover fetters, though they golden be.
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Fair Is My Love
 

Edmund Spenser (1552–1599)
 

FAIR is my love, when her fair golden hairs

With the loose wind ye waving chance to mark;

Fair, when the rose in her red cheeks appears;

Or in her eyes the fire of love does spark.

Fair, when her breast, like a rich-laden bark,   5

With precious merchandise she forth doth lay;

Fair, when that cloud of pride, which oft doth dark

Her goodly light, with smiles she drives away.

But fairest she, when so she doth display

The gate with pearls and rubies richly dight;   10

Through which her words so wise do make their way

To bear the message of her gentle sprite.

 The rest be works of nature’s wonderment:

 But this the work of heart’s astonishment.
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So Oft as I Her Beauty do Behold
 

Edmund Spenser (1552–1599)
 

SO oft as I her beauty do behold,

And therewith do her cruelty compare,

I marvel of what substance was the mould,

The which her made at once so cruel fair,

Not earth, for her high thoughts more heavenly are;   5

Not water, for her love doth burn like fire;

Not air, for she is not so light or rare;

Not fire, for she doth freeze with faint desire.

Then needs another element inquire

Whereof she mote be made — that is, the sky;   10

For to the heaven her haughty looks aspire,

And eke her mind is pure immortal high.

 Then, sith to heaven ye likened are the best,

 Be like in mercy as in all the rest.
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Rudely Thou Wrongest My Dear Heart’s Desire
 

Edmund Spenser (1552–1599)
 

RUDELY thou wrongest my dear heart’s desire,

In finding fault with her too portly pride:

The thing which I do most in her admire,

Is of the world unworthy most envied;

For in those lofty looks is close implied   5

Scorn of base things, and ‘sdain of foul dishonour,

Threatening rash eyes which gaze on her so wide,

That loosely they ne dare to look upon her.

Such pride is praise, such portliness is honour,

That boldened innocence bears in her eyes;   10

And her fair countenance, like a goodly banner,

Spreads in defiance of all enemies.

 Was never in this world aught worthy tried,

 Without some spark of such self-pleasing pride.
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One Day I Wrote Her Name Upon the Strand
 

Edmund Spenser (1552–1599)
 

ONE day I wrote her name upon the strand,

But came the waves and washèd it away:

Again I wrote it with a second hand,

But came the tide and made my pains his prey.

Vain man (said she) that dost in vain assay   5

A mortal thing so to immortalise;

For I myself shall like to this decay,

And eke my name be wipèd out likewise.

Not so (quod I); let baser things devise

To die in dust, but you shall live by fame;   10

My verse your virtues rare shall eternise,

And in the heavens write your glorious name:

 Where, when as Death shall all the world subdue,

 Our love shall live, and later life renew.
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Like as the Culver, on the Bared Bough
 

Edmund Spenser (1552–1599)
 

LIKE as the culver, on the barèd bough,

Sits mourning for the absence of her mate;

And, in her songs, sends many a wishful vow

For his return that seems to linger late:

So I alone, now left disconsolate,   5

Mourn to myself the absence of my love;

And, wandering here and there all desolate,

Seek with my plaints to match that mournful dove

Ne joy of aught that under heaven doth hove,

Can comfort me, but her own joyous sight   10

Whose sweet aspect both God and man can move,

In her unspotted pleasance to delight.

 Dark is my day, whiles her fair light I miss,

 And dead my life that wants such lively bliss.
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William Habington
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To Roses in the Bosom of Castara
 

William Habington (1605–1654)
 

YE blushing virgins happy are

 In the chaste nunnery of her breasts — 

For he’d profane so chaste a fair,

 Whoe’er should call them Cupid’s nests.
 

Transplanted thus how bright ye grow!   5

 How rich a perfume do ye yield!

In some close garden cowslips so

 Are sweeter than i’ th’ open field.
 

In those white cloisters live secure

 From the rude blasts of wanton breath! — 10

Each hour more innocent and pure,

 Till you shall wither into death.
 

Then that which living gave you room,

 Your glorious sepulchre shall be.

There wants no marble for a tomb   15

 Whose breast hath marble been to me.
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Nox Nocti Indicat Scientiam
 

William Habington (1605–1654)
 

WHEN I survey the bright

 Celestial sphere;

So rich with jewels hung, that Night

 Doth like an Ethiop bride appear:
 

 My soul her wings doth spread   5

   And heavenward flies,

Th’ Almighty’s mysteries to read

 In the large volume of the skies.
 

 For the bright firmament

   Shoots forth no flame   10

So silent, but is eloquent

 In speaking the Creator’s name.
 

 No unregarded star

   Contracts its light

Into so small a character,   15

 Removed far from our human sight,
 

 But if we steadfast look

   We shall discern

In it, as in some holy book,

 How man may heavenly knowledge learn.   20
 

 It tells the conqueror

   That far-stretch’d power,

Which his proud dangers traffic for,

 Is but the triumph of an hour:
 

 That from the farthest North,   25

   Some nation may,

Yet undiscover’d, issue forth,

 And o’er his new-got conquest sway:
 

 Some nation yet shut in

   With hills of ice   30

May be let out to scourge his sin,

 Till they shall equal him in vice.
 

 And then they likewise shall

   Their ruin have;

For as yourselves your empires fall,   35

 And every kingdom hath a grave.
 

 Thus those celestial fires,

   Though seeming mute,

The fallacy of our desires

 And all the pride of life confute: — 40
 

 For they have watch’d since first

   The World had birth:

And found sin in itself accurst,

 And nothing permanent on Earth.
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Christopher Marlowe
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The Passionate Shepherd to His Love
 

Christopher Marlowe (1564–1593)
 

COME live with me and be my Love,

And we will all the pleasures prove

That hills and valleys, dales and field,

Or woods or steepy mountain yields.
 

And we will sit upon the rocks   5

And see the shepherds feed their flocks,

By shallow rivers, to whose falls

Melodious birds sing madrigals.
 

And I will make thee beds of roses

And a thousand fragrant posies,   10

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle

Embroider’d all with leaves of myrtle.
 

A gown made of the finest wool,

Which from our pretty lambs we pull,

Fair linèd slippers for the cold,   15

With buckles of the purest gold.
 

A belt of straw and ivy buds

With coral clasps and amber studs:

And if these pleasures may thee move,

Come live with me and be my Love.   20
 

The silver dishes for thy meat

As precious as the gods do eat,

Shall on an ivory table be

Prepared each day for thee and me.
 

The shepherd swains shall dance and sing   25

For thy delight each May-morning:

If these delights thy mind may move,

Then live with me and be my Love.
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Her Reply (Written by Sir Walter Raleigh)
 

Christopher Marlowe (1564–1593)
 

IF all the world and love were young,

And truth in every shepherd’s tongue,

These pretty pleasures might me move

To live with thee and be thy Love.
 

But Time drives flocks from field to fold;   5

When rivers rage and rocks grow cold;

And Philomel becometh dumb;

The rest complains of cares to come.
 

The flowers do fade, and wanton fields

To wayward Winter reckoning yields:   10

A honey tongue, a heart of gall,

Is fancy’s spring, but sorrow’s fall.
 

Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses,

Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies,

Soon break, soon wither — soon forgotten,   15

In folly ripe, in reason rotten.
 

Thy belt of straw and ivy-buds,

Thy coral clasps and amber studs, — 

All these in me no means can move

To come to thee and be thy Love.   20
 

But could youth last, and love still breed,

Had joys no date, nor age no need,

Then these delights my mind might move

To live with thee and be thy Love.
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Richard Rowlands
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Our Blessed Lady’s Lullaby
 

Richard Rowlands (1565–1620)
 

UPON my lap, my Sovereign sits,

 And sucks upon my breast;

Meanwhile his love sustains my life,

 And gives my body rest.

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,   5

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.
 

When thou hast taken thy repast,

 Repose, my babe, on me.

So may thy mother and thy nurse,

 Thy cradle also be.   10

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.
 

I grieve that duty doth not work

 All that my wishing would,

Because I would not be to thee   15

 But in the best I should.

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.
 

Yet as I am and as I may,

 I must and will be thine,   20

Though all too little for thyself

 Vouchsafing to be mine.

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.
 

My wits, my words, my deeds, my thoughts,   25

 And else what is in me,

I rather will not wish to use,

 If not in serving thee.

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.   30
 

My babe, my bliss, my child, my choice,

 My fruit, my flower, and bud,

My Jesus, and my only joy,

 The sum of all my good.

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,   35

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.
 

My sweetness, and the sweetest most

 That heaven could earth deliver,

Soul of my love, spirit of my life,

 Abide with me for ever.   40

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.
 

Live still with me, and be my love,

 And death will me refrain,

Unless thou let me die with thee,   45

 To live with thee again.

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.
 

Leave now to wail, thou luckless wight

 That wrought’st thy race’s woe,   50

Redress is found, and foilèd is

 Thy fruit-alluring foe.

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.
 

The fruit of death from Paradise   55

 Made the exiled mourn;

My fruit of life to Paradise

 Makes joyful thy return.

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.   60
 

Grow up, good fruit be nourished by

 These fountains two of me,

That only flow with maiden’s milk,

 The only meat for thee.

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,   65

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.
 

The earth has now a heaven become,

 And this base bower of mine,

A princely palace unto me,

 My son doth make to shine.   70

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.
 

His sight gives clearness to my sight,

 When waking I him see,

And sleeping, his mild countenance   75

 Gives favour unto me.

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.
 

When I him in mine arms embrace,

 I feel my heart embraced,   80

Even by the inward grace of his.

 Which he in me hath placed.

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.
 

And when I kiss his loving lips,   85

 Then his sweet-smelling breath

Doth yield a savour to my soul,

 That feeds love, hope, and faith.

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.   90
 

The shepherds left their keeping sheep,

 For joy to see my lamb;

How may I more rejoice to see

 Myself to be the dam.

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,   95

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.
 

Three kings their treasures hither brought

 Of incense, myrrh, and gold;

The heaven’s treasure, and the king

 That here they might behold.   100

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.
 

One sort an angel did direct,

 A star did guide the other,

And all the fairest son to see   105

 That ever had a mother.

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.
 

This sight I see, this child I have,

 This infant I embrace,   110

O endless comfort of the earth,

 And heaven’s eternal grace.

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.
 

Thee sanctity herself doth serve,   115

 Thee goodness doth attend,

Thee blessedness doth wait upon,

 And virtues all commend.

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.   120
 

Great kings and prophets wishèd have

 To see that I possess,

Yet wish I never thee to see,

 If not in thankfulness.

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,   125

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.
 

Let heaven and earth, and saints and men,

 Assistance give to me,

That all their most concurring aid

 Augment my thanks to thee.   130

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.
 

And let the ensuing blessèd race,

 Thou wilt succeeding raise,

Join all their praises unto mine,   135

 To multiply thy praise.

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.
 

And take my service well in worth,

 And Joseph’s here with me,   140

Who of my husband bears the name,

 Thy servant for to be.

  Sing, lullaby, my little boy,

  Sing, lullaby, my livës joy.
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Thomas Nashe
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In Time of Pestilence
 

Thomas Nashe (1567–1601)
 

ADIEU, farewell earth’s bliss!

This world uncertain is:

Fond are life’s lustful joys,

Death proves them all but toys.

None from his darts can fly;   5

I am sick, I must die — 

    Lord, have mercy on us!
 

Rich men, trust not in wealth,

Gold cannot buy you health;

Physic himself must fade;   10

All things to end are made;

The plague full swift goes by;

I am sick, I must die — 

    Lord, have mercy on us!
 

Beauty is but a flower   15

Which wrinkles will devour;

Brightness falls from the air;

Queens have died young and fair;

Dust hath closed Helen’s eye;

I am sick, I must die — 20

    Lord, have mercy on us!
 

Strength stoops unto the grave,

Worms feed on Hector brave;

Swords may not fight with fate;

Earth still holds ope her gate;   25

Come, come! the bells do cry;

I am sick, I must die — 

    Lord, have mercy on us!
 

Wit with his wantonness

Tasteth death’s bitterness;   30

Hell’s executioner

Hath no ears for to hear

What vain art can reply:

I am sick, I must die — 

    Lord, have mercy on us!   35
 

Haste therefore each degree

To welcome destiny;

Heaven is our heritage,

Earth but a player’s stage.

Mount we unto the sky;   40

I am sick, I must die — 

    Lord, have mercy on us!
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Spring
 

Thomas Nashe (1567–1601)
 

SPRING, the sweet Spring, is the year’s pleasant king;

Then blooms each thing, then maids dance in a ring

Cold doth not sting, the pretty birds do sing,

 Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo!
 

The palm and may make country houses gay,   5

Lambs frisk and play, the shepherds pipe all day,

And we hear aye birds tune this merry lay,

 Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo!
 

The fields breathe sweet, the daisies kiss our feet,

Young lovers meet, old wives a-sunning sit,   10

In every street these tunes our ears do greet,

 Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo!

   Spring! the sweet Spring!
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Prologue to ‘Romeo and Juliet’
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

Enter Chorus.
 Chor.  Two households, both alike in dignity,
 

In fair Verona, where we lay our scene,
 From ancient grudge break to new mutiny,
 

Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean.   5
 From forth the fatal loins of these two foes
 

A pair of star-cross’d lovers take their life;
 Whose misadventur’d piteous overthrows
 

Do with their death bury their parents’ strife.
 The fearful passage of their death-mark’d love,   10
 

And the continuance of their parents’ rage,
 Which, but their children’s end, nought could remove,
 

Is now the two hours’ traffick of our stage;
 The which if you with patient ears attend,
 What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to mend.  [Exit.   15
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Romeo Meets Juliet for the First Time
 

Act I. Scene V.
 

Rom.  What lady is that which doth enrich the hand
 Of yonder knight?
 

Serv.  I know not, sir.   40
 

Rom.
   O! she doth teach the torches to burn bright.
 It seems she hangs upon the cheek of night
 Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop’s ear;
 Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear!
 So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows,   45
 As yonder lady o’er her fellows shows.
 The measure done, I’ll watch her place of stand,
 And, touching hers, make blessed my rude hand.
 Did my heart love till now? forswear it, sight!
 For I ne’er saw true beauty till this night.   50
 

Tyb.  This, by his voice, should be a Montague.
 Fetch me my rapier, boy. What! dares the slave
 Come hither, cover’d with an antick face,
 To fleer and scorn at our solemnity?
 Now, by the stock and honour of my kin,   55
 To strike him dead I hold it not a sin.
 

Cap.  Why, how now, kinsman! wherefore storm you so?
 

Tyb.  Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe;
 A villain that is hither come in spite,
 To scorn at our solemnity this night.   60
 

Cap.  Young Romeo, is it?
 

Tyb.        ’Tis he, that villain Romeo.
 

Cap.  Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone:
 He bears him like a portly gentleman;
 And, to say truth, Verona brags of him   65
 To be a virtuous and well-govern’d youth.
 I would not for the wealth of all this town
 Here in my house do him disparagement;
 Therefore be patient, take no note of him:
 It is my will; the which if thou respect,   70
 Show a fair presence and put off these frowns,
 An ill-beseeming semblance for a feast.
 

Tyb.  It fits, when such a villain is a guest:
 I’ll not endure him.
 

Cap.        He shall be endur’d:   75
 What! goodman boy; I say, he shall, go to;
 Am I the master here, or you? go to.
 You’ll not endure him! God shall mend my soul!
 You’ll make a mutiny among my guests!
 You will set cock-a-hoop! you’ll be the man!   80
 

Tyb.  Why, uncle, ’tis a shame.
 

Cap.        Go to, go to;
 You are a saucy boy — is ‘t so indeed? — 
 This trick may chance to scathe you. — I know what:
 You must contrary me! marry, ’tis time.   85
 Well said, my hearts! You are a princox; go:
 Be quiet, or — More light, more light! — For shame!
 I’ll make you quiet. What! cheerly, my hearts!
 

Tyb.  Patience perforce with wilful choler meeting
 Makes my flesh tremble in their different greeting.   90
 I will withdraw; but this intrusion shall
 Now seeming sweet convert to bitter gall.  [Exit.
 

Rom.  [To JULIET.]  If I profane with my unworthiest hand
 This holy shrine, the gentle sin is this;
 My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand   95
 To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss.
 

Jul.  Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much,
 Which mannerly devotion shows in this;
 For saints have hands that pilgrims’ hands do touch,
 And palm to palm is holy palmers’ kiss.   100
 

Rom.  Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too?
 

Jul.  Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in prayer.
 

Rom.  O! then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do;
 They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to despair.
 

Jul.  Saints do not move, though grant for prayers’ sake.   105
 

Rom.  Then move not, while my prayers’ effect I take.
 Thus from my lips, by thine, my sin is purg’d.  [Kissing her.
 

Jul.  Then have my lips the sin that they have took.
 

Rom.  Sin from my lips? O trespass sweetly urg’d!
 Give me my sin again.   110
 

Jul.        You kiss by the book.
 

Nurse.  Madam, your mother craves a word with you.
 

Rom.  What is her mother?
 

Nurse.        Marry, bachelor,
 Her mother is the lady of the house,   115
 And a good lady, and a wise, and virtuous:
 I nurs’d her daughter, that you talk’d withal;
 I tell you he that can lay hold of her
 Shall have the chinks.
 

Rom.        Is she a Capulet?   120
 O dear account! my life is my foe’s debt.
 

Ben.  Away, be gone; the sport is at the best.
 

Rom.  Ay, so I fear; the more is my unrest.
 

Cap.  Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone;
 We have a trifling foolish banquet towards.   125
 Is it e’en so? Why then, I thank you all;
 I thank you, honest gentlemen; good-night.
 More torches here! Come on then, let’s to bed.
 Ah! sirrah, by my fay, it waxes late;
 I’ll to my rest.  [Exeunt all except JULIET and Nurse.   130
 

Jul.  Come hither, nurse. What is yond gentleman?
 

Nurse.  The son and heir of old Tiberio.
 

Jul.  What’s he that now is going out of door?
 

Nurse.  Marry, that, I think, be young Petruchio.
 

Jul.  What’s he, that follows there, that would not dance?   135
 

Nurse.  I know not.
 

Jul.  Go, ask his name. — If he be married,
 My grave is like to be my wedding bed.
 

Nurse.  His name is Romeo, and a Montague;
 The only son of your great enemy.   140
 

Jul.  My only love sprung from my only hate!
 Too early seen unknown, and known too late!
 Prodigious birth of love it is to me,
 That I must love a loathed enemy.
 

Nurse.  What’s this, what’s this?   145
 

Jul.        A rime I learn’d even now
 Of one I danc’d withal.  [One calls within, ‘JULIET!’
 

Nurse.
       Anon, anon! — 
 Come, let’s away; the strangers are all gone.  [Exeunt.
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Portia’s ‘Quality of Mercy’ Speech (The Merchant of Venice)
 

Act IV. Scene I.
 

Por.        Do you confess the bond?
 

Ant.  I do.
 

Por.        Then must the Jew be merciful.
 

Shy.  On what compulsion must I? tell me that.
 

Por.  The quality of mercy is not strain’d,   180
 It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven
 Upon the place beneath: it is twice bless’d;
 It blesseth him that gives and him that takes:
 ’Tis mightiest in the mightiest; it becomes
 The throned monarch better than his crown;   185
 His sceptre shows the force of temporal power,
 The attribute to awe and majesty,
 Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings;
 But mercy is above this sceptred sway,
 It is enthroned in the hearts of kings,   190
 It is an attribute to God himself,
 And earthly power doth then show likest God’s
 When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew,
 Though justice be thy plea, consider this,
 That in the course of justice none of us   195
 Should see salvation: we do pray for mercy,
 And that same prayer doth teach us all to render
 The deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much
 To mitigate the justice of thy plea,
 Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice   200
 Must needs give sentence ‘gainst the merchant there.
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Jaques’ ‘All the World’s a Stage’ Speech (As You Like It)
 

Act II. Scene VII.
 

Jaq.        All the world’s a stage,
 And all the men and women merely players:
 They have their exits and their entrances;
 And one man in his time plays many parts,   150
 His acts being seven ages. At first the infant,
 Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms.
 And then the whining school-boy, with his satchel,
 And shining morning face, creeping like snail
 Unwillingly to school. And then the lover,   155
 Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad
 Made to his mistress’ eyebrow. Then a soldier,
 Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard,
 Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel,
 Seeking the bubble reputation   160
 Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then the justice,
 In fair round belly with good capon lin’d,
 With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut,
 Full of wise saws and modern instances;
 And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts   165
 Into the lean and slipper’d pantaloon,
 With spectacles on nose and pouch on side,
 His youthful hose well sav’d, a world too wide
 For his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice,
 Turning again toward childish treble, pipes   170
 And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all,
 That ends this strange eventful history,
 Is second childishness and mere oblivion,
 Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything.
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Puck’s Epilogue (Midsummer Night’s Dream)
 

Puck.  If we shadows have offended,

        Think but this, and all is mended,

        That you have but slumber’d here

        While these visions did appear.

        And this weak and idle theme,   60

        No more yielding but a dream,

        Gentles, do not reprehend:

        If you pardon, we will mend.

        And, as I’m an honest Puck,

        If we have unearned luck   65

        Now to ‘scape the serpent’s tongue,

        We will make amends ere long;

        Else the Puck a liar call:

        So, good night unto you all.

        Give me your hands, if we be friends,   70

        And Robin shall restore amends.  [Exit.
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Othello’s ‘Put Out the Light’ Speech
 

Act V. Scene II.
 

A Bedchamber in the Castle.  DESDEMONA in bed asleep.  A light burning.
 

Enter OTHELLO.
 

Oth.  It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul;
 Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars!
 It is the cause. Yet I’ll not shed her blood,   5
 Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow,
 And smooth as monumental alabaster.
 Yet she must die, else she’ll betray more men.
 Put out the light, and then put out the light:
 If I quench thee, thou flaming minister,   10
 I can again thy former light restore,
 Should I repent me; but once put out thy light,
 Thou cunning’st pattern of excelling nature,
 I know not where is that Promethean heat
 That can thy light relume. When I have pluck’d the rose,   15
 I cannot give it vital growth again,
 It needs must wither: I’ll smell it on the tree.  [Kisses her.
 O balmy breath, that dost almost persuade
 Justice to break her sword! One more, one more.
 Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee,   20
 And love thee after. One more, and this the last:
 So sweet was ne’er so fatal. I must weep,
 But they are cruel tears; this sorrow’s heavenly,
 It strikes where it doth love. She wakes.
 

Des.  Who’s there? Othello?   25
 

Oth.        Ay, Desdemona.
 

Des.  Will you come to bed, my lord?
 

Oth.  Have you pray’d to-night, Desdemona?
 

Des.        Ay, my lord.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Gaunt’s ‘This England’ Speech (Richard II)
 

Act II. Scene I.
 

Gaunt.  Methinks I am a prophet new inspir’d,
 And thus expiring do foretell of him:
 His rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last,   35
 For violent fires soon burn out themselves;
 Small showers last long, but sudden storms are short;
 He tires betimes that spurs too fast betimes;
 With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder:
 Light vanity, insatiate cormorant,   40
 Consuming means, soon preys upon itself.
 This royal throne of kings, this scepter’d isle,
 This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars,
 This other Eden, demi-paradise,
 This fortress built by Nature for herself   45
 Against infection and the hand of war,
 This happy breed of men, this little world,
 This precious stone set in the silver sea,
 Which serves it in the office of a wall,
 Or as a moat defensive to a house,   50
 Against the envy of less happier lands,
 This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England,
 This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings,
 Fear’d by their breed and famous by their birth,
 Renowned for their deeds as far from home, — 55
 For Christian service and true chivalry, — 
 As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry
 Of the world’s ransom, blessed Mary’s Son:
 This land of such dear souls, this dear, dear land,
 Dear for her reputation through the world,   60
 Is now leas’d out, — I die pronouncing it, — 
 Like to a tenement, or pelting farm:
 England, bound in with the triumphant sea,
 Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege
 Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with shame,   65
 With inky blots, and rotten parchment bonds:
 That England, that was wont to conquer others,
 Hath made a shameful conquest of itself.
 Ah! would the scandal vanish with my life,
 How happy then were my ensuing death.   70
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Hamlet’s ‘To Be or Not to Be’ Speech
 

Act III. Scene I.
 

Enter HAMLET.   65
 

Ham.  To be, or not to be: that is the question:
 Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to suffer
 The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,
 Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,
 And by opposing end them? To die: to sleep;   70
 No more; and, by a sleep to say we end
 The heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks
 That flesh is heir to, ’tis a consummation
 Devoutly to be wish’d. To die, to sleep;
 To sleep: perchance to dream: ay, there’s the rub;   75
 For in that sleep of death what dreams may come
 When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,
 Must give us pause. There’s the respect
 That makes calamity of so long life;
 For who would bear the whips and scorns of time,   80
 The oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely,
 The pangs of dispriz’d love, the law’s delay,
 The insolence of office, and the spurns
 That patient merit of the unworthy takes,
 When he himself might his quietus make   85
 With a bare bodkin? who would fardels bear,
 To grunt and sweat under a weary life,
 But that the dread of something after death,
 The undiscover’d country from whose bourn
 No traveller returns, puzzles the will,   90
 And makes us rather bear those ills we have
 Than fly to others that we know not of?
 Thus conscience does make cowards of us all;
 And thus the native hue of resolution
 Is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought,   95
 And enterprises of great pith and moment
 With this regard their currents turn awry,
 And lose the name of action. Soft you now!
 The fair Ophelia! Nymph, in thy orisons
 Be all my sins remember’d.   100
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Prospero’s ‘Such Stuff as Dreams are Made on’ Speech (The Tempest)
 

Act VI. Scene I.
 

Pro.  You do look, my son, in a mov’d sort,
 As if you were dismay’d: be cheerful, sir:
 Our revels now are ended. These our actors,   160
 As I foretold you, were all spirits and
 Are melted into air, into thin air:
 And, like the baseless fabric of this vision,
 The cloud-capp’d towers, the gorgeous palaces,
 The solemn temples, the great globe itself,   165
 Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve
 And, like this insubstantial pageant faded,
 Leave not a rack behind. We are such stuff
 As dreams are made on, and our little life
 Is rounded with a sleep. — Sir, I am vex’d:   170
 Bear with my weakness; my old brain is troubled.
 Be not disturb’d with my infirmity.
 If you be pleas’d, retire into my cell
 And there repose: a turn or two I’ll walk,
 To still my beating mind.   175
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Henry V’s ‘Once More unto the Breach’ Speech
 

Act III. Scene I.
 

France.  Before Harfleur.
 

Alarums.  Enter KING HENRY, EXETER, BEDFORD, GLOUCESTER, and Soldiers, with scaling ladders.
 

K. Hen.  Once more unto the breach, dear friends, once more;
 Or close the wall up with our English dead!
 In peace there’s nothing so becomes a man   5
 As modest stillness and humility:
 But when the blast of war blows in our ears,
 Then imitate the action of the tiger;
 Stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood,
 Disguise fair nature with hard-favour’d rage;   10
 Then lend the eye a terrible aspect;
 Let it pry through the portage of the head
 Like the brass cannon; let the brow o’erwhelm it
 As fearfully as doth a galled rock
 O’erhang and jutty his confounded base,   15
 Swill’d with the wild and wasteful ocean.
 Now set the teeth and stretch the nostril wide,
 Hold hard the breath, and bend up every spirit
 To his full height! On, on, you noblest English!
 Whose blood is fet from fathers of war-proof;   20
 Fathers that, like so many Alexanders,
 Have in these parts from morn till even fought,
 And sheath’d their swords for lack of argument.
 Dishonour not your mothers; now attest
 That those whom you call’d fathers did beget you.   25
 Be copy now to men of grosser blood,
 And teach them how to war. And you, good yeomen,
 Whose limbs were made in England, show us here
 The mettle of your pasture; let us swear
 That you are worth your breeding; which I doubt not;   30
 For there is none of you so mean and base
 That hath not noble lustre in your eyes.
 I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips,
 Straining upon the start. The game’s afoot:
 Follow your spirit; and, upon this charge   35
 Cry ‘God for Harry! England and Saint George!’  
 

[Exeunt.  Alarum, and chambers go off.
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Macbeth’s ‘To-morrow’ Speech
 

Act V. Scene V.
 

Macb.  She should have died hereafter;
 There would have been a time for such a word.
 To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow,
 Creeps in this petty pace from day to day,   25
 To the last syllable of recorded time;
 And all our yesterdays have lighted fools
 The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle!
 Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player
 That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,   30
 And then is heard no more; it is a tale
 Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,
 Signifying nothing.
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Anthony’s ‘Let Slip the Dogs of War’ Speech (Julius Caesar)
 

Act III. Scene I.
 

Ant.  O! pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth,
 That I am meek and gentle with these butchers;   280
 Thou art the ruins of the noblest man
 That ever lived in the tide of times.
 Woe to the hand that shed this costly blood;
 Over thy wounds now do I prophesy,
 Which like dumb mouths do ope their ruby lips,   285
 To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue,
 A curse shall light upon the limbs of men;
 Domestic fury and fierce civil strife
 Shall cumber all the parts of Italy;
 Blood and destruction shall be so in use,   290
 And dreadful objects so familiar,
 That mothers shall but smile when they behold
 Their infants quarter’d with the hands of war;
 All pity chok’d with custom of fell deeds:
 And Cæsar’s spirit, ranging for revenge,   295
 With Ate by his side come hot from hell,
 Shall in these confines with a monarch’s voice
 Cry ‘Havoc!’ and let slip the dogs of war;
 That this foul deed shall smell above the earth
 With carrion men, groaning for burial.   300
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Famous Description of Cleopatra on the Barge (Anthony and Cleopatra)
 

Act II. Scene II.
 

Eno.  I will tell you.
 The barge she sat in, like a burnish’d throne,
 Burn’d on the water; the poop was beaten gold,
 Purple the sails, and so perfumed, that   225
 The winds were love-sick with them, the oars were silver,
 Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made
 The water which they beat to follow faster,
 As amorous of their strokes. For her own person,
 It beggar’d all description; she did lie   230
 In her pavilion, — cloth-of-gold of tissue, — 
 O’er-picturing that Venus where we see
 The fancy outwork nature; on each side her
 Stood pretty-dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids,
 With divers-colour’d fans, whose wind did seem   235
 To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool,
 And what they undid did.
 

Agr.        O! rare for Antony.
 

Eno.  Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides,
 So many mermaids, tended her i’ the eyes,   240
 And made their bends adornings; at the helm
 A seeming mermaid steers; the silken tackle
 Swell with the touches of those flower-soft hands,
 That yarely frame the office. From the barge
 A strange invisible perfume hits the sense   245
 Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast
 Her people out upon her, and Antony,
 Enthron’d i’ the market-place, did sit alone,
 Whistling to the air; which, but for vacancy,
 Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too   250
 And made a gap in nature.
 

Agr.        Rare Egyptian!
 

Eno.  Upon her landing, Antony sent to her,
 Invited her to supper; she replied
 It should be better he became her guest,   255
 Which she entreated. Our courteous Antony,
 Whom ne’er the word of ‘No’ woman heard speak,
 Being barber’d ten times o’er, goes to the feast,
 And, for his ordinary pays his heart
 For what his eyes eat only.   260
 

Agr.        Royal wench!
 She made great Cæsar lay his sword to bed;
 He plough’d her, and she cropp’d.
 

Eno.        I saw her once
 Hop forty paces through the public street;   265
 And having lost her breath, she spoke, and panted
 That she did make defect perfection,
 And, breathless, power breathe forth.
 

Mec.  Now Antony must leave her utterly.
 

Eno.  Never; he will not:   270
 Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale
 Her infinite variety; other women cloy
 The appetites they feed, but she makes hungry
 Where most she satisfies; for vilest things
 Become themselves in her, that the holy priests   275
 Bless her when she is riggish.
 

Mec.  If beauty, wisdom, modesty, can settle
 The heart of Antony, Octavia is
 A blessed lottery to him.
 

Agr.        Let us go.   280
 Good Enobarbus, make yourself my guest
 Whilst you abide here.
 

Eno.        Humbly, sir, I thank you.  [Exeunt.
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Edmund’s ‘Now Gods Stand Up for Bastards’ Speech (King Lear)
 

Act I. Scene II.
 

A Hall in the EARL OF GLOUCESTER’S Castle.
 

Enter EDMUND, with a letter.
 

Edm.  Thou, Nature, art my goddess; to thy law
 My services are bound. Wherefore should I
 Stand in the plague of custom, and permit   5
 The curiosity of nations to deprive me,
 For that I am some twelve or fourteen moonshines
 Lag of a brother? Why bastard? wherefore base?
 When my dimensions are as well compact,
 My mind as generous, and my shape as true,   10
 As honest madam’s issue? Why brand they us
 With base? with baseness? bastardy? base, base?
 Who in the lusty stealth of nature take
 More composition and fierce quality
 Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed,   15
 Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops,
 Got ‘tween asleep and wake? Well then,
 Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land:
 Our father’s love is to the bastard Edmund
 As to the legitimate. Fine word, ‘legitimate!’   20
 Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed,
 And my invention thrive, Edmund the base
 Shall top the legitimate: — I grow, I prosper;
 Now, gods, stand up for bastards!
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Lear and the Fool on the Heath (King Lear)
 

Act III. Scene II.
 

Another Part of the Heath.  Storm still.
 

Enter LEAR and Fool.
 

Lear.  Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks! rage! blow!
 You cataracts and hurricanoes, spout
 Till you have drench’d our steeples, drown’d the cocks!   5
 You sulphurous and thought-executing fires,
 Vaunt-couriers to oak-cleaving thunderbolts,
 Singe my white head! And thou, all-shaking thunder,
 Strike flat the thick rotundity o’ the world!
 Crack nature’s moulds, all germens spill at once   10
 That make ingrateful man!
 

Fool.  O nuncle, court holy-water in a dry house is better than this rain-water out o’ door. Good nuncle, in, and ask thy daughters’ blessing; here’s a night pities neither wise man nor fool.
 

Lear.  Rumble thy bellyful! Spit, fire! spout, rain!
 Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters:
 I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness;   15
 I never gave you kingdom, call’d you children,
 You owe me no subscription: then, let fall
 Your horrible pleasure; here I stand, your slave,
 A poor, infirm, weak, and despis’d old man.
 But yet I call you servile ministers,   20
 That have with two pernicious daughters join’d
 Your high-engender’d battles ‘gainst a head
 So old and white as this. O! O! ’tis foul.
 

Fool.  He that has a house to put his head in has a good head-piece.
 The cod-piece that will house

  Before the head has any,
 The head and he shall louse;

  So beggars marry many.
 The man that makes his toe

  What he his heart should make,
 Shall of a corn cry woe,

  And turn his sleep to wake.
 

For there was never yet fair woman but she made mouths in a glass.   25
 

Enter KENT.
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Richard III’s Opening Lines
 

Act I. Scene I.
 

London. A Street.
 

Enter GLOUCESTER
 

Glo.  Now is the winter of our discontent
 Made glorious summer by this sun of York;
 And all the clouds that lour’d upon our house   5
 In the deep bosom of the ocean buried.
 Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths;
 Our bruised arms hung up for monuments;
 Our stern alarums changed to merry meetings;
 Our dreadful marches to delightful measures.   10
 Grim-visag’d war hath smooth’d his wrinkled front;
 And now, — instead of mounting barbed steeds,
 To fright the souls of fearful adversaries, — 
 He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber
 To the lascivious pleasing of a lute.   15
 But I, that am not shap’d for sportive tricks,
 Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass;
 I, that am rudely stamp’d, and want love’s majesty
 To strut before a wanton ambling nymph;
 I, that am curtail’d of this fair proportion,   20
 Cheated of feature by dissembling nature,
 Deform’d, unfinish’d, sent before my time
 Into this breathing world, scarce half made up,
 And that so lamely and unfashionable
 That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them;   25
 Why, I, in this weak piping time of peace,
 Have no delight to pass away the time,
 Unless to see my shadow in the sun
 And descant on mine own deformity:
 And therefore, since I cannot prove a lover,   30
 To entertain these fair well-spoken days,
 I am determined to prove a villain,
 And hate the idle pleasures of these days.
 Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous,
 By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams,   35
 To set my brother Clarence and the king
 In deadly hate the one against the other:
 And if King Edward be as true and just
 As I am subtle, false, and treacherous,
 This day should Clarence closely be mew’d up,   40
 About a prophecy, which says, that G
 Of Edward’s heirs the murderer shall be.
 Dive, thoughts, down to my soul: here Clarence comes.
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Arcite’s ‘Let’s Think this Prison Holy Sanctuary’ Speech (The Two Noble Kinsmen)
 

Act II. Scene II.
 

Palamon and Arcite in prison in chains.
 

Arc. Let’s think this prison holy sanctuary,
 To keep us from corruption of worse men.
 We are young, and yet desire the ways of honour
 That liberty and common conversation,
 The poison of pure spirits, might, like women,    75

Woo us to wander from. What worthy blessing
 Can be, but our imaginations
 May make it ours? And here being thus together,
 We are an endless mine to one another:
 We are one another’s wife, ever begetting   80
 New births of love; we are father, friends, acquaintance;
 We are in one another, families — 
 I am your heir, and you are mine; this place
 Is our inheritance: no hard oppressor
 Dare take this from us. Here, with a little patience,    85

We shall live long and loving. No surfeits seek us — 
 The hand of war hurts none here, nor the seas
 Swallow their youth. Were we at liberty
 A wife might part us lawfully, or business;
 Quarrels consume us; envy of ill men   90
 Crave our acquaintance. I might sicken, cousin,
 Where you should never know it, and so perish
 Without your noble hand to close mine eyes,
 Or prayers to the gods. A thousand chances,
 Were we from hence, would sever us.
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Valentine’s ‘What Light is Light?’ Speech (Two Gentlemen of Verona)
 

Act III. Scene I.
 

Val.  And why not death rather than living torment?
 To die is to be banish’d from myself;
 And Silvia is myself: banish’d from her   165
 Is self from self, — a deadly banishment!
 What light is light, if Silvia be not seen?
 What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by?
 Unless it be to think that she is by
 And feed upon the shadow of perfection.   170
 Except I be by Silvia in the night,
 There is no music in the nightingale;
 Unless I look on Silvia in the day,
 There is no day for me to look upon.
 She is my essence; and I leave to be,   175
 If I be not by her fair influence
 Foster’d, illumin’d, cherish’d, kept alive.
 I fly not death, to fly his deadly doom:
 Tarry I here, I but attend on death;
 But, fly I hence, I fly away from life.   180
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William Shakespeare: Poems
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Winter
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

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;

When blood is nipt, and ways be foul,   5

Then nightly sings the staring owl

    Tu-whoo!

To-whit, Tu-whoo! A merry note!

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.
 

When all about the wind doth blow,   10

 And coughing drowns the parson’s saw,

And birds sit brooding in the snow,

 And Marian’s nose looks red and raw;

When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl — 

Then nightly sings the staring owl   15

    Tu-whoo!

To-whit, Tu-whoo! A merry note!

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.
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O Mistress Mine
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

O MISTRESS mine, where are you roaming?

O stay and hear! your true-love’s coming

  That can sing both high and low;

Trip no further, pretty sweeting,

Journeys end in lovers’ meeting — 5

  Every wise man’s son doth know.
 

What is love? ’tis not hereafter;

Present mirth hath present laughter;

  What’s to come is still unsure:

In delay there lies no plenty, — 10

Then come kiss me, Sweet-and-twenty,

  Youth’s a stuff will not endure.
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Fancy
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

TELL me where is Fancy bred,

Or in the heart, or in the head?

How begot, how nourishèd?

    Reply, reply.
 

It is engender’d in the eyes;   5

With gazing fed; and Fancy dies

In the cradle where it lies:

Let us all ring Fancy’s knell;

I’ll begin it, — Ding, dong, bell.

  — Ding, dong, bell.   10
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Under the Greenwood Tree
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

  UNDER the greenwood tree

  Who loves to lie with me,

  And tune his merry note

  Unto the sweet bird’s throat — 

Come hither, come hither, come hither!   5

   Here shall he see

   No enemy

But winter and rough weather.
 

  Who doth ambition shun

  And loves to live i’ the sun,   10

Seeking the food he eats

  And pleased with what he gets — 

Come hither, come hither, come hither!

   Here shall he see

   No enemy   15

But winter and rough weather.
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A Lover and His Lass
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

IT was a lover and his lass

 With a hey and a ho, and a hey-nonino!

That o’er the green corn-field did pass

In the spring time, the only pretty ring time,

When birds do sing hey ding a ding:   5

 Sweet lovers love the Spring.
 

Between the acres of the rye

These pretty country folks would lie:

This carol they began that hour,

How that life was but a flower:   10
 

And therefore take the present time

 With a hey and a ho, and a hey-nonino!

For love is crownéd with the prime

In the spring time, the only pretty ring time,

When birds do sing hey ding a ding:   15

 Sweet lovers love the Spring.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Silvia
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

WHO is Silvia? What is she?

 That all our swains commend her?

Holy, fair, and wise is she:

 The heaven such grace did lend her,

That she might admirèd be.   5
 

Is she kind as she is fair?

 For beauty lives with kindness:

Love doth to her eyes repair,

 To help him of his blindness;

And, being help’d, inhabits there.   10
 

Then to Silvia let us sing,

 That Silvia is excelling;

She excels each mortal thing

 Upon the dull earth dwelling:

To her let us garlands bring.   15
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Spring
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

WHEN daisies pied and violets blue,

 And lady-smocks all silver-white,

And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue

 Do paint the meadows with delight,

The cuckoo then, on every tree,   5

Mocks married men; for thus sings he,

    Cuckoo!

Cuckoo, cuckoo! — O word of fear,

Unpleasing to a married ear!
 

When shepherds pipe on oaten straws,   10

 And merry larks are ploughmen’s clocks,

When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws,

 And maidens bleach their summer smocks,

The cuckoo then, on every tree,

Mocks married men; for thus sings he,   15

    Cuckoo!

Cuckoo, cuckoo! — O word of fear,

Unpleasing to a married ear!
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Lullaby
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

YOU spotted snakes with double tongue,

 Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen;

Newts and blind-worms, do no wrong;

 Come not near our fairy queen.
 

   Philomel, with melody,   5

   Sing in our sweet lullaby;

Lulla, lulla, lullaby; lulla, lulla, lullaby!

     Never harm,

     Nor spell nor charm,

   Come our lovely lady nigh;   10

   So, good night, with lullaby.
 

Weaving spiders, come not here;

 Hence, you long-legg’d spinners, hence!

Beetles black, approach not near;

 Worm nor snail, do no offence.   15
 

   Philomel, with melody,

   Sing in our sweet lullaby;

Lulla, lulla, lullaby; lulla, lulla, lullaby!

     Never harm,

     Nor spell nor charm,   20

   Come our lovely lady nigh;

   So, good night, with lullaby.
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Ophelia’s Song
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

HOW should I your true love know

 From another one?

By his cockle hat and staff,

 And his sandal shoon.
 

He is dead and gone, lady,   5

 He is dead and gone;

At his head a grass-green turf,

 At his heels a stone.
 

White his shroud as the mountain snow,

 Larded with sweet flowers,   10

Which bewept to the grave did go

 With true-love showers.
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Where the Bee Sucks
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

WHERE the bee sucks, there suck I:

 In a cowslip’s bell I lie;

There I couch when owls do cry.

On the bat’s back I do fly.

After summer merrily:   5

 Merrily, merrily, shall I live now

 Under the blossom that hangs on the bough.
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Love’s Perjuries
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

ON a day, alack the day!

Love, whose month is ever May,

Spied a blossom passing fair

Playing in the wanton air;

Through the velvet leaves the wind,   5

All unseen, ‘gan passage find;

That the lover, sick to death,

Wish’d himself the heaven’s breath.

Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow;

Air, would I might triumph so!   10

But, alack, my hand is sworn

Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn:

Vow, alack, for youth unmeet;

Youth so apt to pluck a sweet.

Do not call it sin in me   15

That I am forsworn for thee:

Thou for whom e’en Jove would swear

Juno but an Ethiope were,

And deny himself for Jove,

Turning mortal for thy love.   20
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Take, O Take
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

TAKE, O take those lips away

That so sweetly were forsworn,

And those eyes, the break of day,

Lights that do mislead the morn:

But my kisses bring again,   5

   Bring again — 

Seals of love, but seal’d in vain,

   Seal’d in vain!
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Crabbed Age and Youth

 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

CRABBED Age and Youth

Cannot live together:

Youth is full of pleasance,

Age is full of care;

Youth like summer morn,   5

Age like winter weather,

Youth like summer brave,

Age like winter bare:

Youth is full of sport,

Age’s breath is short,   10

Youth is nimble, Age is lame:

Youth is hot and bold,

Age is weak and cold,

Youth is wild, and Age is tame: — 

Age, I do abhor thee,   15

Youth, I do adore thee;

O! my Love, my Love is young!

Age, I do defy thee — 

O sweet shepherd, hie thee,

For methinks thou stay’st too long.   20
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Amiens’ Song
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

   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,   5

   Although thy breath be rude.

Heigh ho! sing heigh ho! unto the green holly:

Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly:

   Then, heigh ho! the holly!

   This life is most jolly.   10
 

   Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky,

   Thou dost not bite so nigh

   As benefits forgot:

   Though thou the waters warp,

   Thy sting is not so sharp   15

   As friend remember’d not.

Heigh ho! sing heigh ho! unto the green holly:

Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly:

   Then, heigh ho! the holly!

   This life is most jolly.   20
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Dawn Song
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

HARK! hark! the lark at heaven’s gate sings,

 And Phœbus ‘gins arise,

His steeds to water at those springs

 On chaliced flowers that lies;

And winking Mary-buds begin   5

 To ope their golden eyes:

With everything that pretty bin,

 My lady sweet, arise!

  Arise, arise!
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Dirge of Love
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

 COME away, come away, Death,

And in sad cypres let me be laid;

 Fly away, fly away, breath;

I am slain by a fair cruel maid.

My shroud of white, stuck all with yew,   5

   O prepare it!

My part of death no one so true

   Did share it.
 

 Not a flower, not a flower sweet

On my black coffin let there be strown;   10

 Not a friend, not a friend greet

My poor corpse, where my bones shall be thrown;

A thousand thousand sighs to save,

   Lay me, O where

Sad true lover never find my grave,   15

   To weep there.
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Fidele’s Dirge
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

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,   5

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:   10

The sceptre, learning, physic, must

All follow this, and come to dust.
 

Fear no more the lightning-flash

  Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone;

Fear not slander, censure rash;   15

  Thou hast finish’d joy and moan:

All lovers young, all lovers must

Consign to thee, and come to dust.
 

No exorciser harm thee!

  Nor no witchcraft charm thee!   20

Ghost unlaid forbear thee!

  Nothing ill come near thee!

Quiet consummation have;

And renowned be thy grave!
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A Sea Dirge
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

FULL fathom five thy father lies:

  Of his bones are coral made;

Those are pearls that were his eyes:

  Nothing of him that doth fade,

But doth suffer a sea-change   5

Into something rich and strange.

Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell:

 Hark! now I hear them, — 

   Ding, dong, bell.
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Eighteenth Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

SHALL I compare thee to a summer’s day?

Thou art more lovely and more temperate;

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,

And summer’s lease hath all too short a date:

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,   5

And often is his gold complexion dimm’d:

And every fair from fair sometime declines,

By chance, or nature’s changing course, untrimm’d.

But thy eternal summer shall not fade,

Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest;   10

Nor shall Death brag thou wanderest in his shade

When in eternal lines to time thou growest.

 So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see

 So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.
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Twenty-ninth Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

WHEN in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes

I all alone beweep my outcast state,

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries,

And look upon myself, and curse my fate;

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,   5

Featured like him, like him with friends possest,

Desiring this man’s art, and that man’s scope,

With what I most enjoy contented least;

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising,

Haply I think on thee — and then my state,   10

Like to the lark at break of day arising

From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven’s gate;

 For thy sweet love remember’d, such wealth brings

 That then I scorn to change my state with kings.
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Thirtieth Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

WHEN to the sessions of sweet silent thought

I summon up remembrance of things past,

I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,

And with old woes new wail my dear time’s waste;

Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow,   5

For precious friends hid in death’s dateless night,

And weep afresh love’s long-since cancell’d woe,

And moan the expense of many a vanish’d sight.

Then can I grieve at grievances foregone,

And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er   10

The sad account of fore-bemoanèd moan,

Which I new pay as if not paid before:

 But if the while I think on thee, dear friend,

 All losses are restored, and sorrows end.
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Thirty-first Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

THY bosom is endearèd with all hearts

Which I, by lacking, have supposèd dead:

And there reigns Love, and all Love’s loving parts,

And all those friends which I thought burièd.

How many a holy and obsequious tear   5

Hath dear religious love stol’n from mine eye,

As interest of the dead! — which now appear

But things removed that hidden in thee lie.

Thou art the grave where buried love doth live,

Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone,   10

Who all their parts of me to thee did give;

That due of many now is thine alone:

 Their images I loved I view in thee,

 And thou, all they, hast all the all of me.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Thirty-second Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

IF thou survive my well-contented day

When that churl Death my bones with dust shall cover,

And shalt by fortune once more re-survey

These poor rude lines of thy deceaséd lover;

Compare them with the bettering of the time,   5

And though they be outstripp’d by every pen,

Reserve them for my love, not for their rhyme

Exceeded by the height of happier men.

O then vouchsafe me but this loving thought — 

‘Had my friend’s muse grown with this growing age,   10

A dearer birth than this his love had brought,

To march in ranks of better equipage:

 But since he died, and poets better prove,

 Theirs for their style I’ll read, his for his love’.
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Thirty-third Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

FULL many a glorious morning have I seen

Flatter the mountain tops with sovereign eye,

Kissing with golden face the meadows green,

Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy;

Anon permit the basest clouds to ride   5

With ugly rack on his celestial face,

And from the forlorn world his visage hide,

Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace:

Even so my sun one early morn did shine

With all-triumphant splendour on my brow;   10

But out, alack! he was but one hour mine;

The region-cloud hath mask’d him from me now.

 Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth;

 Suns of the world may stain when heaven’s sun staineth.
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Fifty-fourth Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

O HOW much more doth beauty beauteous seem

By that sweet ornament which truth doth give!

The Rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem

For that sweet odour which doth in it live.

The Canker-blooms have full as deep a dye   5

As the perfumèd tincture of the Roses,

Hang on such thorns, and play as wantonly

When summer’s breath their maskèd buds discloses;

But — for their virtue only is their show — 

They live unwoo’d and unrespected fade,   10

Die to themselves. Sweet Roses do not so;

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made.

 And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth,

 When that shall fade, my verse distils your truth.
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Fifty-fifth Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

NOT marble, nor the gilded monuments

Of princes, shall outlive this powerful rhyme;

But you shall shine more bright in these contents

Than unswept stone, besmear’d with sluttish time.

When wasteful war shall statues overturn,   5

And broils root out the work of masonry,

Nor Mars his sword nor war’s quick fire shall burn

The living record of your memory.

‘Gainst death and all-oblivious enmity

Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still find room   10

Even in the eyes of all posterity

That wear this world out to the ending doom.

 So, till the judgment that yourself arise,

 You live in this, and dwell in lovers’ eyes.
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Fifty-seventh Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

BEING your slave, what should I do but tend

Upon the hours and times of your desire?

I have no precious time at all to spend

Nor services to do, till you require:

Nor dare I chide the world-without-end hour   5

Whilst I, my sovereign, watch the clock for you,

Nor think the bitterness of absence sour

When you have bid your servant once adieu:

Nor dare I question with my jealous thought

Where you may be, or your affairs suppose,   10

But like a sad slave, stay and think of nought

Save, where you are, how happy you make those.

 So true a fool is love, that in your will,

 Though you do anything, he thinks no ill.
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Sixtieth Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

LIKE as the waves make towards the pebbled shore

So do our minutes hasten to their end;

Each changing place with that which goes before,

In sequent toil all forwards do contend.

Nativity once in the main of light,   5

Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown’d,

Crooked eclipses ‘gainst his glory fight,

And Time, that gave, doth now his gift confound.

Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth,

And delves the parallels in beauty’s brow;   10

Feeds on the rarities of nature’s truth,

And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow:

 And yet, to times in hope, my verse shall stand

 Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand.
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Sixty-fourth Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

WHEN I have seen by Time’s fell hand defaced

The rich-proud cost of outworn buried age;

When sometime lofty towers I see down-razed,

And brass eternal, slave to mortal rage;

When I have seen the hungry ocean gain   5

Advantage on the kingdom of the shore,

And the firm soil win of the watery main,

Increasing store with loss, and loss with store;

When I have seen such interchange of state,

Or state itself confounded to decay,   10

Ruin hath taught me thus to ruminate — 

That Time will come and take my Love away:

 This thought is as a death, which cannot choose

 But weep to have that which it fears to lose.
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Sixty-fifth Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

SINCE brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea,

But sad mortality o’ersways their power,

How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea,

Whose action is no stronger than a flower?

O how shall summer’s honey breath hold out   5

Against the wreckful siege of battering days,

When rocks impregnable are not so stout

Nor gates of steel so strong, but time decays?

O fearful meditation! where, alack!

Shall Time’s best jewel from Time’s chest lie hid?   10

Or what strong hand can hold his swift foot back,

Or who his spoil of beauty can forbid?

 O none, unless this miracle have might,

 That in black ink my love may still shine bright.
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Sixty-sixth Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

TIRED with all these, for restful death I cry, — 

As, to behold desert a beggar born,

And needy nothing trimm’d in jollity,

And purest faith unhappily forsworn,

And gilded honour shamefully misplaced,   5

And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted,

And right perfection wrongfully disgraced,

And strength by limping sway disabled,

And art made tongue-tied by authority,

And folly, doctor-like, controlling skill,   10

And simple truth miscall’d simplicity,

And captive Good attending captain Ill:

 Tired with all these, from these would I be gone,

 Save that, to die, I leave my Love alone.
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Seventy-first Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

NO longer mourn for me when I am dead

Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell

Give warning to the world, that I am fled

From this vile world, with vilest worms to dwell;

Nay, if you read this line, remember not   5

The hand that writ it; for I love you so,

That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot

If thinking on me then should make you woe.

O, if, I say, you look upon this verse

When I perhaps compounded am with clay,   10

Do not so much as my poor name rehearse,

But let your love even with my life decay,

 Lest the wise world should look into your moan,

 And mock you with me after I am gone.
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Seventy-third Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

THAT time of year thou may’st in me behold

When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang

Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,

Bare ruin’d choirs, where late the sweet birds sang:

In me thou see’st the twilight of such day   5

As after sunset fadeth in the west,

Which by and by black night doth take away,

Death’s second self, that seals up all in rest:

In me thou seest the glowing of such fire,

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie   10

As the deathbed whereon it must expire,

Consumed with that which it was norish’d by:

 This thou perceiv’st, which makes thy love more strong,

 To love that well which thou must leave ere long.
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Eighty-seventh Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

FAREWELL! thou art too dear for my possessing,

And like enough thou know’st thy estimate:

The charter of thy worth gives thee releasing;

My bonds in thee are all determinate.

For how do I hold thee but by thy granting?   5

And for that riches where is my deserving?

The cause of this fair gift in me is wanting,

And so my patent back again is swerving.

Thyself thou gav’st, thy own worth then not knowing,

Or me, to whom thou gav’st it, else mistaking;   10

So thy great gift, upon misprision growing,

Comes home again, on better judgment making.

 Thus have I had thee as a dream doth flatter;

 In sleep, a king; but waking, no such matter.
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Ninetieth Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

THEN hate me when thou wilt; if ever, now;

Now, while the world is bent my deeds to cross,

Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow,

And do not drop in for an after-loss:

Ah! do not, when my heart hath ‘scaped this sorrow,   5

Come in the rearward of a conquer’d woe;

Give not a windy night a rainy morrow,

To linger out a purposed overthrow.

If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last,

When other petty griefs have done their spite,   10

But in the onset come: so shall I taste

At first the very worst of fortune’s might;

 And other strains of woe, which now seem woe,

 Compared with loss of thee will not seem so.
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Ninety-fourth Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

THEY that have power to hurt, and will do none,

That do not do the thing they most do show,

Who, moving others, are themselves as stone,

Unmovèd, cold, and to temptation slow, — 

They rightly do inherit Heaven’s graces,   5

And husband nature’s riches from expense;

They are the lords and owners of their faces,

Others, but stewards of their excellence.

The summer’s flower is to the summer sweet,

Though to itself it only live and die;   10

But if that flower with base infection meet,

The basest weed outbraves his dignity:

 For sweetest things turn sourest by their deeds;

 Lilies that fester smell far worse than weeds.
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Ninety-seventh Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

HOW like a winter hath my absence been

From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year!

What freezings have I felt, what dark days seen,

What old December’s bareness everywhere!

And yet this time removed was summer’s time;   5

The teeming autumn, big with rich increase,

Bearing the wanton burden of the prime

Like widow’d wombs after their lords’ decease:

Yet this abundant issue seem’d to me

But hope of orphans, and unfather’d fruit;   10

For summer and his pleasures wait on thee,

And, thou away, the very birds are mute;

 Or if they sing, ’tis with so dull a cheer,

 That leaves look pale, dreading the winter’s near.
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Ninety-eighth Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

FROM you have I been absent in the spring,

When proud-pied April, dress’d in all his trim,

Hath put a spirit of youth in everything,

That heavy Saturn laugh’d and leap’d with him.

Yet nor the lays of birds, nor the sweet smell   5

Of different flowers in odour and in hue,

Could make me any summer’s story tell,

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew;

Nor did I wonder at the Lily’s white,

Nor praise the deep vermilion in the Rose;   10

They were but sweet, but figures of delight,

Drawn after you, you pattern of all those.

 Yet seem’d it Winter still, and you, away,

 As with your shadow I with these did play.
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One Hundred and Fourth Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

TO me, fair friend, you never can be old,

For as you were when first your eye I eyed

Such seems your beauty still. Three winters cold

Have from the forests shook three summers’ pride;

Three beauteous springs to yellow autumn turn’d   5

In process of the seasons have I seen,

Three April perfumes in three hot Junes burn’d,

Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are green.

Ah! yet doth beauty, like a dial-hand,

Steal from his figure, and no pace perceived;   10

So your sweet hue, which methinks still doth stand,

Hath motion, and mine eye may be deceived:

 For fear of which, hear this, thou age unbred, — 

 Ere you were born, was beauty’s summer dead.
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One Hundred and Sixth Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

WHEN in the chronicle of wasted time

I see descriptions of the fairest wights,

And beauty making beautiful old rhyme

In praise of ladies dead, and lovely knights;

Then in the blazon of sweet beauty’s best   5

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow,

I see their antique pen would have exprest

Ev’n such a beauty as you master now.

So all their praises are but prophecies

Of this our time, all you prefiguring;   10

And for they look’d but with divining eyes,

They had not skill enough your worth to sing:

 For we, which now behold these present days,

 Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to praise.
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One Hundred and Seventh Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

NOT mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul

Of the wide world, dreaming on things to come,

Can yet the lease of my true love control,

Suppos’d as forfeit to a confin’d doom.

The mortal moon hath her eclipse endur’d   5

And the sad augurs mock their own presage;

Incertainties now crown themselves assur’d

And peace proclaims olives of endless age.

Now with the drops of this most balmy time

My love looks fresh, and Death to me subscribes,   10

Since, spite of him, I’ll live in this poor rhyme,

While he insults o’er dull and speechless tribes:

 And thou in this shalt find thy monument,

 When tyrants’ crests and tombs of brass are spent.
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One Hundred and Ninth Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

O, NEVER say that I was false of heart,

Though absence seem’d my flame to qualify:

As easy might I from myself depart

As from my soul, which in thy breast doth lie;

That is my home of love; if I have ranged,   5

Like him that travels, I return again,

Just to the time, not with the time exchanged,

So that myself bring water for my stain.

Never believe, though in my nature reign’d

All frailties that besiege all kinds of blood,   10

That it could so preposterously be stain’d,

To leave for nothing all thy sum of good:

 For nothing this wide universe I call,

 Save thou, my rose; in it thou art my all.
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One Hundred and Tenth Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

ALAS, ’tis true I have gone here and there

And made myself a motley to the view,

Gor’d mine own thoughts, sold cheap what is most dear,

Made old offences of affections new;

Most true it is that I have look’d on truth   5

Askance and strangely: but, by all above,

These blenches gave my heart another youth,

And worse essays prov’d thee my best of love.

Now all is done, have what shall have no end:

Mine appetite I never more will grind   10

On newer proof, to try an older friend,

A god in love, to whom I am confin’d.

 Then give me welcome, next my heaven the best,

 Even to thy pure and most most loving breast.
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One Hundred and Eleventh Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

O, FOR my sake do you with Fortune chide,

The guilty goddess of my harmful deeds,

That did not better for my life provide

Than public means, which public manners breeds.

Thence comes it that my name receives a brand,   5

And almost thence my nature is subdu’d

To what it works in, like the dyer’s hand.

Pity me then and wish I were renew’d;

Whilst, like a willing patient, I will drink

Potions of eisel ‘gainst my strong infection;   10

No bitterness that I will bitter think,

Nor double penance, to correct correction.

 Pity me then, dear friend, and I assure ye

 Even that your pity is enough to cure me.
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One Hundred and Sixteenth Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

LET me not to the marriage of true minds

Admit impediments. Love is not love

Which alters when it alteration finds,

Or bends with the remover to remove:

O no! it is an ever-fixèd mark   5

That looks on tempests, and is never shaken;

It is the star to every wandering bark,

Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken.

Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks

Within his bending sickle’s compass come;   10

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,

But bears it out ev’n to the edge of doom:

 If this be error, and upon me proved,

 I never writ, nor no man ever loved.
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One Hundred and Twenty-ninth Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

TH’ EXPENSE of Spirit in a waste of shame

Is lust in action; and till action, lust

Is perjured, murderous, bloody, full of blame,

Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust;

Enjoy’d no sooner but despisèd straight;   5

Past reason hunted; and, no sooner had,

Past reason hated, as a swallow’d bait

On purpose laid to make the taker mad:

Mad in pursuit, and in possession so;

A bliss in proof, and proved, a very woe;   10

Before, a joy proposed; behind, a dream.

 All this the world well knows; yet none knows well

 To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell.
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One Hundred and Forty-sixth Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

POOR Soul, the centre of my sinful earth,

Fool’d by these rebel powers that thee array,

Why dost thou pine within, and suffer dearth,

Painting thy outward walls so costly gay?

Why so large cost, having so short a lease,   5

Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend?

Shall worms, inheritors of this excess,

Eat up thy charge? is this thy body’s end?

Then, Soul, live thou upon thy servant’s loss,

And let that pine to aggravate thy store;   10

Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross;

Within be fed, without be rich no more:

 So shalt thou feed on death, that feeds on men,

 And, death once dead, there’s no more dying then.
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One Hundred and Forty-eighth Sonnet
 

William Shakespeare (1564–1616)
 

O ME! what eyes hath love put in my head,

Which have no correspondence with true sight:

Or if they have, where is my judgment fled

That censures falsely what they see aright?

If that be fair whereon my false eyes dote,   5

What means the world to say it is not so?

If it be not, then love doth well denote

Love’s eye is not so true as all men’s: No,

How can it? O how can love’s eye be true,

That is so vex’d with watching and with tears?   10

No marvel then though I mistake my view:

The sun itself sees not till heaven clears.

 O cunning Love! with tears thou keep’st me blind,

 Lest eyes well-seeing thy foul faults should find!
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Robert Greene
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Connent
 

Robert Greene (1560–1592)
 

SWEET are the thoughts that savour of content,

 The quiet mind is richer than a crown,

Sweet are the nights in careless slumber spent,

 The poor estate scorns Fortune’s angry frown:

Such sweet content, such minds, such sleep, such bliss,   5

Beggars enjoy, when princes oft do miss.
 

The homely house that harbours quiet rest,

 The cottage that affords no pride nor care,

The mean that ‘grees with country music best,

 The sweet consort of mirth and modest fare,   10

Obscurèd life sets down a type of bliss:

A mind content both crown and kingdom is.
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Richard Barnfield
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The Nightingale
 

Richard Barnfield (1574–1627)
 

AS it fell upon a day

In the merry month of May,

Sitting in a pleasant shade

Which a grove of myrtles made,

Beasts did leap and birds did sing,   5

Trees did grow and plants did spring;

Every thing did banish moan

Save the Nightingale alone.

She, poor bird, as all forlorn,

Lean’d her breast up-till a thorn,   10

And there sung the dolefull’st ditty

That to hear it was great pity.

Fie, fie, fie, now would she cry;

Tereu, tereu, by and by:

That to hear her so complain   15

Scarce I could from tears refrain;

For her griefs so lively shown

Made me think upon mine own.

 — Ah, thought I, thou mourn’st in vain,

None takes pity on thy pain:   20

Senseless trees, they cannot hear thee,

Ruthless beasts, they will not cheer thee;

King Pandion, he is dead,

All thy friends are lapp’d in lead:

All thy fellow birds do sing   25

Careless of thy sorrowing:

Even so, poor bird, like thee

None alive will pity me.
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Thomas Campion
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Cherry-ripe
 

Thomas Campion (1567–1620)
 

THERE is a garden in her face

 Where roses and white lilies blow;

A heavenly paradise is that place,

 Wherein all pleasant fruits do flow:

  There cherries grow which none may buy   5

  Till ‘Cherry-ripe’ themselves do cry.
 

Those cherries fairly do enclose

 Of orient pearl a double row,

Which when her lovely laughter shows,

 They look like rose-buds fill’d with snow;   10

  Yet them nor peer nor prince can buy

  Till ‘Cherry-ripe’ themselves do cry.
 

Her eyes like angels watch them still;

 Her brows like bended bows do stand,

Threat’ning with piercing frowns to kill   15

 All that attempt with eye or hand

  Those sacred cherries to come nigh,

  Till ‘Cherry-ripe’ themselves do cry.
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Follow your Saint
 

Thomas Campion (1567–1620)
 

FOLLOW your saint, follow with accents sweet!

Haste you, sad notes, fall at her flying feet!

There, wrapt in cloud of sorrow, pity move,

And tell the ravisher of my soul I perish for her love:

But if she scorns my never-ceasing pain,   5

Then burst with sighing in her sight, and ne’er return again!
 

All that I sung still to her praise did tend;

Still she was first, still she my songs did end;

Yet she my love and music both doth fly,

The music that her echo is and beauty’s sympathy:   10

Then let my notes pursue her scornful flight!

It shall suffice that they were breathed and died for her delight.
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When to Her Lute Corinna Sings
 

Thomas Campion (1567–1620)
 

WHEN to her lute Corinna sings,

Her voice revives the leaden strings,

And doth in highest notes appear,

As any challenged echo clear;

But when she doth of mourning speak,   5

E’en with her sighs, the strings do break,
 

And as her lute doth live or die,

Led by her passion, so must I:

For when of pleasure she doth sing,

My thoughts enjoy a sudden spring,   10

But if she doth of sorrow speak,

E’en from my heart the strings do break.
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Follow thy Fair Sun
 

Thomas Campion (1567–1620)
 

FOLLOW thy fair sun, unhappy shadow,

 Though thou be black as night,

 And she made all of light;

Yet follow thy fair sun, unhappy shadow!
 

Follow her, whose light thy light depriveth!   5

 Though here thou livest disgraced,

 And she in heaven is placed;

Yet follow her whose light the world reviveth!
 

Follow those pure beams, whose beauty burneth!

 That so have scorchèd thee;   10

 As thou still black must be,

Till her kind beams thy black to brightness turneth!
 

Follow her, while yet her glory shineth!

 There comes a luckless night

 That will dim all her light;   15

And this the black unhappy shade divineth.
 

Follow still, since so thy Fates ordainèd!

 The sun must have his shade,

 Till both at once do fade;

The sun still proved, the shadow still disdainèd!   20
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Turn All thy Thoughts to Eyes
 

Thomas Campion (1567–1620)
 

TURN all thy thoughts to eyes,

Turn all thy hairs to ears,

Change all thy friends to spies

And all thy joys to fears:

 True love will yet be free   5

 In spite of jealousy.
 

Turn darkness into day,

Conjectures into truth,

Believe what th’ envious say,

Let age interpret youth:   10

 True love will yet be free

 In spite of jealousy.
 

Wrest every word and look,

Rack every hidden thought,

Or fish with golden hook;   15

True love cannot be caught:

 For that will still be free

 In spite of jealousy.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Integer Vitae
 

Thomas Campion (1567–1620)
 

THE MAN of life upright,

 Whose guiltless heart is free

From all dishonest deeds,

 Or thought of vanity;
 

The man whose silent days   5

 In harmless joys are spent,

Whom hopes cannot delude,

 Nor sorrow discontent;
 

That man needs neither towers

 Nor armour for defence,   10

Nor secret vaults to fly

 From thunder’s violence:
 

He only can behold

 With unaffrighted eyes

The horrors of the deep   15

 And terrors of the skies.
 

Thus, scorning all the cares

 That fate or fortune brings,

He makes the heaven his book,

 His wisdom heavenly things;   20
 

Good thoughts his only friends,

 His wealth a well-spent age,

The earth his sober inn

 And quiet pilgrimage.
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Robert Devereux,
 Earl of Essex
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A Passion of my Lord of Essex
 

Robert Devereux, Earl of Essex (1566–1601)
 

HAPPY were he could finish forth his fate

 In some unhaunted desert, where, obscure

From all society, from love and hate

 Of worldly folk; then might he sleep secure;

Then wake again, and ever give God praise,   5

 Content with hip, with haws, and bramble-berry;

In contemplation passing all his days,

 And change of holy thoughts to make him merry;

Who, when he dies, his tomb might be a bush,

Where harmless Robin dwells with gentle thrush.   10

  — Happy were he!
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Sir Henry Wotton
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Elizabeth of Bohemia
 

Sir Henry Wotton (1568–1639)
 

YOU meaner beauties of the night,

 That poorly satisfy our eyes

More by your number than your light,

 You common people of the skies,

What are you, when the Moon shall rise?   5
 

Ye violets that first appear,

 By your pure purple mantles known

Like the proud virgins of the year,

 As if the spring were all your own, — 

What are you, when the Rose is blown?   10
 

Ye curious chanters of the wood

 That warble forth dame Nature’s lays,

Thinking your passions understood

 By your weak accents; what’s your praise

When Philomel her voice doth raise?   15
 

So when my Mistress shall be seen

 In sweetness of her looks and mind,

By virtue first, then choice, a Queen,

 Tell me, if she were not design’d

Th’ eclipse and glory of her kind?   20
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Character of a Happy Life
 

Sir Henry Wotton (1568–1639)
 

HOW happy is he born and taught

That serveth not another’s will;

Whose armour is his honest thought

And simple truth his utmost skill!
 

Whose passions not his masters are,   5

Whose soul is still prepared for death,

Not tied unto the world with care

Of public fame, or private breath;
 

Who envies none that chance doth raise

Or vice; Who never understood   10

How deepest wounds are given by praise;

Nor rules of state, but rules of good:
 

Who hath his life from rumours freed,

Whose conscience is his strong retreat;

Whose state can neither flatterers feed   15

Nor ruin make oppressors great;
 

Who God doth late and early pray

More of his grace than gifts to lend;

And entertains the harmless day

With a well-chosen book or friend:   20
 

 — This man is freed from servile bands

Of hope to rise, or fear to fall;

Lord of himself, though not of lands;

And having nothing, yet hath all.
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Edward de Vere,
 Earl of Oxford
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A Renunciation
 

Edward de Vere, Earl of Oxford (1550–1604)
 

IF women could be fair, and yet not fond,

Or that their love were firm, not fickle still,

I would not marvel that they make men bond

By service long to purchase their good will;

But when I see how frail those creatures are,   5

I muse that men forget themselves so far.
 

To mark the choice they make, and how they change,

How oft from Phœbus they do flee to Pan;

Unsettled still, like haggards wild they range,

These gentle birds that fly from man to man;   10

Who would not scorn and shake them from the fist,

And let them fly, fair fools, which way they list?
 

Yet for disport we fawn and flatter both,

To pass the time when nothing else can please,

And train them to our lure with subtle oath,   15

Till, weary of their wiles, ourselves we ease;

And then we say when we their fancy try,

To play with fools, O what a fool was I!
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Ben Jonson
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Simplex Munditiis
 

Ben Jonson (1573–1637)
 

STILL to be neat, still to be drest,

As you were going to a feast;

Still to be powdr’d, still perfumed:

Lady, it is to be presumed,

Though art’s hid causes are not found,   5

All is not sweet, all is not sound.
 

Give me a look, give me a face

That makes simplicity a grace;

Robes loosely flowing, hair as free:

Such sweet neglect more taketh me   10

Than all th’ adulteries of art;

They strike mine eyes, but not my heart.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








The Triumph
 

Ben Jonson (1573–1637)
 

SEE the Chariot at hand here of Love,

 Wherein my Lady rideth!

Each that draws is a swan or a dove,

 And well the car Love guideth.

As she goes, all hearts do duty   5

   Unto her beauty;

And enamour’d do wish, so they might

   But enjoy such a sight,

That they still were to run by her side,

Through swords, through seas, whither she would ride.   10
 

Do but look on her eyes, they do light

 All that Love’s world compriseth!

Do but look on her hair, it is bright

 As Love’s star when it riseth!

Do but mark, her forehead’s smoother   15

   Than words that soothe her;

And from her arch’d brows such a grace

   Sheds itself through the face,

As alone there triumphs to the life

All the gain, all the good, of the elements’ strife.   20
 

Have you seen but a bright lily grow

 Before rude hands have touch’d it?

Have you mark’d but the fall of the snow

 Before the soil hath smutch’d it?

Have you felt the wool of beaver,   25

   Or swan’s down ever?

Or have smelt o’ the bud o’ the brier,

   Or the nard in the fire?

Or have tasted the bag of the bee?

O so white, O so soft, O so sweet is she!   30
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The Noble Nature
 

Ben Jonson (1573–1637)
 

IT is not growing like a tree

In bulk, doth make Man better be;

Or standing long an oak, three hundred year,

To fall a log at last, dry, bald, and sere:

   A lily of a day   5

   Is fairer far in May,

 Although it fall and die that night — 

 It was the plant and flower of Light

In small proportions we just beauties see;

And in short measures life may perfect be.   10
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To Celia
 

Ben Jonson (1573–1637)
 

DRINK to me only with thine eyes,

 And I will pledge with mine;

Or leave a kiss but in the cup

 And I’ll not look for wine.

The thirst that from the soul doth rise   5

 Doth ask a drink divine;

But might I of Jove’s nectar sup,

 I would not change for thine.
 

I sent thee late a rosy wreath,

 Not so much honouring thee   10

As giving it a hope that there

 It could not wither’d be;

But thou thereon didst only breathe

 And sent’st it back to me;

Since when it grows, and smells, I swear,   15

 Not of itself but thee!
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A Farewell to the World
 

Ben Jonson (1573–1637)
 

FALSE world, good night! since thou hast brought

 That hour upon my morn of age;

Henceforth I quit thee from my thought,

 My part is ended on thy stage.
 

Yes, threaten, do. Alas! I fear   5

 As little as I hope from thee:

I know thou canst not show nor bear

 More hatred than thou hast to me.
 

My tender, first, and simple years

 Thou didst abuse and then betray;   10

Since stir’d’st up jealousies and fears,

 When all the causes were away.
 

Then in a soil hast planted me

 Where breathe the basest of thy fools;

Where envious arts professèd be,   15

 And pride and ignorance the schools;
 

Where nothing is examined, weigh’d,

 But as ’tis rumour’d, so believed;

Where every freedom is betray’d,

 And every goodness tax’d or grieved.   20
 

But what we’re born for, we must bear:

 Our frail condition it is such

That what to all may happen here,

 If ‘t chance to me, I must not grutch.
 

Else I my state should much mistake   25

 To harbour a divided thought

From all my kind — that, for my sake,

 There should a miracle be wrought.
 

No, I do know that I was born

 To age, misfortune, sickness, grief:   30

But I will bear these with that scorn

 As shall not need thy false relief.
 

Nor for my peace will I go far,

 As wanderers do, that still do roam;

But make my strengths, such as they are,   35

 Here in my bosom, and at home.
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A Nymph’s Passion
 

Ben Jonson (1573–1637)
 

 I LOVE, and he loves me again,

  Yet dare I not tell who;

 For if the nymphs should know my swain,

  I fear they’d love him too;

   Yet if he be not known,   5

  The pleasure is as good as none,

For that’s a narrow joy is but our own.
 

 I’ll tell, that if they be not glad,

  They may not envy me;

 But then if I grow jealous mad   10

  And of them pitied be,

   It were a plague ‘bove scorn;

  And yet it cannot be forborne

Unless my heart would, as my thought, be torn.
 

 He is, if they can find him, fair   15

  And fresh, and fragrant too,

 As summer’s sky or purgéd air,

  And looks as lilies do

   That are this morning blown:

  Yet, yet I doubt he is not known,   20

And fear much more that more of him be shown.
 

 But he hath eyes so round and bright,

  As make away my doubt,

 Where Love may all his torches light,

  Though Hate had put them out;   25

   But then t’ increase my fears

  What nymph soe’er his voice but hears

Will be my rival, though she have but ears.
 

 I’ll tell no more, and yet I love,

  And he loves me; yet no   30

 One unbecoming thought doth move

  From either heart I know:

   But so exempt from blame

  As it would be to each a fame,

If love or fear would let me tell his name.   35
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Epode
 

Ben Jonson (1573–1637)
 

NOT to know vice at all, and keep true state,

   Is virtue, and not fate:

Next to that virtue is to know vice well,

   And her black spite expel,

Which to effect (since no breast is so sure,   5

   Or safe, but she’ll procure

Some way of entrance) we must plant a guard

   Of thoughts to watch and ward

At th’eye and ear, the ports unto the mind,

   That no strange or unkind   10

Object arrive there, but the heart, our spy,

   Give knowledge instantly

To wakeful reason, our affections’ king:

   Who, in th’ examining,

Will quickly taste the treason, and commit   15

   Close, the close cause of it.

’Tis the securest policy we have,

   To make our sense our slave.

But this true course is not embraced by many:

   By many? scarce by any.   20

For either our affections do rebel,

   Or else the sentinel,

That should ring larum to the heart, doth sleep:

   Or some great thought doth keep

Back the intelligence, and falsely swears   25

   They’re base and idle fears

Whereof the loyal conscience so complains.

   Thus, by these subtle trains,

Do several passions invade the mind,

   And strike our reason blind:   30

Of which usurping rank, some have thought love.

   The first, as prone to move

Most frequent tumults, horrors, and unrests,

   In our inflamèd breasts:

But this doth from the cloud of error grow,   35

   Which thus we over-blow.

The thing they here call Love is blind Desire,

   Armed with bow, shafts, and fire;

Inconstant, like the sea, of whence ‘t is born,

   Rough, swelling, like a storm;   40

With whom who sails, rides on the surge of fear,

   And boils as if he were

In a continual tempest. Now, true Love

   No such effects doth prove;

That is an essence far more gentle, fine,   45

   Pure, perfect, nay, divine;

It is a golden chain let down from heaven,

   Whose links are bright and even,

That falls like sleep on lovers, and combines

   The soft and sweetest minds   50

In equal knots: this bears no brands nor darts,

   To murther different hearts,

But in a calm and godlike unity

   Preserves community.

O, who is he that in this peace enjoys   55

   Th’ elixir of all joys?

A form more fresh than are the Eden bowers,

   And lasting as her flowers:

Richer than Time, and as Time’s virtue rare:

   Sober, as saddest care;   60

A fixèd thought, an eye untaught to glance:

   Who, blest with such high chance,

Would, at suggestion of a steep desire,

   Cast himself from the spire

Of all his happiness? But, soft, I hear   65

   Some vicious fool draw near,

That cries we dream, and swears there’s no such thing

   As this chaste love we sing.

Peace, Luxury, thou art like one of those

   Who, being at sea, suppose,   70

Because they move, the continent doth so.

   No, Vice, we let thee know,

Though thy wild thoughts with sparrows’ wings do fly,

   Turtles can chastely die.

And yet (in this t’ express ourselves more clear)   75

   We do not number here

Such spirits as are only continent

   Because lust’s means are spent;

Or those who doubt the common mouth of fame,

   And for their place and name   80

Cannot so safely sin. Their chastity

   Is mere necessity.

Nor mean we those whom vows and conscience

   Have filled with abstinence:

Though we acknowledge, who can so abstain   85

   Makes a most blessèd gain;

He that for love of goodness hateth ill

   Is more crown-worthy still

Than he, which for sin’s penalty forbears:

   His heart sins, though he fears.   90

But we propose a person like our Dove,

   Grac’d with a Phœnix’ love;

A beauty of that clear and sparkling light,

   Would make a day of night,

And turn the blackest sorrows to bright joys:   95

   Whose od’rous breath destroys

All taste of bitterness, and makes the air

   As sweet as she is fair.

A body so harmoniously composed,

   As if nature disclosed   100

All her best symmetry in that one feature!

   O, so divine a creature,

Who could be false to? chiefly when he knows

   How only she bestows

The wealthy treasure of her love on him;   105

   Making his fortunes swim

In the full flood of her admired perfection?

   What savage, brute affection

Would not be fearful to offend a dame

   Of this excelling frame?   110

Much more a noble and right generous mind

   To virtuous moods inclined,

That knows the weight of guilt: he will refrain

   From thoughts of such a strain;

And to his sense object this sentence ever,   115

‘Man may securely sin, but safely never.’
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Epitaph on Elizabeth L. H.
 

Ben Jonson (1573–1637)
 

WOULDS’T thou hear what man can say

In a little? Reader, stay.

Underneath this stone doth lie

As much beauty as could die;

Which in life did harbour give   5

To more virtue than doth live.

If at all she had a fault

Leave it buried in this vault.

One name was Elizabeth,

The other, let it sleep with death,   10

Fitter, where it died, to tell,

Than that it lived at all. Farewell.
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On Lucy, Countess of Bedford
 

Ben Jonson (1573–1637)
 

THIS morning timely wrapt with holy fire,

I thought to form unto my zealous Muse,

What kind of creature I could most desire

To know, serve, and love, as Poets use.

I meant to make her fair, and free, and wise,   5

Of greatest blood, and yet more good than great;

I meant the day-star should not brighter rise,

Nor lend like influence from his lucent seat;

I meant she should be courteous, facile, sweet,

Hating that solemn vice of greatness, pride;   10

I meant each softest virtue there should meet,

Fit in that softer bosom to reside.

Only a learnèd, and a manly soul

I purposed her: that should with even powers,

The rock, the spindle, and the shears control   15

Of Destiny, and spin her own free hours.

Such when I meant to feign, and wished to see,

My Muse bade BEDFORD write, and that was she!
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An Ode to Himself
 

Ben Jonson (1573–1637)
 

WHERE dost thou careless lie

 Buried in ease and sloth?

Knowledge that sleeps, doth die

And this security,

 It is the common moth   5

That eats on wits and arts, and that destroys them both.
 

Are all the Aonian springs

 Dried up? lies Thespia waste?

Doth Clarius’ harp want strings,

That not a nymph now sings;   10

 Or droop they as disgraced,

To see their seats and bowers by chattering pies defaced?
 

If hence thy silence be,

 As ’tis too just a cause,

Let this thought quicken thee:   15

Minds that are great and free

 Should not on fortune pause;

’Tis crown enough to virtue still, her own applause.
 

What though the greedy fry

 Be taken with false baits   20

Of worded balladry,

And think it poesy?

 They die with their conceits,

And only piteous scorn upon their folly waits.
 

Then take in hand thy lyre;   25

 Strike in thy proper strain;

With Japhet’s line aspire

Sol’s chariot, for new fire

 To give the world again:

Who aided him, will thee, the issue of Jove’s brain.   30
 

And, since our dainty age

 Cannot endure reproof,

Make not thyself a page

To that strumpet the stage;

 But sing high and aloof,   35

Safe from the wolf’s black jaw, and the dull ass’s hoof.
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Hymn to Diana
 

Ben Jonson (1573–1637)
 

QUEEN and Huntress, chaste and fair,

  Now the sun is laid to sleep,

Seated in thy silver chair

  State in wonted manner keep;

    Hesperus entreats thy light,   5

    Goddess excellently bright.
 

Earth, let not thy envious shade

  Dare itself to interpose;

Cynthia’s shining orb was made

  Heaven to clear when day did close:   10

    Bless us then with wishèd sight,

    Goddess excellently bright.
 

Lay thy bow of pearl apart

  And thy crystal-shining quiver;

Give unto the flying hart   15

  Space to breathe, how short soever:

    Thou that mak’st a day of night,

    Goddess excellently bright!
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On Salathiel Pavy
 

A Child of Queen Elizabeth’s Chapel
 

Ben Jonson (1573–1637)
 

WEEP with me, all you that read

  This little story;

And know, for whom a tear you shed

  Death’s self is sorry.

’Twas a child that so did thrive   5

  In grace and feature,

As Heaven and Nature seem’d to strive

  Which own’d the creature.

Years he number’d scarce thirteen

  When Fates turn’d cruel,   10

Yet three fill’d zodiacs had he been

  The stage’s jewel;

And did act (what now we moan)

  Old men so duly,

As sooth the Parcæ thought him one,   15

  He play’d so truly.

So, by error, to his fate

  They all consented;

But, viewing him since, alas, too late!

  They have repented;   20

And have sought, to give new birth,

  In baths to steep him;

But, being so much too good for earth,

  Heaven vows to keep him.
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His Supposed Mistress
 

Ben Jonson (1573–1637)
 

IF I freely can discover

What would please me in my lover,

 I would have her fair and witty,

 Savouring more of court than city;

 A little proud, but full of pity;   5

 Light and humourous in her toying;

 Oft building hopes, and soon destroying;

 Long, but sweet in the enjoying,

Neither too easy, nor too hard:

All extremes I would have barred.   10
 

She should be allowed her passions,

So they were but used as fashions;

 Sometimes froward, and then frowning,

 Sometimes sickish, and then swowning,

 Every fit with change still crowning.   15

 Purely jealous I would have her;

 Then only constant when I crave her,

 ’Tis a virtue should not save her.

Thus, nor her delicates would cloy me,

Neither her peevishness annoy me.   20
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To the Memory of My Beloved the Author, Mr. William Shakespeare and What He Hath Left Us
 

Prefixed to the First Folio Edition of Shakespeare’s Plays
 

Ben Jonson (1573–1637)
 

TO draw no envy, Shakespeare, on thy name,

Am I thus ample to thy book and fame;

While I confess thy writings to be such

As neither man nor Muse can praise too much.

’Tis true, and all men’s suffrage. But these ways   5

Were not the paths I meant unto thy praise;

For seeliest Ignorance on these may light,

Which, when it sounds at best, but echoes right;

Or blind Affection, which doth ne’er advance

The truth, but gropes and urgeth all by chance;   10

Or crafty Malice might pretend this praise,

And think to ruin where it seem’d to raise.

These are as some infamous bawd or whore

Should praise a matron. What could hurt her more?

But thou art proof against them, and, indeed,   15

Above the ill-fortune of them, or the need.

I, therefore, will begin. Soul of the age!

The applause, delight, the wonder of our stage,

My Shakespeare, rise! I will not lodge thee by

Chaucer, or Spenser, or bid Beaumont lie   20

A little further, to make thee a room:

Thou art a monument without a tomb,

And art alive still, while thy book doth live,

And we have wits to read, and praise to give.

That I not mix thee so, my brain excuses;   25

I mean, with great but disproportion’d Muses.

For, if I thought my judgment were of years,

I should commit thee, surely, with thy peers.

And tell how far thou didst our Lyly outshine,

Or sporting Kyd, or Marlowe’s mighty line.   30

And though thou hadst small Latin and less Greek,

From thence, to honour thee, I would not seek

For names; but call forth thund’ring Aeschylus,

Euripides, and Sophocles to us,

Paccuvius, Accius, him of Cordova dead   35

To life again, to hear thy buskin tread

And shake a stage; or when thy socks were on,

Leave thee alone, for the comparison

Of all that insolent Greece or haughty Rome

Sent forth; or since did from their ashes come.   40

Triumph, my Britain! Thou hast one to show

To whom all scenes of Europe homage owe.

He was not of an age, but for all time!

And all the Muses still were in their prime,

When, like Apollo, he came forth to warm   45

Our ears, or, like a Mercury, to charm.

Nature herself was proud of his designs,

And joy’d to wear the dressing of his lines,

Which were so richly spun, and woven so fit

As, since, she will vouchsafe no other wit.   50

The merry Greek, tart Aristophanes,

Neat Terence, witty Plautus, now not please;

But antiquated and deserted lie,

As they were not of Nature’s family.

Yet must I not give Nature all! Thy art,   55

My gentle Shakespeare, must enjoy a part.

For though the Poet’s matter Nature be

His art doth give the fashion. And that he

Who casts to write a living line, must sweat

(Such as thine are), and strike the second heat   60

Upon the Muses’ anvil, turn the same

(And himself with it), that he thinks to frame;

Or for the laurel he may gain a scorn!

For a good Poet’s made as well as born;

And such wert thou! Look how the father’s face   65

Lives in his issue; even so, the race

Of Shakespeare’s mind and manners brightly shines

In his well-turnèd and true-filèd lines;

In each of which he seems to shake a lance

As brandish’d at the eyes of Ignorance.   70

Sweet Swan of Avon! what a sight it were

To see thee in our water yet appear,

And make those flights upon the banks of Thames

That so did take Eliza, and our James!

But stay, I see thee in the hemisphere   75

Advanc’d, and made a constellation there!

Shine forth, thou star of poets, and with rage

Or influence, chide, or cheer the drooping stage;

Which since thy flight from hence hath mourn’d like night,

And despairs day, but for thy volume’s light.   80
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John Donne
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The Flea
 

John Donne (1573–1631)
 

Mark but this flea, and mark in this,

How little that which thou deniest me is;

It sucked me first, and now sucks thee,

And in this flea our two bloods mingled be;

Thou know’st that this cannot be said

A sin, nor shame, nor loss of maidenhead,

  Yet this enjoys before it woo,

  And pampered swells with one blood made of two,

  And this, alas, is more than we would do.

 

Oh stay, three lives in one flea spare,

Where we almost, nay more than married are.

This flea is you and I, and this

Our mariage bed, and marriage temple is;

Though parents grudge, and you, w’are met,

And cloistered in these living walls of jet.

  Though use make you apt to kill me,

  Let not to that, self-murder added be,

  And sacrilege, three sins in killing three.

 

Cruel and sudden, hast thou since

Purpled thy nail, in blood of innocence?

Wherein could this flea guilty be,

Except in that drop which it sucked from thee?

Yet thou triumph’st, and say’st that thou

Find’st not thy self, nor me the weaker now;

  ’Tis true; then learn how false, fears be:

  Just so much honor, when thou yield’st to me,

  Will waste, as this flea’s death took life from thee.
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The Funeral
 

John Donne (1573–1631)
 

WHOEVER comes to shroud me, do not harm

   Nor question much

That subtle wreath of hair about mine arm;

The mystery, the sign you must not touch,

  For ’tis my outward soul,   5

Viceroy to that which, unto heav’n being gone,

  Will leave this to control

And keep these limbs, her provinces, from dissolution.
 

For if the sinewy thread my brain lets fall

   Through every part   10

Can tie those parts, and make me one of all;

Those hairs, which upward grew, and strength and art

  Have from a better brain,

Can better do ‘t: except she meant that I

  By this should know my pain,   15

As prisoners then are manacled, when they’re condemn’d to die.
 

Whate’er she meant by’t, bury it with me,

   For since I am

Love’s martyr, it might breed idolatry

If into other hands these reliques came.   20

  As ’twas humility

T’ afford to it all that a soul can do,

  So ’tis some bravery

That, since you would have none of me, I bury some of you.
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A Hymn to God the Father
 

John Donne (1573–1631)
 

WILT Thou forgive that sin where I begun,

 Which was my sin, though it were done before?

Wilt Thou forgive that sin through which I run,

 And do run still, though still I do deplore?

When Thou hast done, Thou hast not done;   5

   For I have more.
 

Wilt Thou forgive that sin which I have won

 Others to sin, and made my sins their door?

Wilt Thou forgive that sin which I did shun

 A year or two, but wallow’d in a score?   10

When Thou hast done, Thou hast not done;

   For I have more.
 

I have a sin of fear, that when I’ve spun

 My last thread, I shall perish on the shore;

But swear by Thyself that at my death Thy Son   15

 Shall shine as He shines now and heretofore:

And having done that, Thou hast done;

   I fear no more.
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Valediction, Forbidding Mourning
 

John Donne (1573–1631)
 

AS virtuous men pass mildly away,

 And whisper to their souls to go;

While some of their sad friends do say,

 Now his breath goes, and some say, No;
 

So let us melt, and make no noise,   5

 No tear-floods, nor sigh-tempests move;

‘Twere profanation of our joys

 To tell the laity our love.
 

Moving of th’ earth brings harms and fears

 Men reckon what it did and meant;   10

But trepidations of the spheres,

 Though greater far, are innocent.
 

Dull sublunary lovers’ love,

 Whose soul is sense, cannot admit

Absence; for that it doth remove   15

 Those things which elemented it.
 

But we, by a love so far refined,

 That ourselves know not what it is,

Inter-assurèd of the mind,

 Careless, eyes, lips and hands to miss,   20
 

 — Our two souls therefore, which are one,

 Though I must go, endure not yet

A breach, but an expansion,

 Like gold to airy thinness beat.
 

If they be two, they are two so   25

 As stiff twin compasses are two;

Thy soul, the fixt foot, makes no show

 To move, but doth if th’ other do.
 

And though it in the centre sit,

 Yet when the other far doth roam,   30

It leans and hearkens after it,

 And grows erect as that comes home.
 

Such wilt thou be to me, who must,

 Like th’ other foot, obliquely run;

Thy firmness makes my circles just,   35

 And makes me end where I begun.
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Death
 

John Donne (1573–1631)
 

DEATH, be not proud, though some have callèd thee

Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so:

For those whom thou think’st thou dost overthrow

Die not, poor Death; nor yet canst thou kill me.

From Rest and Sleep, which but thy picture be,   5

Much pleasure, then from thee much more must flow;

And soonest our best men with thee do go — 

Rest of their bones and souls’ delivery!

Thou’rt slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men,

And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell;   10

And poppy or charms can make us sleep as well

And better than thy stroke. Why swell’st thou then?

 One short sleep past, we wake eternally,

 And Death shall be no more: Death, thou shalt die!
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The Dream
 

John Donne (1573–1631)
 

DEAR love, for nothing less than thee

Would I have broke this happy dream;

    It was a theme

For reason, much too strong for fantasy.

Therefore thou waked’st me wisely; yet   5

My dream thou brak’st not, but continued’st it:

Thou art so true that thoughts of thee suffice

To make dreams truths and fables histories.

Enter these arms, for since thou thought’st it best

Not to dream all my dream, let’s act the rest.   10
 

As lightning, or a taper’s light,

Thine eyes, and not thy noise, waked me;

    Yet I thought thee — 

For thou lov’st truth — an angel at first sight;

But when I saw thou saw’st my heart,   15

And knew’st my thoughts beyond an angel’s art,

When thou knew’st what I dreamt, when thou knew’st when

Excess of joy would wake me, and cam’st then,

I must confess it could not choose but be

Profane to think thee anything but thee.   20
 

Coming and staying show’d thee thee;

But rising makes me doubt that now

    Thou art not thou.

That Love is weak where Fear’s as strong as he;

’Tis not all spirit pure and brave,   25

If mixture it of Fear, Shame, Honour have.

Perchance, as torches, which must ready be,

Men light and put out, so thou dealst with me.

Thou cam’st to kindle, goest to come: then I

Will dream that hope again, but else would die.   30
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Song
 

John Donne (1573–1631)
 

GO and catch a falling star,

 Get with child a mandrake root,

Tell me where all past hours are,

 Or who cleft the Devil’s foot;

Teach me to hear mermaids singing,   5

Or to keep off envy’s stinging,

    Or find

    What wind

Serves to advance an honest mind.
 

If thou be’st born to strange sights,   10

 Things invisible go see,

Ride ten thousand days and nights,

 Till age snow white hairs on thee.

Thou at thy return wilt tell me

All strange wonders that befell thee,   15

    And swear,

    No where

Lives a woman true and fair.
 

If thou find’st one, let me know,

 Such a pilgrimage were sweet;   20

Yet do not, I would not go,

 Though at next door we should meet.

Though she were true when you met her,

And last till you write your letter,

    Yet she   25

    Will be

False, ere I come, to two or three.
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Sweetest Love, I do not Go
 

John Donne (1573–1631)
 

SWEETEST love, I do not go

 For weariness of thee,

Nor in hope the world can show

 A fitter love for me;

   But since that I   5

Must die at last, ’tis best

Thus to use myself in jest,

   By feignèd death to die.
 

Yesternight the sun went hence,

 And yet is here to-day;   10

He hath no desire nor sense,

 Nor half so short a way.

   Then fear not me,

But believe that I shall make

Hastier journeys, since I take   15

   More wings and spurs than he.
 

O how feeble is man’s power,

 That, if good fortune fall,

Cannot add another hour,

 Nor a lost hour recall.   20

   But come bad chance,

And we join to it our strength,

And we teach it art and length,

   Itself o’er us t’ advance.
 

When thou sigh’st, thou sigh’st no wind,   25

 But sigh’st my soul away;

When thou weep’st, unkindly kind,

 My life’s blood doth decay.

   It cannot be

That thou lov’st me as thou say’st,   30

If in thine my life thou waste,

   That art the best of me.
 

Let not thy divining heart

 Forethink me any ill.

Destiny may take thy part   35

 And may thy fears fulfil;

   But think that we

Are but turned aside to sleep:

They who one another keep

   Alive, ne’er parted be.   40
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Lover’s Infiniteness
 

John Donne (1573–1631)
 

 IF yet I have not all thy love,

  Dear, I shall never have it all;

I cannot breathe one other sigh to move,

Nor can entreat one other tear to fall;

And all my treasure, which should purchase thee,   5

Sighs, tears, and oaths, and letters, I have spent;

 Yet no more can be due to me,

 Than at the bargain made was meant:

If, then, thy gift of love was partial,

That some to me, some should to others fall,   10

 Dear, I shall never have it all.
 

  Or if then thou gavest me all,

 All was but all which thou hadst then;

But if in thy heart since there be, or shall

New love created be by other men,   15

Which have their stocks entire, and can in tears,

In sighs, in oaths, in letters outbid me,

 This new love may beget new fears;

  For this love was not vowed by thee,

And yet it was, thy gift being general:   20

The ground, thy heart, is mine; whatever shall

 Grow there, dear, I should have it all.
 

  Yet I would not have all yet;

 He that hath all can have no more;

And since my love doth every day admit   25

New growth, thou shouldst have new rewards in store.

Thou canst not every day give me thy heart;

If thou canst give it, then thou never gav’st it:

Love’s riddles are that, though thy heart depart,

It stays at home, and thou with losing sav’st it,   30

But we will love a way more liberal

Than changing hearts, — to join them; so we shall

  Be one, an one another’s All.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Love’s Deity
 

John Donne (1573–1631)
 

I LONG to talk with some old lover’s ghost,

 Who died before the god of love was born:

I cannot think that he, that then loved most,

 Sunk so low as to love one which did scorn.

But since this god produced a destiny,   5

And that vice-nature, custom, lets it be,

I must love her that loves not me.
 

Sure they which made him god meant not so much,

 Nor he in his young godhead practised it;

But when an even flame two hearts did touch,   10

 His office was indulgently to fit

Actives to passives; correspondency

Only his subject was; it cannot be

Love, if I love who loves not me.
 

But every modern god will now extend   15

 His vast prerogative as far as Jove;

To rage, to lust, to write too, to commend;

 All is the purlieu of the god of love.

O were we wakened by his tyranny

To ungod this child again, it could not be   20

I should love her that loves not me.
 

Rebel and atheist, too, why murmur I,

 As though I felt the worst that love could do?

Love may make me leave loving, or might try

 A deeper plague, to make her love me too,   25

Which, since she loves before, I am loath to see,

Falsehood is worse than hate; and that must be,

If she whom I love should love me.
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Stay, O Sweet
 

John Donne (1573–1631)
 

STAY, O sweet, and do not rise!

  The light that shines comes from thine eyes;

 The day breaks not: it is my heart,

Because that you and I must part.

  Stay! or else my joys will die,   5

 And perish in their infancy.
 

 ’Tis true, ’tis day: what though it be?

O, wilt thou therefore rise from me?

 Why should we rise because ’tis light?

Did we lie down because ’twas night?   10

 Love, which in spite of darkness brought us hither,

 Should in despite of light keep us together.
 

 Light hath no tongue, but is all eye.

If it could speak as well as spy,

 This were the worst that it could say: — 15

That, being well, I fain would stay,

 And that I lov’d my heart and honour so,

 That I would not from him, that had them, go.
 

 Must business thee from hence remove?

Oh, that’s the worse disease of love!   20

 The poor, the fool, the false, love can

Admit, but not the busied man.

 He, which hath business, and makes love, doth do

 Such wrong, as when a married man doth woo.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








The Blossom
 

John Donne (1573–1631)
 

LITTLE think’st thou, poor flower,

Whom I have watched six or seven days,

And seen thy birth, and seen what every hour

Gave to thy growth, thee to this height to raise,

And now dost laugh and triumph on this bough,   5

  — Little think’st thou

That it will freeze anon, and that I shall

To-morrow find thee fall’n, or not at all.
 

Little think’st thou, poor heart,

That labourest yet to nestle thee,   10

And think’st by hovering here to get a part

In a forbidden or forbidding tree,

And hop’st her stiffness by long siege to bow,

  — Little think’st thou

That thou, to-morrow, ere the sun doth wake,   15

Must with the sun and me a journey take.
 

But thou, which lov’st to be

Subtle to plague thyself, wilt say — 

“Alas! if you must go, what’s that to me?

Here lies my business, and here will I stay:   20

You go to friends, whose love and means present

    Various content

To your eyes, ears, and taste, and every part:

If then your body go, what need your heart?”
 

Well, then, stay here: but know   25

When thou hast said and done thy most,

A naked thinking heart, that makes no show,

Is to a woman but a kind of ghost;

How shall she know my heart? Or, having none,

    Know thee for one?   30

Practice may make her know some other part,

But take my word, she doth not know a heart.
 

Meet me in London, then,

Twenty days hence, and thou shalt see

Me fresher and more fat, by being with men,   35

Than if I had stay’d still with her and thee.

For God’s sake, if you can, be you so too:

    I will give you

There to another friend, whom you shall find

As glad to have my body as my mind.   40
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The Good Morrow
 

John Donne (1573–1631)
 

I WONDER, by my troth, what thou and I

Did, till we loved? were we not weaned till then?

But sucked on country pleasures, childishly?

Or snored we in the Seven Sleepers’ den?

’Twas so; but this, all pleasures fancies be;   5

If ever any beauty I did see.

Which I desired, and got, ’twas but a dream of thee.
 

And now good-morrow to our waking souls,

Which watch not one another out of fear;

For love all love of other sights controls,   10

And makes one little room an everywhere.

Let sea-discoverers to new worlds have gone;

Let maps to other, worlds on worlds have shown,

Let us possess one world; each hath one, and is one.
 

My face in thine eye, thine in mine appears,   15

And true plain hearts do in the faces rest;

Where can we find two better hemispheres

Without sharp north, without declining west?

Whatever dies, was not mixed equally;

If our two loves be one, or thou and I   20

Love so alike that none can slacken, none can die.
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Present in Absence
 

John Donne (1573–1631)
 

ABSENCE, hear thou my protestation

  Against thy strength,

  Distance, and length;

Do what thou canst for alteration:

 For hearts of truest mettle   5

 Absence doth join, and Time doth settle.
 

Who loves a mistress of such quality,

  His mind hath found

  Affection’s ground

Beyond time, place, and all mortality.   10

 To hearts that cannot vary

 Absence is present, Time doth tarry.
 

My senses want their outward motion

  Which now within

  Reason doth win,   15

Redoubled by her secret notion:

 Like rich men that take pleasure

 In hiding more than handling treasure.
 

By absence this good means I gain,

  That I can catch her,   20

  Where none can watch her,

In some close corner of my brain:

 There I embrace and kiss her;

 And so enjoy her and none miss her.
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The Sun Rising
 

John Donne (1573–1631)
 

             Busy old fool, unruly sun,

              Why dost thou thus,

Through windows, and through curtains call on us?

Must to thy motions lovers’ seasons run?

              Saucy pedantic wretch, go chide

              Late school boys and sour prentices,

        Go tell court huntsmen that the king will ride,

        Call country ants to harvest offices,

Love, all alike, no season knows nor clime,

Nor hours, days, months, which are the rags of time.

 

              Thy beams, so reverend and strong

              Why shouldst thou think?

I could eclipse and cloud them with a wink,

But that I would not lose her sight so long;

              If her eyes have not blinded thine,

              Look, and tomorrow late, tell me,

        Whether both th’ Indias of spice and mine

        Be where thou leftst them, or lie here with me.

Ask for those kings whom thou saw’st yesterday,

And thou shalt hear, All here in one bed lay.

 

              She’s all states, and all princes, I,

              Nothing else is.

Princes do but play us; compared to this,

All honor’s mimic, all wealth alchemy.

              Thou, sun, art half as happy as we,

              In that the world’s contracted thus.

        Thine age asks ease, and since thy duties be

        To warm the world, that’s done in warming us.

Shine here to us, and thou art everywhere;

This bed thy center is, these walls, thy sphere.
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Joshua Sylvester
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Love’s Omnipresence
 

Joshua Sylvester (1563–1618)
 

WERE I as base as is the lowly plain,

And you, my Love, as high as heaven above,

Yet should the thoughts of me your humble swain

Ascend to heaven, in honour of my Love.
 

Were I as high as heaven above the plain,   5

And you, my Love, as humble and as low

As are the deepest bottoms of the main,

Whereso’er you were, with you my love should go.
 

Were you the earth, dear Love, and I the skies,

My love should shine on you like to the sun,   10

And look upon you with ten thousand eyes

Till heaven wax’d blind, and till the world were done.
 

Whereso’er I am, below, or else above you,

Whereso’er you are, my heart shall truly love you.
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William Alexander,
 Earl of Stirling
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To Aurora
 

William Alexander, Earl of Stirling (1567–1640)
 

O IF thou knew’st how thou thyself dost harm,

And dost prejudge thy bliss, and spoil my rest;

Then thou would’st melt the ice out of thy breast

And thy relenting heart would kindly warm.
 

O if thy pride did not our joys controul,   5

What world of loving wonders should’st thou see!

For if I saw thee once transform’d in me,

Then in thy bosom I would pour my soul;
 

Then all my thoughts should in thy visage shine,

And if that aught mischanced thou should’st not moan   10

Nor bear the burthen of thy griefs alone;

No, I would have my share in what were thine:
 

And whilst we thus should make our sorrows one,

This happy harmony would make them none.
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Richard Corbet
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Farewell, Rewards and Fairies
 

Richard Corbet (1582–1635)
 

FAREWELL, rewards and fairies,

 Good housewives now may say,

For now foul sluts in dairies

 Do fare as well as they.

And though they sweep their hearths no less   5

 Than maids were wont to do,

Yet who of late for cleanness

 Finds sixpence in her shoe?
 

Lament, lament, old Abbeys,

 The Fairies’ lost command!   10

They did but change Priests’ babies,

 But some have changed your land.

And all your children, sprung from thence,

 Are now grown Puritans,

Who live as Changelings ever since   15

 For love of your demains.
 

At morning and at evening both

 You merry were and glad,

So little care of sleep or sloth

 These pretty ladies had;   20

When Tom came home from labour,

 Or Cis to milking rose,

Then merrily went their tabor,

 And nimbly went their toes.
 

Witness those rings and roundelays   25

 Of theirs, which yet remain,

Were footed in Queen Mary’s days

 On many a grassy plain;

But since of late, Elizabeth,

 And later, James came in,   30

They never danced on any heath

 As when the time hath been.
 

By which we note the Fairies

 Were of the old Profession.

Their songs were ‘Ave Mary’s’,   35

 Their dances were Procession.

But now, alas, they all are dead;

 Or gone beyond the seas;

Or farther for Religion fled;

Or else they take their ease.   40
 

A tell-tale in their company

 They never could endure!

And whoso kept not secretly

 Their mirth, was punished, sure;

It was a just and Christian deed   45

 To pinch such black and blue.

Oh how the commonwealth doth want

 Such Justices as you!
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Thomas Heywood
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Pack, Clouds, Away
 

Thomas Heywood (d. 1650)
 

PACK, clouds, away, and welcome day,

 With night we banish sorrow;

Sweet air, blow soft, mount, larks, aloft

 To give my Love good-morrow!

Wings from the wind to please her mind,   5

 Notes from the lark I’ll borrow;

Bird, prune thy wing, nightingale, sing,

 To give my Love good-morrow;

   To give my Love good-morrow

   Notes from them both I’ll borrow.   10
 

Wake from thy nest, Robin-red-breast,

 Sing, birds, in every furrow;

And from each hill, let music shrill

 Give my fair Love good-morrow!

Blackbird and thrush in every bush,   15

 Stare, linnet, and cock-sparrow!

You pretty elves, amongst yourselves

 Sing my fair Love good-morrow;

   To give my Love good-morrow

   Sing, birds, in every furrow!   20
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Thomas Dekker
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Country Glee
 

Thomas Dekker (1570–1614)
 

HAYMAKERS, rakers, reapers, and mowers,

 Wait on your Summer-Queen;

Dress up with musk-rose her eglantine bowers,

 Daffodils strew the green;

   Sing, dance, and play,   5

   ’Tis holiday;

 The sun does bravely shine

 On our ears of corn.

   Rich as a pearl

   Comes every girl,   10

 This is mine, this is mine, this is mine;

Let us die, ere away they be borne.
 

Bow to the Sun, to our Queen, and that fair one

 Come to behold our sports;

Each bonny lass here is counted a rare one   15

 As those in princes’ courts.

   These and we

   With country glee,

 Will teach the woods to resound,

 And the hills with echoes hollow:   20

   Skipping lambs

   Their bleating dams,

 ‘Mongst kids shall trip it round;

For joy thus our wenches we follow.
 

Wind, jolly huntsmen, your neat bugles shrilly,   25

 Hounds make a lusty cry;

Spring up, you falconers, partridges freely,

 Then let your brave hawks fly.

   Horses amain,

   Over ridge, over plain,   30

 The dogs have the stag in chase:

 ’Tis a sport to content a king.

   So ho, ho! through the skies

   How the proud bird flies,

And sousing, kills with a grace!   35

Now the deer falls; hark! how they ring.
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Cold’s the Wind
 

Thomas Dekker (1570–1614)
 

COLD’S the wind, and wet’s the rain,

Saint Hugh be our good speed!

Ill is the weather that bringeth no gain,

Nor helps good hearts in need.
 

Troll the bowl, the jolly nut-brown bowl,   5

And here’s, kind mate, to thee!

Let’s sing a dirge for Saint Hugh’s soul,

And down it merrily.
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O Sweet Content
 

Thomas Dekker (1570–1614)
 

ART thou poor, yet hast thou golden slumbers?

    O sweet content!

Art thou rich, yet is thy mind perplex’d?

    O punishment!

Dost thou laugh to see how fools are vex’d   5

To add to golden numbers, golden numbers?

 O sweet content! O sweet, O sweet content!

Work apace, apace, apace, apace;

Honest labour bears a lovely face;

Then hey nonny nonny, hey nonny nonny!   10
 

Canst drink the waters of the crispèd spring?

    O sweet content!

Swimm’st thou in wealth, yet sink’st in thine own tears?

    O punishment!

Then he that patiently want’s burden bears   15

No burden bears, but in a king, a king!

 O sweet content! O sweet, O sweet content!

Work apace, apace, apace, apace;

Honest labour bears a lovely face;

Then hey nonny nonny, hey nonny nonny!   20
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Francis Beaumont
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On the Tombs in Westminster Abbey
 

Francis Beaumont (1584–1616)
 

MORTALITY, behold and fear

What a change of flesh is here!

Think how many royal bones

Sleep within these heaps of stones;

Here they lie, had realms and lands,   5

Who now want strength to stir their hands,

Where from their pulpits seal’d with dust

They preach, ‘In greatness is no trust.’

Here’s an acre sown indeed

With the richest royallest seed   10

That the earth did e’er suck in

Since the first man died for sin:

Here the bones of birth have cried

‘Though gods they were, as men they died!’

Here are sands, ignoble things,   15

Dropt from the ruin’d sides of kings:

Here’s world of pomp and state

Buried in dust, once dead by fate.
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Master Francis Beaumont’s Letter to Ben Jonson
 

Written before he and Master Fletcher came to London
 

Francis Beaumont (1584–1616)
 

THE SUN (which doth the greatest comfort bring

To absent friends, because the self-same thing

They know they see, however absent) is

Here our best haymaker (forgive me this;

It is our country’s style): in this warm shine   5

I lie, and dream of your full Mermaid Wine.

 O, we have Winter mixed with claret lees,

Drink apt to bring in drier heresies

Than beer, good only for the sonnet’s strain,

With fustian metaphors to stuff the brain;   10

So mixed, that, given to the thirstiest one,

‘Twill not prove alms, unless he have the stone:

I think with one draught man’s invention fades,

Two cups had quite spoiled Homer’s Iliads!

’Tis liquor that will find out Sutcliff’s wit,   15

Lie where he will, and make him write worse yet.

Filled with such moisture, in most grievous qualms,

Did Robert Wisdom write his singing Psalms;

And so must I do this: and yet I think

It is our potion sent us down to drink,   20

By special Providence, keeps us from fights,

Makes us not laugh, when we make legs to Knights:

’Tis this that keeps our minds fit for our states;

A medicine to obey our Magistrates;

For we do live more free than you; no hate,   25

No envy at one another’s happy state,

Moves us; we are equal every whit;

Of land that God gives men, here is their wit,

If we consider fully; for our best

And gravest man will with his main-house-jest   30

Scarce please you: we want subtlety to do

The city-tricks; lie, Hate, and flatter too:

Here are none that can bear a painted show,

Strike, when you wince, and then lament the blow;

Who (like mills set the right way for to grind)   35

Can make their gains alike with every wind:

Only some fellows with the subtlest pate

Amongst us, may perchance equivocate

At selling of a horse; and that’s the most

Methinks the little wit I had is lost   40

Since I saw you; for wit is like a rest

Held up at tennis, which men do the best

With the best gamesters. What things have we seen

Done at the Mermaid! heard words that have been

So nimble, and so full of subtle flame,   45

As if that every one (from whence they came)

Had meant to put his whole wit in a jest,

And had resolved to live a fool the rest

Of his dull life; — then when there hath been thrown

Wit able enough to justify the town   50

For three days past; wit that might warrant be

For the whole city to talk foolishly

Till that were cancelled; and, when we were gone,

We left an air behind us; which alone

Was able to make the two next companies   55

(Right witty; though but downright fools) more wise!

 When I remember this, and see that now

The country gentlemen begin to allow

My wit for dry bobs, then I needs must cry,

‘I see my days of ballating grow nigh!’   60

I can already riddle, and can sing

Catches, sell bargains: and I fear shall bring

Myself to speak the hardest words I find

Over as oft as any, with one wind,

That takes no medicines. But one thought of thee   65

Makes me remember all these things to be

The wit of our young men, fellows that show

No part of good, yet utter all they know;

Who, like trees of the guard, have growing souls,

Only strong Destiny, which all controls,   70

I hope hath left a better fate in store

For me, thy friend, than to live ever poor,

Banished unto this home. Fate once again,

Brings me to thee, who canst make smooth and plain

The way of knowledge for me, and then I   75

(Who have no good, but in thy company,)

Protest it will my greatest comfort be,

To acknowledge all I have, to flow from thee!

Ben, when these Scenes are perfect, we’ll taste wine!

I’ll drink thy Muse’s health! thou shalt quaff mine!   80
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John Fletcher
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Aspatia’s Song
 

John Fletcher (1579–1625)
 

LAY a garland on my hearse

 Of the dismal yew;

Maidens, willow branches bear;

 Say, I died true.
 

My love was false, but I was firm   5

 From my hour of birth.

Upon my buried body lie

 Lightly, gentle earth!
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Melancholy
 

John Fletcher (1579–1625)
 

 HENCE, all you vain delights,

 As short as are the nights,

 Wherein you spend your folly:

 There’s nought in this life sweet

 If man were wise to see’t,   5

  But only melancholy,

  O sweetest melancholy!

 Welcome, folded arms, and fixèd eyes,

 A sigh that piercing mortifies,

 A look that’s fasten’d to the ground,   10

 A tongue chain’d up without a sound!

 Fountain heads and pathless groves,

 Places which pale passion loves!

 Moonlight walks, when all the fowls

 Are warmly housed save bats and owls!   15

 A midnight bell, a parting groan!

 These are the sounds we feed upon;

Then stretch our bones in a still gloomy valley;

Nothing’s so dainty sweet as lovely melancholy.
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John Webster
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Call for the Robin-Redbreast
 

John Webster (1580–1625)
 

CALL for the robin-redbreast and the wren,

Since o’er shady groves they hover

And with leaves and flowers do cover

The friendless bodies of unburied men.

Call unto his funeral dole   5

The ant, the field-mouse, and the mole

To rear him hillocks that shall keep him warm

And (when gay tombs are robb’d) sustain no harm;

But keep the wolf far thence, that’s foe to men,

For with his nails he’ll dig them up again.   10
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William Drummond
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Saint John Baptist
 

William Drummond (1585–1649)
 

THE LAST and greatest Herald of Heaven’s King

Girt with rough skins, hies to the deserts wild,

Among that savage brood the woods forth bring,

Which he more harmless found than man, and mild.

His food was locusts, and what there doth spring,   5

With honey that from virgin hives distill’d;

Parch’d body, hollow eyes, some uncouth thing

Made him appear, long since from earth exiled.

There burst he forth: All ye whose hopes rely

On God, with me amidst these deserts mourn,   10

Repent, repent, and from old errors turn!

 — Who listen’d to his voice, obey’d his cry?

 Only the echoes, which he made relent,

 Rung from their flinty caves, Repent! Repent!
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Madrigal
 

William Drummond (1585–1649)
 

MY thoughts hold mortal strife;

I do detest my life,

And with lamenting cries

Peace to my soul to bring

Oft call that prince which here doth monarchize:   5

 — But he, grim grinning King,

Who caitiffs scorns, and doth the blest surprize,

Late having deck’d with beauty’s rose his tomb,

Disdains to crop a weed, and will not come.
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Life
 

William Drummond (1585–1649)
 

THIS Life, which seems so fair,

Is like a bubble blown up in the air

By sporting children’s breath,

Who chase it everywhere

And strive who can most motion it bequeath.   5

And though it sometimes seem of its own might

Like to an eye of gold to be fix’d there,

And firm to hover in that empty height,

That only is because it is so light.

 — But in that pomp it doth not long appear;   10

For when ’tis most admired, in a thought,

Because it erst was nought, it turns to nought.
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Human Folly
 

William Drummond (1585–1649)
 

OF this fair volume which we World do name

If we the sheets and leaves could turn with care,

Of him who it corrects, and did it frame,

We clear might read the art and wisdom rare:

Find out his power which wildest powers doth tame,   5

His providence extending everywhere,

His justice which proud rebels doth not spare,

In every page, no period of the same.

But silly we, like foolish children, rest

Well pleased with colour’d vellum, leaves of gold.   10

Fair dangling ribbands, leaving what is best,

On the great writer’s sense ne’er taking hold;

 Or if by chance we stay our minds on aught,

 It is some picture on the margin wrought.
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The Problem
 

William Drummond (1585–1649)
 

DOTH then the world go thus, doth all thus move?

Is this the justice which on Earth we find?

Is this that firm decree which all doth bind?

Are these your influences, Powers above?

Those souls which vice’s moody mists most blind,   5

Blind Fortune, blindly, most their friend doth prove;

And they who thee, poor idol Virtue! love,

Ply like a feather toss’d by storm and wind.

Ah! if a Providence doth sway this all

Why should best minds groan under most distress?   10

Or why should pride humility make thrall,

And injuries the innocent oppress?

 Heavens! hinder, stop this fate; or grant a time

 When good may have, as well as bad, their prime!
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To His Lute
 

William Drummond (1585–1649)
 

MY lute, be as thou wert when thou didst grow

With thy green mother in some shady grove,

When immelodious winds but made thee move,

And birds their ramage did on thee bestow.

Since that dear Voice which did thy sounds approve,   5

Which wont in such harmonious strains to flow,

Is reft from Earth to tune those spheres above,

What art thou but a harbinger of woe?

Thy pleasing notes be pleasing notes no more,

But orphans’ wailings to the fainting ear;   10

Each stroke a sigh, each sound draws forth a tear;

For which be silent as in woods before:

 Or if that any hand to touch thee deign,

 Like widow’d turtle still her loss complain.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








For the Magdalene
 

William Drummond (1585–1649)
 

‘THESE eyes, dear Lord, once brandons of desire,

Frail scouts betraying what they had to keep,

Which their own heart, then others set on fire,

Their trait’rous black before thee here out-weep;

These locks, of blushing deeds the gilt attire,   5

Waves curling, wrackful shelves to shadow deep,

Rings wedding souls to sin’s lethargic sleep,

To touch thy sacred feet do now aspire.

In seas of care behold a sinking bark,

By winds of sharp remorse unto thee driven,   10

O let me not be Ruin’s aim’d-at-mark!

My faults confessed, Lord, say they are forgiven.’

 Thus sighed to Jesus the Bethanian fair,

 His tear-wet feet still drying with her hair.
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Content and Resolute
 

William Drummond (1585–1649)
 

AS when it happeneth that some lovely town

Unto a barbarous besieger falls,

Who there by sword and flame himself installs,

And, cruel, it in tears and blood doth drown;

Her beauty spoiled, her citizens made thralls,   5

His spite yet so can not her all throw down

But that some statue, arch, fane of renown

Yet lurks unmaimed within her weeping walls:

So, after all the spoil, disgrace, and wrack,

That time, the world, and death, could bring combined,   10

Amidst that mass of ruins they did make,

Safe and all scarless yet remains my mind.

 From this so high transcending rapture springs,

 That I, all else defaced, not envy kings.
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Alexis, Here She Stayed; Among These Pines
 

William Drummond (1585–1649)
 

ALEXIS, here she stayed; among these pines,

Sweet hermitress, she did alone repair;

Here did she spread the treasure of her hair,

More rich than that brought from the Colchian mines;

She set her by these muskéd eglantines. — 5

The happy place the print seems yet to bear; — 

Her voice did sweeten here thy sugared lines,

To which winds, trees, beasts, birds, did lend their ear:

Me here she first perceived, and here a morn

Of bright carnations did o’erspread her face;   10

Here did she sigh, here first my hopes were born,

And I first got a pledge of promised grace;

 But ah! what served it to be happy so,

 Sith passéd pleasures double but new woe?
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Summons to Love
 

William Drummond (1585–1649)
 

PHœBUS, arise!

And paint the sable skies

With azure, white, and red:

Rouse Memnon’s mother from her Tithon’s bed

That she may thy career with roses spread:   5

The nightingales thy coming eachwhere sing:

Make an eternal Spring!

Give life to this dark world which lieth dead;

Spread forth thy golden hair

In larger locks than thou wast wont before,   10

And emperor-like decore

With diadem of pearl thy temples fair:

Chase hence the ugly night

Which serves but to make dear thy glorious light
 

 — This is that happy morn,   15

That day, long-wishèd day

Of all my life so dark,

(If cruel stars have not my ruin sworn

And fates my hopes betray),

Which, purely white, deserves   20

An everlasting diamond should it mark.

This is the morn should bring unto this grove

My Love, to hear and recompense my love.

Fair King, who all preserves,

But show thy blushing beams,   25

And thou two sweeter eyes

Shalt see than those which by Penéus’ streams

Did once thy heart surprize.

Now, Flora, deck thyself in fairest guise:

If that ye winds would hear   30

A voice surpassing far Amphion’s lyre,

Your furious chiding stay;

Let Zephyr only breathe,

And with her tresses play.

 — The winds all silent are,   35

And Phœbus in his chair

Ensaffroning sea and air

Makes vanish every star:

Night like a drunkard reels

Beyond the hills, to shun his flaming wheels:   40

The fields with flowers are deck’d in every hue,

The clouds with orient gold spangle their blue;

Here is the pleasant place — 

And nothing wanting is, save She, alas!
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George Wither
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I Loved a Lass
 

George Wither (1588–1667)
 

I LOVED a lass, a fair one,

 As fair as e’er was seen;

She was indeed a rare one,

 Another Sheba Queen;

But, fool as then I was,   5

 I thought she loved me too:

But now, alas! she’s left me,

 Falero, lero, loo!
 

Her hair like gold did glister,

 Each eye was like a star,   10

She did surpass her sister,

 Which pass’d all others far;

She would me honey call,

 She’d — O she’d kiss me too!

But now, alas! she’s left me,   15

 Falero, lero, loo!
 

Many a merry meeting

 My love and I have had;

She was my only sweeting,

 She made my heart full glad;   20

The tears stood in her eyes

 Like to the morning dew:

But now, alas! she’s left me,

 Falero, lero, loo!
 

Her cheeks were like the cherry,   25

 Her skin was white as snow;

When she was blithe and merry

 She angel-like did show;

Her waist exceeding small,

 The fives did fit her shoe:   30

But now, alas! she’s left me,

 Falero, lero, loo!
 

In summer time or winter

 She had her heart’s desire;

I still did scorn to stint her   35

 From sugar, sack, or fire;

The world went round about,

 No cares we ever knew:

But now, alas! she’s left me,

 Falero, lero, loo!   40
 

To maidens’ vows and swearing

 Henceforth no credit give;

You may give them the hearing,

 But never them believe;

They are as false as fair,   45

 Unconstant, frail, untrue:

For mine, alas! hath left me,

 Falero, lero, loo!
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The Lover’s Resolution
 

George Wither (1588–1667)
 

SHALL I, wasting in despair,

Die because a woman’s fair?

Or my cheeks make pale with care

‘Cause another’s rosy are?

Be she fairer than the day   5

Or the flowery meads in May — 

   If she be not so to me

   What care I how fair she be?
 

Shall my foolish heart be pined

‘Cause I see a woman kind;   10

Or a well disposèd nature

Joinèd with a lovely feature?

Be she meeker, kinder, than

Turtle-dove or pelican,

   If she be not so to me
  15

   What care I how kind she be?
 

Shall a woman’s virtues move

Me to perish for her love?

Or her merits’ value known

Make me quite forget mine own?   20

Be she with that goodness blest

Which may gain her name of Best;

   If she seem not such to me,

   What care I how good she be?
 

‘Cause her fortune seems too high,   25

Shall I play the fool and die?

Those that bear a noble mind

Where they want of riches find,

Think what with them they would do

Who without them dare to woo;   30

   And unless that mind I see,

   What care I how great she be?
 

Great or good, or kind or fair,

I will ne’er the more despair;

If she love me, this believe,   35

I will die ere she shall grieve;

If she slight me when I woo,

I can scorn and let her go;

   For if she be not for me,

   What care I for whom she be?   40
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William Browne
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On the Countess Dowager of Pembroke
 

William Browne (1591–1643)
 

UNDERNEATH this sable herse

Lies the subject of all verse:

Sidney’s sister, Pembroke’s mother:

Death, ere thou hast slain another

Fair and learn’d and good as she,   5

Time shall throw a dart at thee.
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Robert Herrick
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Cherry-Ripe
 

Robert Herrick (1591–1674)
 

CHERRY-RIPE, ripe, ripe, I cry,

Full and fair ones; come and buy.

If so be you ask me where

They do grow, I answer: There

Where my Julia’s lips do smile;   5

There’s the land, or cherry-isle,

Whose plantations fully show

All the year where cherries grow.
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A Child’s Grace
 

Robert Herrick (1591–1674)
 

HERE a little child I stand

Heaving up my either hand;

Cold as paddocks though they be.

Here I lift them up to Thee,

For a benison to fall   5

On our meat and on us all. Amen.
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The Mad Maid’s Song
 

Robert Herrick (1591–1674)
 

GOOD-MORROW to the day so fair,

 Good-morning, sir, to you;

Good-morrow to mine own torn hair

 Bedabbled with the dew.
 

Good-morning to this primrose too,   5

 Good-morrow to each maid

That will with flowers the tomb bestrew

 Wherein my love is laid.
 

Ah! woe is me, woe, woe is me!

 Alack and well-a-day!   10

For pity, sir, find out that bee

 Which bore my love away.
 

I’ll seek him in your bonnet brave,

 I’ll seek him in your eyes;

Nay, now I think they’ve made his grave   15

 I’ th’ bed of strawberries.
 

I’ll seek him there; I know ere this

 The cold, cold earth doth shake him;

But I will go, or send a kiss

 By you, sir, to awake him.
  20
 

Pray hurt him not; though he be dead,

 He knows well who do love him,

And who with green turfs rear his head,

 And who do rudely move him.
 

He’s soft and tender (pray take heed);   25

 With bands of cowslips bind him,

And bring him home — but ’tis decreed

 That I shall never find him!
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To the Virgins
 

Robert Herrick (1591–1674)
 

GATHER ye rose-buds while ye may,

 Old Time is still a-flying:

And this same flower that smiles to-day,

 To-morrow will be dying.
 

The glorious Lamp of Heaven, the Sun,   5

 The higher he’s a-getting

The sooner will his race be run,

 And nearer he’s to setting.
 

That age is best which is the first,

 When youth and blood are warmer;   10

But being spent, the worse, and worst

 Times, still succeed the former.
 

Then be not coy, but use your time;

 And while ye may, go marry:

For having lost but once your prime,   15

 You may for ever tarry.
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To Dianeme
 

Robert Herrick (1591–1674)
 

SWEET, be not proud of those two eyes

Which starlike sparkle in their skies;

Nor be you proud, that you can see

All hearts your captives; yours yet free:

Be you not proud of that rich hair   5

Which wantons with the lovesick air;

Whenas that ruby which you wear,

Sunk from the tip of your soft ear,

Will last to be a precious stone

When all your world of beauty’s gone.   10
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








A Sweet Disorder
 

Robert Herrick (1591–1674)
 

A SWEET disorder in the dress

Kindles in clothes a wantonness: — 

A lawn about the shoulders thrown

Into a fine distractión, — 

An erring lace, which here and there   5

Enthrals the crimson stomacher, — 

A cuff neglectful, and thereby

Ribbands to flow confusedly, — 

A winning wave, deserving note,

In the tempestuous petticoat, — 10

A careless shoe-string, in whose tie

I see a wild civility, — 

Do more bewitch me, than when art

Is too precise in every part.
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Whenas in Silks
 

Robert Herrick (1591–1674)
 

WHENAS in silks my Julia goes

Then, then (methinks) how sweetly flows

That liquefaction of her clothes.
 

Next, when I cast mine eyes and see

That brave vibration each way free;   5

O how that glittering taketh me!
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To Anthea who may Command Him Any Thing
 

Robert Herrick (1591–1674)
 

BID me to live, and I will live

 Thy Protestant to be:

Or bid me love, and I will give

 A loving heart to thee.
 

A heart as soft, a heart as kind,   5

 A heart as sound and free

As in the whole world thou canst find,

 That heart I’ll give to thee.
 

Bid that heart stay, and it will stay,

 To honour thy decree:   10

Or bid it languish quite away,

 And ‘t shall do so for thee.
 

Bid me to weep, and I will weep

 While I have eyes to see:

And having none, yet I will keep   15

 A heart to weep for thee.
 

Bid me despair, and I’ll despair,

 Under that cypress tree:

Or bid me die, and I will dare

 E’en Death, to die for thee.   20
 

Thou art my life, my love, my heart,

 The very eyes of me,

And hast command of every part,

 To live and die for thee.
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To Daffodils
 

Robert Herrick (1591–1674)
 

FAIR Daffodils, we weep to see

  You haste away so soon:

As yet the early-rising Sun

  Has not attain’d his noon.

    Stay, stay,   5

  Until the hasting day

    Has run

  But to the even-song;

And, having pray’d together, we

  Will go with you along.   10
 

We have short time to stay, as you,

  We have as short a Spring!

As quick a growth to meet decay

  As you, or any thing.

    We die,   15

  As your hours do, and dry

    Away

  Like to the Summer’s rain;

Or as the pearls of morning’s dew

  Ne’er to be found again.   20
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To Blossoms
 

Robert Herrick (1591–1674)
 

FAIR pledges of a fruitful tree,

  Why do ye fall so fast?

  Your date is not so past,

But you may stay yet here awhile

  To blush and gently smile,   5

    And go at last.
 

What, were ye born to be

  An hour or half’s delight,

  And so to bid good-night?

’Twas pity Nature brought ye forth   10

  Merely to show your worth,

    And lose you quite.
 

But you are lovely leaves, where we

  May read how soon things have

  Their end, though ne’er so brave:   15

And after they have shown their pride

  Like you, awhile, they glide

    Into the grave.
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Corinna’s Maying
 

Robert Herrick (1591–1674)
 

  GET up, get up for shame! The blooming morn

  Upon her wings presents the god unshorn.

  See how Aurora throws her fair

  Fresh-quilted colours through the air:

  Get up, sweet slug-a-bed, and see   5

  The dew-bespangling herb and tree!

Each flower has wept and bow’d toward the east,

Above an hour since, yet you not drest;

  Nay! not so much as out of bed?

  When all the birds have matins said,   10

  And sung their thankful hymns, ’tis sin,

  Nay, profanation, to keep in,

Whenas a thousand virgins on this day

Spring, sooner than the lark, to fetch in May.
 

Rise, and put on your foliage, and be seen   15

To come forth, like the spring-time, fresh and green,

  And sweet as Flora. Take no care

  For jewels for your gown or hair:

  Fear not; the leaves will strew

  Gems in abundance upon you:
  20

Besides, the childhood of the day has kept,

Against you come, some orient pearls unwept.

  Come, and receive them while the light

  Hangs on the dew-locks of the night,

  And Titan on the eastern hill   25

  Retires himself, or else stands still

Till you come forth! Wash, dress, be brief in praying:

Few beads are best when once we go a-Maying.
 

Come, my Corinna, come; and coming, mark

How each field turns a street, each street a park,   30

  Made green and trimm’d with trees! see how

  Devotion gives each house a bough

  Or branch! each porch, each door, ere this,

  An ark, a tabernacle is,

Made up of white-thorn neatly interwove,   35

As if here were those cooler shades of love.

  Can such delights be in the street

  And open fields, and we not see ‘t?

  Come, we’ll abroad: and let’s obey

  The proclamation made for May,   40

And sin no more, as we have done, by staying

But, my Corinna, come, let’s go a-Maying.
 

There’s not a budding boy or girl this day

But is got up and gone to bring in May.

  A deal of youth, ere this, is come   45

  Back, and with white-thorn laden home.

  Some have dispatch’d their cakes and cream,

  Before that we have left to dream:

And some have wept and woo’d, and plighted troth,

And chose their priest, ere we can cast off sloth:
  50

  Many a green-gown has been given,

  Many a kiss, both odd and even:

  Many a glance, too, has been sent

  From out the eye, love’s firmament:

Many a jest told of the keys betraying   55

This night, and locks pick’d: yet we’re not a-Maying.
 

Come, let us go, while we are in our prime,

And take the harmless folly of the time!

  We shall grow old apace, and die

  Before we know our liberty.   60

  Our life is short, and our days run

  As fast away as does the sun.

And, as a vapour or a drop of rain,

Once lost, can ne’er be found again,

  So when or you or I are made   65

  A fable, song, or fleeting shade,

  All love, all liking, all delight

  Lies drowned with us in endless night.

Then, while time serves, and we are but decaying,

Come, my Corinna, come, let’s go a-Maying.   70
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Francis Quarles
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An Ecstasy
 

Francis Quarles (1592–1644)
 

E’EN like two little bank-dividing brooks,

 That wash the pebbles with their wanton streams,

And having ranged and search’d a thousand nooks,

 Meet both at length in silver-breasted Thames,

  Where in a greater current they conjoin:   5

So I my Best-belovèd’s am; so He is mine.
 

E’en so we met; and after long pursuit,

 E’en so we joined; we both became entire;

No need for either to renew a suit,

 For I was flax, and He was flames of fire:   10

  Our firm-united souls did more than twine;

So I my Best-belovèd’s am; so He is mine.
 

If all those glittering Monarchs, that command

 The servile quarters of this earthly ball,

Should tender in exchange their shares of land,   15

 I would not change my fortunes for them all:

  Their wealth is but a counter to my coin:

The world’s but theirs; but my Belovèd’s mine.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








George Herbert
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Love
 

George Herbert (1593–1633)
 

LOVE bade me welcome; yet my soul drew back,

 Guilty of dust and sin.

But quick-eyed Love, observing me grow slack

 From my first entrance in,

Drew nearer to me, sweetly questioning   5

 If I lacked anything.
 

‘A guest,’ I answered, ‘worthy to be here:’

 Love said, ‘You shall be he.’

‘I, the unkind, ungrateful? Ah, my dear,

 I cannot look on Thee.’   10

Love took my hand and smiling did reply,

 ‘Who made the eyes but I?’
 

‘Truth, Lord; but I have marred them: let my shame

 Go where it doth deserve.’

‘And know you not,’ says Love, ‘Who bore the blame?’   15

 ‘My dear, then I will serve.’

‘You must sit down,’ says Love, ‘and taste my meat.’

 So I did sit and eat.
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Virtue
 

George Herbert (1593–1633)
 

SWEET day, so cool, so calm, so bright!

The bridal of the earth and sky — 

The dew shall weep thy fall to-night;

   For thou must die.
 

Sweet rose, whose hue angry and brave   5

Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye,

Thy root is ever in its grave,

   And thou must die.
 

Sweet spring, full of sweet days and roses,

A box where sweets compacted lie,   10

My music shows ye have your closes,

   And all must die.
 

Only a sweet and virtuous soul,

Like season’d timber, never gives;

But though the whole world turn to coal,   15

   Then chiefly lives.
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The Elixir
 

George Herbert (1593–1633)
 

TEACH me, my God and King,

 In all things Thee to see,

And what I do in anything

 To do it as for Thee.
 

Not rudely, as a beast   5

 To run into an action;

But still to make Thee prepossest

 And give it his perfection.
 

A man that looks on glass

 On it may stay his eye,   10

Or if he pleaseth, through it pass,

 And then the heaven espy.
 

All may of Thee partake

 Nothing can be so mean

Which with his tincture, ‘for Thy sake,’   15

 Will not grow bright and clean.
 

A servant with this clause

 Makes drudgery divine;

Who sweeps a room, as for Thy laws,

 Makes that and the action fine.   20
 

This is the famous stone

 That turneth all to gold,

For that which God doth touch and own

 Cannot for less be told.
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The Collar
 

George Herbert (1593–1633)
 

I STRUCK the board and cried, “No more;

   I will abroad.

What, shall I ever sigh and pine?

My lines and life are free, free as the road,

Loose as the wind, as large as store.   5

   Shall I be still in suit?

Have I no harvest but a thorn

To let me blood, and not restore

What I have lost with cordial fruit?

   Sure there was wine   10

Before my sighs did dry it; there was corn

Before my tears did drown it.

Is the year only lost to me?

Have I no bays to crown it?

No flowers, no garlands gay? All blasted?   15

   All wasted?

Not so, my heart; but there is fruit,

   And thou hast hands.

Recover all thy sigh-blown age

On double pleasure: leave thy cold dispute   20

Of what is fit and not; forsake thy cage,

   Thy rope of sands

Which petty thoughts have made, and made to thee

Good cable, to enforce and draw

   And be thy law,   25

While thou didst wink and wouldst not see.

   Away: take heed,

   I will abroad.

Call in thy death’s head there: tie up thy fears.

   He that forbears   30

   To suit and serve his need

   Deserves his load.”

But as I raved and grew more fierce and wild

   At every word,

Methought I heard one calling ‘Child!’   35

And I replied, ‘My Lord!’
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The Flower
 

George Herbert (1593–1633)
 

 HOW fresh, O Lord, how sweet and clean

Are thy returns! Ev’n as the flowers in Spring,

 To which, besides their own demean,

The late-past frosts tributes of pleasure bring;

     Grief melts away   5

     Like snow in May,

  As if there were no such cold thing.
 

 Who would have thought my shrivell’d heart

Could have recover’d greenness? It was gone

 Quite under ground; as flowers depart   10

To see their mother-root, when they have blown,

     Where they together

     All the hard weather,

  Dead to the world, keep house unknown.
 

 These are Thy wonders, Lord of power,   15

Killing and quick’ning, bringing down to Hell

 And up to Heaven in an hour;

Making a chiming of a passing bell.

     We say amiss

     This or that is;   20

  Thy word is all, if we could spell.
 

 O that I once past changing were,

Fast in thy Paradise where no flower can wither!

 Many a Spring I shoot up fair,

Off’ring at Heaven, growing and groaning thither;   25

     Nor doth my flower

     Want a Spring shower,

  My sins and I joining together.
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Easter Song
 

George Herbert (1593–1633)
 

I GOT me flowers to strew Thy way,

 I got me boughs off many a tree;

But Thou wast up by break of day,

 And brought’st Thy sweets along with Thee.
 

The sun arising in the East,   5

 Though he give light and th’ East perfume,

If they should offer to contest

 With Thy arising, they presume.
 

Can there be any day but this,

 Though many suns to shine endeavour?   10

We count three hundred, but we miss:

 There is but one, and that one ever.
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The Pulley
 

George Herbert (1593–1633)
 

   WHEN God at first made Man,

Having a glass of blessings standing by — 

Let us (said He) pour on him all we can;

Let the world’s riches, which dispersèd lie,

   Contract into a span.   5
 

   So strength first made a way,

Then beauty flow’d, then wisdom, honour, pleasure;

When almost all was out, God made a stay,

Perceiving that, alone of all His treasure,

   Rest in the bottom lay.   10
 

   For if I should (said He)

Bestow this jewel also on My creature,

He would adore My gifts instead of Me,

And rest in Nature, not the God of Nature:

   So both should losers be.   15
 

   Yet let him keep the rest,

But keep them with repining restlessness;

Let him be rich and weary, that at least,

If goodness lead him not, yet weariness

   May toss him to My breast.   20
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John Milton
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Paradise Lost: Book 1
 

John Milton (1608-1674)

THE ARGUMENT
 

This first Book proposes, first in brief, the whole Subject, Mans disobedience, and the loss thereupon of Paradise wherein he was plac’t: Then touches the prime cause of his fall, the Serpent, or rather Satan in the Serpent; who revolting from God, and drawing to his side many Legions of Angels, was by the command of God driven out of Heaven with all his Crew into the great Deep. Which action past over, the Poem hasts into the midst of things, presenting Satan with his Angels now fallen into Hell, describ’d here, not in the Center (for Heaven and Earth may be suppos’d as yet not made, certainly not yet accurst) but in a place of utter darkness, fitliest call’d Chaos: Here Satan with his Angels lying on the burning Lake, thunder-struck and astonisht, after a certain space recovers, as from confusion, calls up him who next in Order and Dignity lay by him; they confer of thir miserable fall. Satan awakens all his Legions, who lay till then in the same manner confounded; They rise, thir Numbers, array of Battel, thir chief Leaders nam’d, according to the Idols known afterwards in Canaan and the Countries adjoyning. To these Satan directs his Speech, comforts them with hope yet of regaining Heaven, but tells them lastly of a new World and new kind of Creature to be created, according to an ancient Prophesie or report in Heaven; for that Angels were long before this visible Creation, was the opinion of many ancient Fathers. To find out the truth of this Prophesie, and what to determin thereon he refers to a full Councel. What his Associates thence attempt. Pandemonium the Palace of Satan rises, suddenly built out of the Deep: The infernal Peers there sit in Councel.
 

Of Mans First Disobedience, and the Fruit
 Of that Forbidden Tree, whose mortal tast
 Brought Death into the World, and all our woe,
 With loss of Eden, till one greater Man
 Restore us, and regain the blissful Seat,   5

Sing Heav’nly Muse, that on the secret top
 Of Oreb, or of Sinai, didst inspire
 That Shepherd, who first taught the chosen Seed,
 In the Beginning how the Heav’ns and Earth
 Rose out of Chaos: Or if Sion Hill   10

Delight thee more, and Siloa’s Brook that flow’d
 Fast by the Oracle of God; I thence
 Invoke thy aid to my adventrous Song,
 That with no middle flight intends to soar
 Above th’ Aonian Mount, while it pursues   15

Things unattempted yet in Prose or Rhime.
 And chiefly Thou O Spirit, that dost prefer
 Before all Temples th’ upright heart and pure,
 Instruct me, for Thou know’st; Thou from the first
 Wast present, and with mighty wings outspread   20

Dove-like satst brooding on the vast Abyss
 And mad’st it pregnant: What in me is dark
 Illumin, what is low raise and support;
 That to the highth of this great Argument
 I may assert Eternal Providence,   25

And justifie the wayes of God to men.
 

Say first, for Heav’n hides nothing from thy view
 Nor the deep Tract of Hell, say first what cause
 Mov’d our Grand Parents in that happy State,
 Favour’d of Heav’n so highly, to fall off   30

From thir Creator, and transgress his Will
 For one restraint, Lords of the World besides?
 Who first seduc’d them to that foul revolt?
 Th’ infernal Serpent; he it was, whose guile
 Stird up with Envy and Revenge, deceiv’d   35

The Mother of Mankind, what time his Pride
 Had cast him out from Heav’n, with all his Host
 Of Rebel Angels, by whose aid aspiring
 To set himself in Glory above his Peers,
 He trusted to have equal’d the most High,   40

If he oppos’d; and with ambitious aim
 Against the Throne and Monarchy of God
 Rais’d impious War in Heav’n and Battel proud
 With vain attempt. Him the Almighty Power
 Hurld headlong flaming from th’ Ethereal Skie   45

With hideous ruine and combustion down
 To bottomless perdition, there to dwell
 In Adamantine Chains and penal Fire,
 Who durst defie th’ Omnipotent to Arms.
 

Nine times the Space that measures Day and Night   50

To mortal men, he with his horrid crew
 Lay vanquisht, rowling in the fiery Gulfe
 Confounded though immortal: But his doom
 Reserv’d him to more wrath; for now the thought
 Both of lost happiness and lasting pain   55

Torments him; round he throws his baleful eyes
 That witness’d huge affliction and dismay
 Mixt with obdurate pride and stedfast hate:
 At once as far as Angels kenn he views
 The dismal Situation waste and wilde,   60

A Dungeon horrible, on all sides round
 As one great Furnace flam’d, yet from those flames
 No light, but rather darkness visible
 Serv’d onely to discover sights of woe,
 Regions of sorrow, doleful shades, where peace   65

And rest can never dwell, hope never comes
 That comes to all; but torture without end
 Still urges, and a fiery Deluge, fed
 With ever-burning Sulphur unconsum’d:
 Such place Eternal Justice had prepar’d   70

For those rebellious, here thir Prison ordain’d
 In utter darkness, and thir portion set
 As far remov’d from God and light of Heav’n
 As from the Center thrice to th’ utmost Pole.
 O how unlike the place from whence they fell!   75

There the companions of his fall, o’rewhelm’d
 With Floods and Whirlwinds of tempestuous fire,
 He soon discerns, and weltring by his side
 One next himself in power, and next in crime,
 Long after known in Palestine, and nam’d   80

Beelzebub. To whom th’ Arch-Enemy,
 And thence in Heav’n call’d Satan, with bold words
 Breaking the horrid silence thus began.
 

If thou beest he; But O how fall’n! how chang’d
 From him, who in the happy Realms of Light   85

Cloth’d with transcendent brightness didst out-shine
 Myriads though bright: If he Whom mutual league,
 United thoughts and counsels, equal hope
 And hazard in the Glorious Enterprize,
 Joynd with me once, now misery hath joynd   90

In equal ruin: into what Pit thou seest
 From what highth fall’n, so much the stronger prov’d
 He with his Thunder: and till then who knew
 The force of those dire Arms? yet not for those,
 Nor what the Potent Victor in his rage   95

Can else inflict, do I repent or change,
 Though chang’d in outward lustre; that fixt mind
 And high disdain, from sence of injur’d merit,
 That with the mightiest rais’d me to contend,
 And to the fierce contention brought along   100

Innumerable force of Spirits arm’d
 That durst dislike his reign, and me preferring,
 His utmost power with adverse power oppos’d
 In dubious Battel on the Plains of Heav’n,
 And shook his throne. What though the field be lost?   105

All is not lost; the unconquerable Will,
 And study of revenge, immortal hate,
 And courage never to submit or yield:
 And what is else not to be overcome?
 That Glory never shall his wrath or might   110

Extort from me. To bow and sue for grace
 With suppliant knee, and deifie his power,
 Who from the terrour of this Arm so late
 Doubted his Empire, that were low indeed,
 That were an ignominy and shame beneath   115

This downfall; since by Fate the strength of Gods
 And this Empyreal substance cannot fail,
 Since through experience of this great event
 In Arms not worse, in foresight much advanc’t,
 We may with more successful hope resolve   120

To wage by force or guile eternal Warr
 Irreconcileable, to our grand Foe,
 Who now triumphs, and in th’ excess of joy
 Sole reigning holds the Tyranny of Heav’n.
 

So spake th’ Apostate Angel, though in pain,   125

Vaunting aloud, but rackt with deep despare:
 And him thus answer’d soon his bold Compeer.
 

O Prince, O Chief of many Throned Powers,
 That led th’ imbattelld Seraphim to Warr
 Under thy conduct, and in dreadful deeds   130

Fearless, endanger’d Heav’ns perpetual King;
 And put to proof his high Supremacy,
 Whether upheld by strength, or Chance, or Fate,
 Too well I see and rue the dire event,
 That with sad overthrow and foul defeat   135

Hath lost us Heav’n, and all this mighty Host
 In horrible destruction laid thus low,
 As far as Gods and Heav’nly Essences
 Can perish: for the mind and spirit remains
 Invincible, and vigour soon returns,   140

Though all our Glory extinct, and happy state
 Here swallow’d up in endless misery.
 But what if he our Conquerour, (whom I now
 Of force believe Almighty, since no less
 Then such could hav orepow’rd such force as ours)   145

Have left us this our spirit and strength intire
 Strongly to suffer and support our pains,
 That we may so suffice his vengeful ire,
 Or do him mightier service as his thralls
 By right of Warr, what e’re his business be   150

Here in the heart of Hell to work in Fire,
 Or do his Errands in the gloomy Deep;
 What can it then avail though yet we feel
 Strength undiminisht, or eternal being
 To undergo eternal punishment?   155

Whereto with speedy words th’ Arch-fiend reply’d.
 

Fall’n Cherube, to be weak is miserable
 Doing or Suffering: but of this be sure,
 To do ought good never will be our task,
 But ever to do ill our sole delight,   160

As being the contrary to his high will
 Whom we resist. If then his Providence
 Out of our evil seek to bring forth good,
 Our labour must be to pervert that end,
 And out of good still to find means of evil;   165

Which oft times may succeed, so as perhaps
 Shall grieve him, if I fail not, and disturb
 His inmost counsels from thir destind aim.
 But see the angry Victor hath recall’d
 His Ministers of vengeance and pursuit   170

Back to the Gates of Heav’n: The Sulphurous Hail
 Shot after us in storm, oreblown hath laid
 The fiery Surge, that from the Precipice
 Of Heav’n receiv’d us falling, and the Thunder,
 Wing’d with red Lightning and impetuous rage,   175

Perhaps hath spent his shafts, and ceases now
 To bellow through the vast and boundless Deep.
 Let us not slip th’ occasion, whether scorn,
 Or satiate fury yield it from our Foe.
 Seest thou yon dreary Plain, forlorn and wilde,   180

The seat of desolation, voyd of light,
 Save what the glimmering of these livid flames
 Casts pale and dreadful? Thither let us tend
 From off the tossing of these fiery waves,
 There rest, if any rest can harbour there,   185

And reassembling our afflicted Powers,
 Consult how we may henceforth most offend
 Our Enemy, our own loss how repair,
 How overcome this dire Calamity,
 What reinforcement we may gain from Hope,   190

If not what resolution from despare.
 

Thus Satan talking to his neerest Mate
 With Head up-lift above the wave, and Eyes
 That sparkling blaz’d, his other Parts besides
 Prone on the Flood, extended long and large   195

Lay floating many a rood, in bulk as huge
 As whom the Fables name of monstrous size,
 Titanian, or Earth-born, that warr’d on Jove,
 Briareos or Typhon, whom the Den
 By ancient Tarsus held, or that Sea-beast   200

Leviathan, which God of all his works
 Created hugest that swim th’ Ocean stream:
 Him haply slumbring on the Norway foam
 The Pilot of some small night-founder’d Skiff,
 Deeming some Island, oft, as Sea-men tell,   205

With fixed Anchor in his skaly rind
 Moors by his side under the Lee, while Night
 Invests the Sea, and wished Morn delayes:
 So stretcht out huge in length the Arch-fiend lay
 Chain’d on the burning Lake, nor ever thence   210

Had ris’n or heav’d his head, but that the will
 And high permission of all-ruling Heaven
 Left him at large to his own dark designs,
 That with reiterated crimes he might
 Heap on himself damnation, while he sought   215

Evil to others, and enrag’d might see
 How all his malice serv’d but to bring forth
 Infinite goodness, grace and mercy shewn
 On Man by him seduc’t, but on himself
 Treble confusion, wrath and vengeance pour’d.   220
 

Forthwith upright he rears from off the Pool
 His mighty Stature; on each hand the flames
 Drivn backward slope thir pointing spires, and rowld
 In billows, leave i’th’ midst a horrid Vale.
 Then with expanded wings he stears his flight   225

Aloft, incumbent on the dusky Air
 That felt unusual weight, till on dry Land
 He lights, if it were Land that ever burn’d
 With solid, as the Lake with liquid fire;
 And such appear’d in hue, as when the force   230

Of subterranean wind transports a Hill
 Torn from Pelorus, or the shatter’d side
 Of thundring Ætna, whose combustible
 And fewel’d entrals thence conceiving Fire,
 Sublim’d with Mineral fury, aid the Winds,   235

And leave a singed bottom all involv’d
 With stench and smoak: Such resting found the sole
 Of unblest feet.   Him followed his next Mate,
 Both glorying to have scap’t the Stygian flood
 As Gods, and by thir own recover’d strength,   240

Not by the sufferance of supernal Power.
 

Is this the Region, this the Soil, the Clime,
 Said then the lost Arch-Angel, this the seat
 That we must change for Heav’n, this mournful gloom
 For that celestial light? Be it so, since he   245

Who now is Sovran can dispose and bid
 What shall be right: fardest from him is best
 Whom reason hath equald, force hath made supream
 Above his equals. Farewel happy Fields
 Where Joy for ever dwells: Hail horrours, hail   250

Infernal world, and thou profoundest Hell
 Receive thy new Possessor: One who brings
 A mind not to be chang’d by Place or Time.
 The mind is its own place, and in it self
 Can make a Heav’n of Hell, a Hell of Heav’n.   255

What matter where, if I be still the same,
 And what I should be, all but less then he
 Whom Thunder hath made greater? Here at least
 We shall be free; th’ Almighty hath not built
 Here for his envy, will not drive us hence:   260

Here we may reign secure, and in my choyce
 To reign is worth ambition though in Hell:
 Better to reign in Hell, then serve in Heav’n.
 But wherefore let we then our faithful friends,
 Th’ associates and copartners of our loss   265

Lye thus astonisht on th’ oblivious Pool,
 And call them not to share with us their part
 In this unhappy Mansion, or once more
 With rallied Arms to try what may be yet
 Regaind in Heav’n, or what more lost in Hell?   270
 

So Satan spake, and him Beelzebub
 Thus answer’d. Leader of those Armies bright,
 Which but th’ Onmipotent none could have foyld,
 If once they hear that voyce, thir liveliest pledge
 Of hope in fears and dangers, heard so oft   275

In worst extreams, and on the perilous edge
 Of battel when it rag’d, in all assaults
 Thir surest signal, they will soon resume
 New courage and revive, though now they lye
 Groveling and prostrate on yon Lake of Fire,   280

As we erewhile, astounded and amaz’d,
 No wonder, fall’n such a pernicious highth.
 

He scarce had ceas’t when the superiour Fiend
 Was moving toward the shoar; his ponderous shield
 Ethereal temper, massy, large and round,   285

Behind him cast; the broad circumference
 Hung on his shoulders like the Moon, whose Orb
 Through Optic Glass the Tuscan Artist views
 At Ev’ning from the top of Fesole,
 Or in Valdarno, to descry new Lands,   290

Rivers or Mountains in her spotty Globe.
 His Spear, to equal which the tallest Pine
 Hewn on Norwegian hills, to be the Mast
 Of some great Ammiral, were but a wand,
 He walkt with to support uneasie steps   295

Over the burning Marle, not like those steps
 On Heavens Azure, and the torrid Clime
 Smote on him sore besides, vaulted with Fire;
 Nathless he so endur’d, till on the Beach
 Of that inflamed Sea, he stood and call’d   300

His Legions, Angel Forms, who lay intrans’t
 Thick as Autumnal Leaves that strow the Brooks
 In Vallombrosa, where th’ Etrurian shades
 High overarch’t imbowr; or scatterd sedge
 Afloat, when with fierce Winds Orion arm’d   305

Hath vext the Red-Sea Coast, whose waves orethrew
 Busiris and his Memphian Chivalry,
 While with perfidious hatred they pursu’d
 The Sojourners of Goshen, who beheld
 From the safe shore thir floating Carkases   310

And broken Chariot Wheels, so thick bestrown
 Abject and lost lay these, covering the Flood,
 Under amazement of thir hideous change.
 He call’d so loud, that all the hollow Deep
 Of Hell resounded. Princes, Potentates,   315

Warriers, the Flowr of Heav’n, once yours, now lost,
 If such astonishment as this can sieze
 Eternal spirits; or have ye chos’n this place
 After the toyl of Battel to repose
 Your wearied vertue, for the ease you find   320

To slumber here, as in the Vales of Heav’n?
 Or in this abject posture have ye sworn
 To adore the Conquerour? who now beholds
 Cherube and Seraph rowling in the Flood
 With scatter’d Arms and Ensigns, till anon   325

His swift pursuers from Heav’n Gates discern
 Th’ advantage, and descending tread us down
 Thus drooping, or with linked Thunderbolts
 Transfix us to the bottom of this Gulfe.
 Awake, arise, or be for ever fall’n.   330
 

They heard, and were abasht, and up they sprung
 Upon the wing, as when men wont to watch
 On duty, sleeping found by whom they dread,
 Rouse and bestir themselves ere well awake.
 Nor did they not perceave the evil plight   335

In which they were, or the fierce pains not feel;
 Yet to thir Generals Voyce they soon obeyd
 Innumerable. As when the potent Rod
 Of Amrams Son in Egypts evill day
 Wav’d round the Coast, up call’d a pitchy cloud   340

Of Locusts, warping on the Eastern Wind,
 That ore the Realm of impious Pharaoh hung
 Like Night, and darken’d all the Land of Nile:
 So numberless were those bad Angels seen
 Hovering on wing under the Cope of Hell   345

‘Twixt upper, nether, and surrounding Fires;
 

Till, as a signal giv’n, th’ uplifted Spear
 Of thir great Sultan waving to direct
 Thir course, in even ballance down they light
 On the firm brimstone, and fill all the Plain;   350

A multitude, like which the populous North
 Pour’d never from her frozen loyns, to pass
 Rhene or the Danaw, when her barbarous Sons
 Came like a Deluge on the South, and spread
 Beneath Gibralter to the Lybian sands.   355

Forthwith from every Squadron and each Band
 The Heads and Leaders thither hast where stood
 Thir great Commander; Godlike shapes and forms
 Excelling human, Princely Dignities,
 And Powers that earst in Heaven sat on Thrones;   360

Though of thir Names in heav’nly Records now
 Be no memorial blotted out and ras’d
 By thir Rebellion, from the Books of Life.
 Nor had they yet among the Sons of Eve
 Got them new Names, till wandring ore the Earth,   365

Through Gods high sufferance for the tryal of man,
 By falsities and lyes the greatest part
 Of Mankind they corrupted to forsake
 God thir Creator, and th’ invisible
 Glory of him that made them, to transform   370

Oft to the Image of a Brute, adorn’d
 With gay Religions full of Pomp and Gold,
 And Devils to adore for Deities:
 Then were they known to men by various Names,
 And various Idols through the Heathen World.   375

Say, Muse, thir Names then known, who first, who last,
 Rous’d from the slumber, on that fiery Couch,
 At thir great Emperors call, as next in worth
 Came singly where he stood on the bare strand,
 While the promiscuous croud stood yet aloof?   380

The chief were those who from the Pit of Hell
 Roaming to seek thir prey on earth, durst fix
 Thir Seats long after next the Seat of God,
 Thir Altars by his Altar, Gods ador’d
 Among the Nations round, and durst abide   385

Jehovah thundring out of Sion, thron’d
 Between the Cherubim; yea, often plac’d
 Within his Sanctuary it self thir Shrines,
 Abominations; and with cursed things
 His holy Rites, and solemn Feasts profan’d,   390

And with thir darkness durst affront his light.
 First Moloch, horrid King besmear’d with blood
 Of human sacrifice, and parents tears,
 Though for the noyse of Drums and Timbrels loud
 Thir childrens cries unheard, that past through fire   395

To his grim Idol. Him the Ammonite
 Worshipt in Rabba and her watry Plain,
 In Argob and in Basan, to the stream
 Of utmost Arnon. Nor content with such
 Audacious neighbourhood, the wisest heart   400

Of Solomon he led by fraud to build
 His Temple right against the Temple of God
 On that opprobrious Hill, and made his Grove
 The pleasant Vally of Hinnom, Tophet thence
 And black Gehenna call’d, the Type of Hell.   405

Next Chemos, th’ obscene dread of Moabs Sons,
 From Aroar to Nebo, and the wild
 Of Southmost Abarim; in Hesebon
 And Horonaim, Seons Realm, beyond
 The flowry Dale of Sibma clad with Vines,   410

And Eleale to th’ Asphaltick Pool.
 Peor his other Name, when he entic’d
 Israel in Sittim on thir march from Nile
 To do him wanton rites, which cost them woe.
 Yet thence his lustful Orgies he enlarg’d   415

Even to that Hill of scandal, by the Grove
 Of Moloch homicide, lust hard by hate;
 Till good Josiah drove them thence to Hell.
 With these came they, who from the bordring flood
 Of old Euphrates to the Brook that parts   420

Egypt from Syrian ground, had general Names
 Of Baalim and Ashtaroth, those male,
 These Feminine. For Spirits when they please
 Can either Sex assume, or both; so soft
 And uncompounded is thir Essence pure,   425

Not ti’d or manacl’d with joynt or limb,
 Nor founded on the brittle strength of bones,
 Like cumbrous flesh; but in what shape they choose
 Dilated or condens’t, bright or obscure,
 Can execute thir aerie purposes,   430

And works of love or enmity fulfill.
 For those the Race of Israel oft forsook
 Thir living strength, and unfrequented left
 His righteous Altar, bowing lowly down
 To bestial Gods; for which thir heads as low   435

Bow’d down in Battel, sunk before the Spear
 Of despicable foes. With these in troop
 Came Astoreth, whom the Phoenicians call’d
 Astarte, Queen of Heav’n, with crescent Horns;
 To whose bright Image nightly by the Moon   440

Sidonian Virgins paid thir Vows and Songs,
 In Sion also not unsung, where stood
 Her Temple on th’ offensive Mountain, built
 By that uxorious King, whose heart though large,
 Beguil’d by fair Idolatresses, fell   445

To Idols foul. Thammuz came next behind,
 Whose annual wound in Lebanon allur’d
 The Syrian Damsels to lament his fate
 In amorous dittyes all a Summers day,
 While smooth Adonis from his native Rock   450

Ran purple to the Sea, suppos’d with blood
 Of Thammuz yearly wounded: the Love-tale
 Infected Sions daughters with like heat,
 Whose wanton passions in the sacred Porch
 Ezekiel saw, when by the Vision led   455

His eye survay’d the dark Idolatries
 Of alienated Judah. Next came one
 Who mourn’d in earnest, when the Captive Ark
 Maim’d his brute Image, head and hands lopt off
 In his own Temple, on the grunsel edge,   460

Where he fell flat, and sham’d his Worshipers:
 Dagon his Name, Sea Monster, upward Man
 And downward Fish: yet had his Temple high
 Rear’d in Azotus, dreaded through the Coast
 Of Palestine, in Gath and Ascalon   465

And Accaron and Gaza’s frontier bounds.
 Him follow’d Rimmon, whose delightful Seat
 Was fair Damascus, on the fertil Banks
 Of Abbana and Pharphar, lucid streams.
 He also against the house of God was bold:   470

A Leper once he lost and gain’d a King,
 Ahaz his sottish Conquerour, whom he drew
 Gods Altar to disparage and displace
 For one of Syrian mode, whereon to burn
 His odious off’rings, and adore the Gods   475

Whom he had vanquisht. After these appear’d
 A crew who under Names of old Renown,
 Osiris, Isis, Orus and their Train
 With monstrous shapes and sorceries abus’d
 Fanatic Egypt and her Priests, to seek   480

Thir wandring Gods disguis’d in brutish forms
 Rather then human. Nor did Israel scape
 Th’ infection when thir borrow’d Gold compos’d
 The Calf in Oreb: and the Rebel King
 Doubl’d that sin in Bethel and in Dan,   485

Lik’ning his Maker to the Grazed Ox,
 Jehovah, who in one Night when he pass’d
 From Egypt marching, equal’d with one stroke
 Both her first born and all her bleating Gods.
 Belial came last, then whom a Spirit more lewd   490

Fell not from Heaven, or more gross to love
 Vice for it self: To him no Temple stood
 Or Altar smoak’d; yet who more oft then hee
 In Temples and at Altars, when the Priest
 Turns Atheist, as did Ely’s Sons, who fill’d   495

With lust and violence the house of God.
 In Courts and Palaces he also Reigns
 And in luxurious Cities, where the noyse
 Of riot ascends above thir loftiest Towrs,
 And injury and outrage: And when Night   500

Darkens the Streets, then wander forth the Sons
 Of Belial, flown with insolence and wine.
 Witness the Streets of Sodom, and that night
 In Gibeah, when the hospitable door
 Expos’d a Matron to avoid worse rape.   505

These were the prime in order and in might;
 The rest were long to tell, though far renown’d,
 Th’ Ionian Gods, of Javans Issue held
 Gods, yet confest later then Heav’n and Earth
 Thir boasted Parents; Titan Heav’ns first born   510

With his enormous brood, and birthright seis’d
 By younger Saturn, he from mightier Jove
 His own and Rhea’s Son like measure found;
 So Jove usurping reign’d: these first in Creet
 And Ida known, thence on the Snowy top   515

Of cold Olympus rul’d the middle Air
 Thir highest Heav’n; or on the Delphian Cliff,
 Or in Dodona, and through all the bounds
 Of Doric Land; or who with Saturn old
 Fled over Adria to th’ Hesperian Fields,   520

And ore the Celtic roam’d the utmost Isles.
 All these and more came flocking; but with looks
 Down cast and damp, yet such wherein appear’d
 Obscure some glimps of joy, to have found thir chief
 Not in despair, to have found themselves not lost   525

In loss it self; which on his count’nance cast
 Like doubtful hue: but he his wonted pride
 Soon recollecting, with high words, that bore
 Semblance of worth, not substance, gently rais’d
 Thir fainting courage, and dispel’d thir fears.   530

Then strait commands that at the warlike sound
 Of Trumpets loud and Clarions be upreard
 His mighty Standard; that proud honour claim’d
 Azazel as his right, a Cherube tall:
 Who forthwith from the glittering Staff unfurld   535

Th’ Imperial Ensign, which full high advanc’t
 Shon like a Meteor streaming to the Wind
 With Gemms and Golden lustre rich imblaz’d,
 Seraphic arms and Trophies: all the while
 Sonorous mettal blowing Martial sounds:   540

At which the universal Host upsent
 A shout that tore Hells Concave, and beyond
 Frighted the Reign of Chaos and old Night.
 All in a moment through the gloom were seen
 Ten thousand Banners rise into the Air   545

With Orient Colours waving: with them rose
 A Forest huge of Spears: and thronging Helms
 Appear’d, and serried shields in thick array
 Of depth immeasurable: Anon they move
 In perfect Phalanx to the Dorian mood   550

Of Flutes and soft Recorders; such as rais’d
 To hight of noblest temper Hero’s old
 Arming to Battel, and in stead of rage
 Deliberate valour breath’d, firm and unmov’d
 With dread of death to flight or foul retreat,   555

Nor wanting power to mitigate and swage
 With solemn touches, troubl’d thoughts, and chase
 Anguish and doubt and fear and sorrow and pain
 From mortal or immortal minds. Thus they
 Breathing united force with fixed thought   560

Mov’d on in silence to soft Pipes that charm’d
 Thir painful steps o’re the burnt soyle; and now
 Advanc’t in view, they stand, a horrid Front
 Of dreadful length and dazling Arms, in guise
 Of Warriers old with order’d Spear and Shield,   565

Awaiting what command thir mighty Chief
 Had to impose: He through the armed Files
 Darts his experienc’t eye, and soon traverse
 The whole Battalion views, thir order due,
 Thir visages and stature as of Gods,   570

Thir number last he summs. And now his heart
 Distends with pride, and hardning in his strength
 Glories: For never since created man,
 Met such imbodied force, as nam’d with these
 Could merit more then that small infantry   575

Warr’d on by Cranes: though all the Giant brood
 Of Phlegra with th’ Heroic Race were joyn’d
 That fought at Theb’s and Ilium, on each side
 Mixt with auxiliar Gods; and what resounds
 In Fable or Romance of Uthers Son   580

Begirt with British and Armoric Knights;
 And all who since, Baptiz’d or Infidel
 Jousted in Aspramont or Montalban,
 Damasco, or Marocco, or Trebisond,
 Or whom Biserta sent from Afric shore   585

When Charlemain with all his Peerage fell
 By Fontarabbia. Thus far these beyond
 Compare of mortal prowess, yet observ’d
 Thir dread commander: he above the rest
 In shape and gesture proudly eminent   590

Stood like a Towr; his form had yet not lost
 All her Original brightness, nor appear’d
 Less then Arch Angel ruind, and th’ excess
 Of Glory obscur’d: As when the Sun new ris’n
 Looks through the Horizontal misty Air   595

Shorn of his Beams, or from behind the Moon
 In dim Eclips disastrous twilight sheds
 On half the Nations, and with fear of change
 Perplexes Monarchs. Dark’n’d so, yet shon
 Above them all th’ Arch Angel: but his face   600

Deep scars of Thunder had intrencht, and care
 Sat on his faded cheek, but under Browes
 Of dauntless courage, and considerate Pride
 Waiting revenge: cruel his eye, but cast
 Signs of remorse and passion to behold   605

The fellows of his crime, the followers rather
 (Far other once beheld in bliss) condemn’d
 For ever now to have thir lot in pain,
 Millions of Spirits for his fault amerc’t
 Of Heav’n, and from Eternal Splendors flung   610

For his revolt, yet faithfull how they stood,
 Thir Glory witherd. As when Heavens Fire
 Hath scath’d the Forrest Oaks, or Mountain Pines,
 With singed top thir stately growth though bare
 Stands on the blasted Heath. He now prepar’d   615

To speak; whereat thir doubl’d Ranks they bend
 From wing to wing, and half enclose him round
 With all his Peers: attention held them mute.
 Thrice he assayd, and thrice in spight of scorn,
 Tears such as Angels weep, burst forth: at last   620

Words interwove with sighs found out thir way.
 

O Myriads of immortal Spirits, O Powers
 Matchless, but with th’ Almighty, and that strife
 Was not inglorious, though th’ event was dire,
 As this place testifies, and this dire change   625

Hateful to utter: but what power of mind
 Foreseeing or presaging, from the Depth
 Of knowledge past or present, could have fear’d,
 How such united force of Gods, how such
 As stood like these, could ever know repulse?   630

For who can yet beleeve, though after loss,
 That all these puissant Legions, whose exile
 Hath emptied Heav’n, shall fail to re-ascend
 Self-rais’d, and repossess thir native seat?
 For mee be witness all the Host of Heav’n,   635

If counsels different, or danger shun’d
 By me, have lost our hopes. But he who reigns
 Monarch in Heav’n, till then as one secure
 Sat on his Throne, upheld by old repute,
 Consent or custome, and his Regal State   640

Put forth at full, but still his strength conceal’d,
 Which tempted our attempt, and wrought our fall.
 Henceforth his might we know, and know our own
 So as not either to provoke, or dread
 New warr, provok’t; our better part remains   645

To work in close design, by fraud or guile
 What force effected not: that he no less
 At length from us may find, who overcomes
 By force, hath overcome but half his foe.
 Space may produce new Worlds; whereof so rife   650

There went a fame in Heav’n that he ere long
 Intended to create, and therein plant
 A generation, whom his choice regard
 Should favour equal to the Sons of Heaven:
 Thither, if but to pry, shall be perhaps
 Our first eruption, thither or elsewhere:   655

For this Infernal Pit shall never hold
 Cælestial Spirits in Bondage, nor th’ Abyss
 Long under darkness cover. But these thoughts
 Full Counsel must mature: Peace is despaird,   660

For who can think Submission? Warr then, Warr
 Open or understood must be resolv’d.
 

He spake: and to confirm his words, out-flew
 Millions of flaming swords, drawn from the thighs
 Of mighty Cherubim; the sudden blaze   665

Far round illumin’d hell: highly they rag’d
 Against the Highest, and fierce with grasped arms
 Clash’d on thir sounding Shields the din of war,
 Hurling defiance toward the vault of Heav’n.
 

There stood a Hill not far whose griesly top   670

Belch’d fire and rowling smoak; the rest entire
 Shon with a glossie scurff, undoubted sign
 That in his womb was hid metallic Ore,
 The work of Sulphur. Thither wing’d with speed
 A numerous Brigad hasten’d. As when Bands   675

Of Pioners with Spade and Pickax arm’d
 Forerun the Royal Camp, to trench a Field,
 Or cast a Rampart. Mammon led them on,
 Mammon, the least erected Spirit that fell
 From heav’n, for ev’n in heav’n his looks and thoughts   680

Were always downward bent, admiring more
 The riches of Heav’ns pavement, trod’n Gold,
 Then aught divine or holy else enjoy’d
 In vision beatific: by him first
 Men also, and by his suggestion taught,   685

Ransack’d the Center, and with impious hands
 Rifl’d the bowels of thir mother Earth
 For Treasures better hid. Soon had his crew
 Op’nd into the Hill a spacious wound
 And dig’d out ribs of Gold. Let none admire   690

That riches grow in Hell; that soyle may best
 Deserve the precious bane. And here let those
 Who boast in mortal things, and wond’ring tell
 Of Babel, and the works of Memphian Kings
 Learn how thir greatest Monuments of Fame,   695

And Strength and Art are easily out-done
 By Spirits reprobate, and in an hour
 What in an age they with incessant toyle
 And hands innumerable scarce perform.
 Nigh on the Plain in many cells prepar’d,   700

That underneath had veins of liquid fire
 Sluc’d from the Lake, a second multitude
 With wondrous Art found out the massie Ore,
 Severing each kind, and scum’d the Bullion dross:
 A third as soon had form’d within the ground   705

A various mould, and from the boyling cells
 By strange conveyance fill’d each hollow nook,
 As in an Organ from one blast of wind
 To many a row of Pipes the sound-board breaths.
 Anon out of the earth a Fabrick huge   710

Rose like an Exhalation, with the sound
 Of Dulcet Symphonies and voices sweet,
 Built like a Temple, where Pilasters round
 Were set, and Doric pillars overlaid
 With Golden Architrave; nor did there want   715

Cornice or Freeze, with bossy Sculptures grav’n,
 The Roof was fretted Gold. Not Babilon,
 Nor great Alcairo such magnificence
 Equal’d in all thir glories, to inshrine
 Belus or Serapis thir Gods, or seat   720

Thir Kings, when Ægypt with Assyria strove
 In wealth and luxurie. Th’ ascending pile
 Stood fixt her stately highth, and strait the dores
 Op’ning thir brazen foulds discover wide
 Within, her ample spaces, o’re the smooth   725

And level pavement: from the arched roof
 Pendant by suttle Magic many a row
 Of Starry Lamps and blazing Cressets fed
 With Naphtha and Asphaltus yeilded light
 As from a sky. The hasty multitude   730

Admiring enter’d, and the work some praise
 And some the Architect: his hand was known
 In Heav’n by many a Towred structure high,
 Where Scepter’d Angels held thir residence,
 And sat as Princes, whom the supreme King   735

Exalted to such power, and gave to rule,
 Each in his Hierarchie, the Orders bright.
 Nor was his name unheard or unador’d
 In ancient Greece; and in Ausonian land
 Men call’d him Mulciber; and how he fell   740

From Heav’n, they fabl’d, thrown by angry Jove
 Sheer o’re the Chrystal Battlements: from Morn
 To Noon he fell, from Noon to dewy Eve,
 A Summers day; and with the setting Sun
 Dropt from the Zenith like a falling Star,   745

On Lemnos th’ Ægean Ile: thus they relate,
 Erring; for he with this rebellious rout
 Fell long before; nor aught avail’d him now
 To have built in Heav’n high Towrs; nor did he scape
 By all his Engins, but was headlong sent   750

With his industrious crew to build in hell.
 

Mean while the winged Haralds by command
 Of Sovran power, with awful Ceremony
 And Trumpets sound throughout the Host proclaim
 A solemn Councel forthwith to be held   755

At Pandæmonium, the high Capital
 Of Satan and his Peers: thir summons call’d
 From every Band and squared Regiment
 By place or choice the worthiest; they anon
 With hunderds and with thousands trooping came   760

Attended: all access was throng’d, the Gates
 And Porches wide, but chief the spacious Hall
 (Though like a cover’d field, where Champions bold
 Wont ride in arm’d, and at the Soldans chair
 Defi’d the best of Paynim chivalry   765

To mortal combat or carreer with Lance)
 Thick swarm’d, both on the ground and in the air,
 Brusht with the hiss of russling wings. As Bees
 In spring time, when the Sun with Taurus rides,
 Pour forth thir populous youth about the Hive   770

In clusters; they among fresh dews and flowers
 Flie to and fro, or on the smoothed Plank,
 The suburb of thir Straw-built Cittadel,
 New rub’d with Baum, expatiate and confer
 Thir State affairs. So thick the aerie crowd   775

Swarm’d and were straitn’d; till the Signal giv’n.
 Behold a wonder! they but now who seemd
 In bigness to surpass Earths Giant Sons
 Now less then smallest Dwarfs, in narrow room
 Throng numberless, like that Pigmean Race   780

Beyond the Indian Mount, or Faerie Elves,
 Whose midnight Revels, by a Forrest side
 Or Fountain some belated Peasant sees,
 Or dreams he sees, while over-head the Moon
 Sits Arbitress, and neerer to the Earth   785

Wheels her pale course, they on thir mirth and dance
 Intent, with jocond Music charm his ear;
 At once with joy and fear his heart rebounds.
 Thus incorporeal Spirits to smallest forms
 Reduc’d thir shapes immense, and were at large,   790

Though without number still amidst the Hall
 Of that infernal Court. But far within
 And in thir own dimensions like themselves
 The great Seraphic Lords and Cherubim
 In close recess and secret conclave sat   795

A thousand Demy-Gods on golden seats,
 Frequent and full. After short silence then
 And summons read, the great consult began.
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Evil Be Thou My Good Extract: Paradise Lost Book IV
 

John Milton (1608-1674)

O for that warning voice, which he who saw
 Th’ Apocalyps, heard cry in Heaven aloud,
 Then when the Dragon, put to second rout,
 Came furious down to be reveng’d on men,
 Wo to the inhabitants on Earth! that now,   5

While time was, our first-Parents had bin warnd
 The coming of thir secret foe, and scap’d
 Haply so scap’d his mortal snare; for now
 Satan, now first inflam’d with rage, came down,
 The Tempter ere th’ Accuser of man-kind,   10

To wreck on innocent frail man his loss
 Of that first Battel, and his flight to Hell:
 Yet not rejoycing in his speed, though bold,
 Far off and fearless, nor with cause to boast,
 Begins his dire attempt, which nigh the birth   15

Now rowling, boiles in his tumultuous brest,
 And like a devillish Engine back recoiles
 Upon himself; horror and doubt distract
 His troubl’d thoughts, and from the bottom stirr
 The Hell within him, for within him Hell   20

He brings, and round about him, nor from Hell
 One step no more then from himself can fly
 By change of place: Now conscience wakes despair
 That slumberd, wakes the bitter memorie
 Of what he was, what is, and what must be   25

Worse; of worse deeds worse sufferings must ensue.
 Sometimes towards Eden which now in his view
 Lay pleasant, his grievd look he fixes sad,
 Sometimes towards Heav’n and the full-blazing Sun,
 Which now sat high in his Meridian Towre:   30

Then much revolving, thus in sighs began.
 O thou that with surpassing Glory crownd,
 Look’st from thy sole Dominion like the God
 Of this new World; at whose sight all the Starrs
 Hide thir diminisht heads; to thee I call,   35

But with no friendly voice, and add thy name
 O Sun, to tell thee how I hate thy beams
 That bring to my remembrance from what state
 I fell, how glorious once above thy Spheare;
 Till Pride and worse Ambition threw me down   40

Warring in Heav’n against Heav’ns matchless King:
 Ah wherefore! he deservd no such return
 From me, whom he created what I was
 In that bright eminence, and with his good
 Upbraided none; nor was his service hard.   45

What could be less then to afford him praise,
 The easiest recompence, and pay him thanks,
 How due! yet all his good prov’d ill in me,
 And wrought but malice; lifted up so high
 I sdeind subjection, and thought one step higher   50

Would set me highest, and in a moment quit
 The debt immense of endless gratitude,
 So burthensome, still paying, still to ow;
 Forgetful what from him I still receivd,
 And understood not that a grateful mind   55

By owing owes not, but still pays, at once
 Indebted and dischargd; what burden then?
 O had his powerful Destiny ordaind
 Me some inferiour Angel, I had stood
 Then happie; no unbounded hope had rais’d   60

Ambition. Yet why not? som other Power
 As great might have aspir’d, and me though mean
 Drawn to his part; but other Powers as great
 Fell not, but stand unshak’n, from within
 Or from without, to all temptations arm’d.   65

Hadst thou the same free Will and Power to stand?
 Thou hadst: whom hast thou then or what to accuse,
 But Heav’ns free Love dealt equally to all?
 Be then his Love accurst, since love or hate,
 To me alike, it deals eternal woe.   70

Nay curs’d be thou; since against his thy will
 Chose freely what it now so justly rues.
 Me miserable! which way shall I flie
 Infinite wrauth, and infinite despaire?
 Which way I flie is Hell; my self am Hell;   75

And in the lowest deep a lower deep
 Still threatning to devour me opens wide,
 To which the Hell I suffer seems a Heav’n.
 O then at last relent: is there no place
 Left for Repentance, none for Pardon left?   80

None left but by submission; and that word
 Disdain forbids me, and my dread of shame
 Among the Spirits beneath, whom I seduc’d
 With other promises and other vaunts
 Then to submit, boasting I could subdue   85

Th’ Omnipotent. Ay me, they little know
 How dearly I abide that boast so vaine,
 Under what torments inwardly I groane:
 While they adore me on the Throne of Hell,
 With Diadem and Sceptre high advanc’d   90

The lower still I fall, onely Supream
 In miserie; such joy Ambition findes.
 But say I could repent and could obtaine
 By Act of Grace my former state; how soon
 Would higth recall high thoughts, how soon unsay   95

What feign’d submission swore: ease would recant
 Vows made in pain, as violent and void.
 For never can true reconcilement grow
 Where wounds of deadly hate have peirc’d so deep:
 Which would but lead me to a worse relapse   100

And heavier fall: so should I purchase deare
 Short intermission bought with double smart.
 This knows my punisher; therefore as farr
 From granting hee, as I from begging peace:
 All hope excluded thus, behold in stead   105

Of us out-cast, exil’d, his new delight,
 Mankind created, and for him this World.
 So farewel Hope, and with Hope farewel Fear,
 Farewel Remorse: all Good to me is lost;
 Evil be thou my Good; by thee at least   110

Divided Empire with Heav’ns King I hold
 By thee, and more then half perhaps will reigne;
 As Man ere long, and this new World shall know.
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Description of Paradise: Paradise Lost Book IV
 

John Milton (1608-1674)

Saw him disfigur’d, more then could befall
 Spirit of happie sort: his gestures fierce
 He markd and mad demeanour, then alone,
 As he suppos’d all unobserv’d, unseen.   130

So on he fares, and to the border comes
 Of Eden, where delicious Paradise,
 Now nearer, Crowns with her enclosure green,
 As with a rural mound the champain head
 Of a steep wilderness, whose hairie sides   135

With thicket overgrown, grottesque and wilde,
 Access deni’d; and over head up grew
 Insuperable highth of loftiest shade,
 Cedar, and Pine, and Firr, and branching Palm
 A Silvan Scene, and as the ranks ascend   140

Shade above shade, a woodie Theatre
 Of stateliest view. Yet higher then thir tops
 The verdurous wall of paradise up sprung:
 Which to our general Sire gave prospect large
 Into his neather Empire neighbouring round.   145

And higher then that Wall a circling row
 Of goodliest Trees loaden with fairest Fruit,
 Blossoms and Fruits at once of golden hue
 Appeerd, with gay enameld colours mixt:
 On which the Sun more glad impress’d his beams   150

Then in fair Evening Cloud, or humid Bow,
 When God hath showrd the earth; so lovely seemd
 That Lantskip: And of pure now purer aire
 Meets his approach, and to the heart inspires
 Vernal delight and joy, able to drive   155

All sadness but despair: now gentle gales
 Fanning thir odoriferous wings dispense
 Native perfumes, and whisper whence they stole
 Those balmie spoiles. As when to them who saile
 Beyond the Cape of Hope, and now are past   160

Mozambic, off at Sea North-East windes blow
 Sabean Odours from the spicie shoare
 Of Arabie the blest, with such delay
 Well pleas’d they slack thir course, and many a League
 Chear’d with the grateful smell old Ocean smiles.   165

So entertaind those odorous sweets the Fiend
 Who came thir bane, though with them better pleas’d
 Then Asmodeus with the fishie fume,
 That drove him, though enamourd, from the Spouse
 Of Tobits Son, and with a vengeance sent   170

From Media post to Ægypt, there fast bound.
 Now to th’ ascent of that steep savage Hill
 Satan had journied on, pensive and slow;
 But further way found none, so thick entwin’d,
 As one continu’d brake, the undergrowth   175

Of shrubs and tangling bushes had perplext
 All path of Man or Beast that past that way:
 One Gate there only was, and that look’d East
 On th’ other side: which when th’ arch-fellon saw
 Due entrance he disdaind, and in contempt,   180

At one slight bound high over leap’d all bound
 Of Hill or highest Wall, and sheer within
 Lights on his feet. As when a prowling Wolfe,
 Whom hunger drives to seek new haunt for prey,
 Watching where Shepherds pen thir Flocks at eeve   185

In hurdl’d Cotes amid the field secure,
 Leaps o’re the fence with ease into the Fould:
 Or as a Thief bent to unhoord the cash
 Of some rich Burgher, whose substantial dores,
 Cross-barrd and bolted fast, fear no assault,   190

In at the window climbs, or o’re the tiles;
 So clomb this first grand Thief into Gods Fould:
 So since into his Church lewd Hirelings climbe.
 Thence up he flew, and on the Tree of Life,
 The middle Tree and highest there that grew,   195

Sat like a Cormorant; yet not true Life
 Thereby regaind, but sat devising Death
 To them who liv’d; nor on the vertue thought
 Of that life-giving Plant, but only us’d
 For prospect, what well us’d had bin the pledge   200

Of immortality. So little knows
 Any, but God alone, to value right
 The good before him, but perverts best things
 To worst abuse, or to thir meanest use.
 Beneath him with new wonder now he views   205

To all delight of human sense expos’d
 In narrow room Natures whole wealth, yea more,
 A Heaven on Earth, for blissful Paradise
 Of God the Garden was, by him in the East
 Of Eden planted; Eden stretchd her Line   210

From Auran Eastward to the Royal Towrs
 Of Great Seleucia, built by Grecian Kings,
 Or where the Sons of Eden long before
 Dwelt in Telassar: in this pleasant soile
 His farr more pleasant Garden God ordaind;   215

Out of the fertil ground he caus’d to grow
 All Trees of noblest kind for sight, smell, taste;
 And all amid them stood the Tree of Life,
 High eminent, blooming Ambrosial Fruit
 Of vegetable Gold; and next to Life   220

Our Death the Tree of Knowledge grew fast by,
 Knowledge of Good bought dear by knowing ill.
 Southward through Eden went a River large,
 Nor chang’d his course, but through the shaggie hill
 Pass’d underneath ingulft, for God had thrown   225

That Mountain as his Garden mould high rais’d
 Upon the rapid current, which through veins
 Of porous Earth with kindly thirst up drawn,
 Rose a fresh Fountain, and with many a rill
 Waterd the Garden; thence united fell   230

Down the steep glade, and met the neather Flood,
 Which from his darksom passage now appeers,
 And now divided into four main Streams,
 Runs divers, wandring many a famous Realme
 And Country whereof here needs no account,   235

But rather to tell how, if Art could tell,
 How from that Saphire Fount the crisped Brooks,
 Rowling on Orient Pearl and sands of Gold,
 With mazie error under pendant shades
 Ran Nectar, visiting each plant, and fed   240

Flours worthy of Paradise which not nice Art
 In Beds and curious Knots, but Nature boon
 Powrd forth profuse on Hill and Dale and Plaine,
 Both where the morning Sun first warmly smote
 The open field, and where the unpierc’t shade   245

Imbround the noontide Bowrs: Thus was this place,
 A happy rural seat of various view;
 Groves whose rich Trees wept odorous Gumms and Balme,
 Others whose fruit burnisht with Golden Rinde
 Hung amiable, Hesperian Fables true,   250

If true, here only, and of delicious taste:
 Betwixt them Lawns, or level Downs, and Flocks
 Grasing the tender herb, were interpos’d,
 Or palmie hilloc, or the flourie lap
 Of som irriguous Valley spred her store,   255

Flours of all hue, and without Thorn the Rose:
 Another side, umbrageous Grots and Caves
 Of coole recess, o’re which the mantling vine
 Layes forth her purple Grape, and gently creeps
 Luxuriant; mean while murmuring waters fall   260

Down the slope hills, disperst, or in a Lake,
 That to the fringed Bank with Myrtle crownd,
 Her chrystal mirror holds, unite thir streams.
 The Birds thir quire apply; aires, vernal aires,
 Breathing the smell of field and grove, attune   265

The trembling leaves, while Universal Pan
 Knit with the Graces and the Hours in dance
 Led on th’ Eternal Spring. Not that faire field
 Of Enna, where Proserpin gathering flours
 Her self a fairer Floure by gloomie Dis   270

Was gatherd, which cost Ceres all that pain
 To seek her through the world; nor that sweet Grove
 Of Daphne by Orontes, and th’ inspir’d
 Castalian Spring, might with this Paradise
 Of Eden strive; nor that Nyseian Ile   275

Girt with the River Triton, where old Cham,
 Whom Gentiles Ammon call and Lybian Jove,
 Hid Amalthea and her Florid Son
 Young Bacchus from his Stepdame Rhea’s eye;
 Nor where Abassin Kings thir issue Guard,   280

Mount Amara, though this by som suppos’d
 True Paradise under the Ethiop Line
 By Nilus head, enclosd with shining Rock,
 A whole days journy high, but wide remote
 From this Assyrian Garden, where the Fiend   285

Saw undelighted all delight, all kind
 Of living Creatures new to sight and strange:
 Two of far nobler shape erect and tall,
 Godlike erect, with native Honour clad
 In naked Majestie seemd Lords of all,   290

And worthie seemd, for in thir looks Divine
 The image of thir glorious Maker shon,
 Truth, wisdome, Sanctitude severe and pure,
 Severe but in true filial freedom plac’t;
 Whence true autority in men; though both
  295

Not equal, as thir sex not equal seemd;
 For contemplation hee and valour formd,
 For softness shee and sweet attractive Grace,
 Hee for God only, shee for God in him:
 His fair large Front and Eye sublime declar’d   300

Absolute rule; and Hyacinthin Locks
 Round from his parted forelock manly hung
 Clustring, but not beneath his shoulders broad:
 Shee as a vail down to the slender waste
 Her unadorned golden tresses wore   305

Disheveld, but in wanton ringlets wav’d
 As the Vine curles her tendrils, which impli’d
 Subjection, but requir’d with gentle sway,
 And by her yielded, by him best receivd,
 Yielded with coy submission, modest pride,   310

And sweet reluctant amorous delay.
 Nor those mysterious parts were then conceald,
 Then was not guiltie shame, dishonest shame
 Of natures works, honor dishonorable,
 Sin-bred, how have ye troubl’d all mankind   315

With shews instead, meer shews of seeming pure,
 And banisht from mans life his happiest life,
 Simplicitie and spotless innocence.
 So passd they naked on, nor shund the sight
 Of God or Angel, for they thought no ill:   320

So hand in hand they passd, the lovliest pair
 That ever since in loves imbraces met,
 Adam the goodliest man of men since borne
 His Sons, the fairest of her Daughters Eve.
 Under a tuft of shade that on a green   325

Stood whispering soft, by a fresh Fountain side
 They sat them down, and after no more toil
 Of thir sweet Gardning labour then suffic’d
 To recommend coole Zephyr, and made ease
 More easie, wholsom thirst and appetite   330

More grateful, to thir Supper Fruits they fell,
 Nectarine Fruits which the compliant boughes
 Yielded them, side-long as they sat recline
 On the soft downie Bank damaskt with flours:
 The savourie pulp they chew, and in the rinde   335

Still as they thirsted scoop the brimming stream;
 Nor gentle purpose, nor endearing smiles
 Wanted, nor youthful dalliance as beseems
 Fair couple, linkt in happie nuptial League,
 Alone as they. About them frisking playd   340

All Beasts of th’ Earth, since wilde, and of all chase
 In Wood or Wilderness, Forrest or Den;
 Sporting the Lion rampd, and in his paw
 Dandl’d the Kid; Bears, Tygers, Ounces, Pards
 Gambold before them, th’ unwieldy Elephant   345

To make them mirth us’d all his might, and wreathd
 His Lithe Proboscis; close the Serpent sly
 Insinuating, wove with Gordian twine
 His breaded train, and of his fatal guile
 Gave proof unheeded; others on the grass   350

Coucht, and now fild with pasture gazing sat,
 Or Bedward ruminating: for the Sun
 Declin’d was hasting now with prone carreer
 To th’ Ocean Iles, and in th’ ascending Scale
 Of Heav’n the Starrs that usher Evening rose:   355

When Satan still in gaze, as first he stood,
 Scarce thus at length faild speech recoverd sad.
 O Hell! what doe mine eyes with grief behold,
 Into our room of bliss thus high advanc’t
 Creatures of other mould, earth-born perhaps,   360

Not Spirits, yet to heav’nly Spirits bright
 Little inferior; whom my thoughts pursue
 With wonder, and could love, so lively shines
 In them Divine resemblance, and such grace
 The hand that formd them on thir shape hath pourd.   365

Ah gentle pair, yee little think how nigh
 Your change approaches, when all these delights
 Will vanish and deliver ye to woe,
 More woe, the more your taste is now of joy;
 Happie, but for so happie ill secur’d   370

Long to continue, and this high seat your Heav’n
 Ill fenc’t for Heav’n to keep out such a foe
 As now is enterd; yet no purpos’d foe
 To you whom I could pittie thus forlorne
 Though I unpittied: League with you I seek,   375

And mutual amitie so streight, so close,
 That I with you must dwell, or you with me
 Henceforth; my dwelling haply may not please
 Like this fair Paradise, your sense, yet such
 Accept your Makers work; he gave it me,   380

Which I as freely give; Hell shall unfold,
 To entertain you two, her widest Gates,
 And send forth all her Kings; there will be room,
 Not like these narrow limits, to receive
 Your numerous ofspring; if no better place,   385

Thank him who puts me loath to this revenge
 On you who wrong me not for him who wrongd.
 And should I at your harmless innocence
 Melt, as I doe, yet public reason just,
 Honour and Empire with revenge enlarg’d,   390

By conquering this new World, compels me now
 To do what else though damnd I should abhorre.
 So spake the Fiend, and with necessitie,
 The Tyrants plea, excus’d his devilish deeds.
 Then from his loftie stand on that high Tree   395

Down he alights among the sportful Herd
 Of those fourfooted kindes, himself now one,
 Now other, as thir shape servd best his end
 Neerer to view his prey, and unespi’d
 To mark what of thir state he more might learn   400

By word or action markt: about them round
 A Lion now he stalkes with fierie glare,
 Then as a Tyger, who by chance hath spi’d
 In some Purlieu two gentle Fawnes at play,
 Strait couches close, then rising changes oft   405

His couchant watch, as one who chose his ground
 Whence rushing he might surest seize them both
 Gript in each paw: when Adam first of men
 To first of women Eve thus moving speech,
 Turnd him all eare to hear new utterance flow.   410

Sole partner and sole part of all these joyes,
 Dearer thy self then all; needs must the Power
 That made us, and for us this ample World
 Be infinitly good, and of his good
 As liberal and free as infinite,   415

That rais’d us from the dust and plac’t us here
 In all this happiness, who at his hand
 Have nothing merited, nor can performe
 Aught whereof hee hath need, hee who requires
 From us no other service then to keep   420

This one, this easie charge, of all the Trees
 In Paradise that bear delicious fruit
 So various, not to taste that onely Tree
 Of knowledge, planted by the Tree of Life,
 So neer grows Death to Life, what ere Death is,   425

Som dreadful thing no doubt; for well thou knowst
 God hath pronounc’t it death to taste that Tree,
 The only sign of our obedience left
 Among so many signes of power and rule
 Conferrd upon us, and Dominion giv’n   430

Over all other Creatures that possess
 Earth, Aire, and Sea. Then let us not think hard
 One easie prohibition, who enjoy
 Free leave so large to all things else, and choice
 Unlimited of manifold delights:   435

But let us ever praise him, and extoll
 His bountie, following our delightful task
 To prune these growing Plants, and tend these Flours,
 Which were it toilsom, yet with thee were sweet.
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Lycidas
 

John Milton (1608-1674)

In this Monody the Author bewails a learned Friend, unfortunatly drown’d in his Passage from Chester on the Irish Seas, 1637. And by occasion fortels the ruine of our corrupted Clergy then in their height.
 

Yet once more, O ye Laurels, and once more
 Ye Myrtles brown, with Ivy never-sear,
 I com to pluck your Berries harsh and crude,
 And with forc’d fingers rude,
 Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year.   5

Bitter constraint, and sad occasion dear,
 Compels me to disturb your season due:
 For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime,
 Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer:
 Who would not sing for Lycidas? he knew   10

Himself to sing, and build the lofty rhyme.
 He must not flote upon his watry bear
 Unwept, and welter to the parching wind,
 Without the meed of som melodious tear.
 

Begin then, Sisters of the sacred well,   15

That from beneath the seat of Jove doth spring,
 Begin, and somwhat loudly sweep the string.
 Hence with denial vain, and coy excuse,
 So may som gentle Muse
 With lucky words favour my destin’d Urn,   20

And as he passes turn,
 And bid fair peace be to my sable shrowd.
 For we were nurst upon the self-same hill,
 Fed the same flock, by fountain, shade, and rill.
 

Together both, ere the high Lawns appear’d   25

Under the opening eye-lids of the morn,
 We drove a field, and both together heard
 What time the Gray-fly winds her sultry horn,
 Batt’ning our flocks with the fresh dews of night,
 Oft till the Star that rose, at Ev’ning, bright   30

Toward Heav’ns descent had slop’d his westering wheel.
 Mean while the Rural ditties were not mute,
 Temper’d to th’ Oaten Flute,
 Rough Satyrs danc’d, and Fauns with clov’n heel,
 From the glad sound would not be absent long,   35

And old Damœtas lov’d to hear our song.
 

But O the heavy change, now thou art gon,
 Now thou art gon, and never must return!
 Thee Shepherd, thee the Woods, and desert Caves,
 With wilde Thyme and the gadding Vine o’regrown,   40

And all their echoes mourn.
 The Willows, and the Hazle Copses green,
 Shall now no more be seen,
 Fanning their joyous Leaves to thy soft layes.
 As killing as the Canker to the Rose,   45

Or Taint-worm to the weanling Herds that graze,
 Or Frost to Flowers, that their gay wardrop wear,
 When first the White thorn blows;
 Such, Lycidas, thy loss to Shepherds ear.
 

Where were ye Nymphs when the remorseless deep   50

Clos’d o’re the head of your lov’d Lycidas?
 For neither were ye playing on the steep,
 Where your old Bards, the famous Druids ly,
 Nor on the shaggy top of Mona high,
 Nor yet where Deva spreads her wisard stream:   55

Ay me, I fondly dream!
 Had ye bin there — for what could that have don?
 What could the Muse her self that Orpheus bore,
 The Muse her self, for her inchanting son
 Whom Universal nature did lament,   60

When by the rout that made the hideous roar,
 His goary visage down the stream was sent,
 Down the swift Hebrus to the Lesbian shore.
 

Alas! What boots it with uncessant care
 To tend the homely slighted Shepherds trade,   65

And strictly meditate the thankles Muse,
 Were it not better don as others use,
 To sport with Amaryllis in the shade,
 Or with the tangles of Neæra’s hair?

Fame is the spur that the clear spirit doth raise   70

(That last infirmity of Noble mind)
 To scorn delights, and live laborious dayes;
 But the fair Guerdon when we hope to find,
 And think to burst out into sudden blaze,
 Comes the blind Fury with th’ abhorred shears,   75

And slits the thin spun life. But not the praise,

Phœbus repli’d, and touch’d my trembling ears;

Fame is no plant that grows on mortal soil,
 Nor in the glistering foil
 Set off to th’ world, nor in broad rumour lies,   80

But lives and spreds aloft by those pure eyes,
 And perfet witnes of all judging Jove;
 As he pronounces lastly on each deed,
 Of so much fame in Heav’n expect thy meed.
 

O Fountain Arethuse, and thou honour’d flood,   85

Smooth-sliding Mincius, crown’d with vocall reeds,
 That strain I heard was of a higher mood:
 But now my Oate proceeds,
 And listens to the Herald of the Sea
 That came in Neptune’s plea,   90

He ask’d the Waves, and ask’d the Fellon winds,
 What hard mishap hath doom’d this gentle swain?
 And question’d every gust of rugged wings
 That blows from off each beaked Promontory,
 They knew not of his story,   95

And sage Hippotades their answer brings,
 That not a blast was from his dungeon stray’d,
 The Ayr was calm, and on the level brine,
 Sleek Panope with all her sisters play’d.
 It was that fatall and perfidious Bark   100

Built in th’ eclipse, and rigg’d with curses dark,
 That sunk so low that sacred head of thine.
 

Next Camus, reverend Sire, went footing slow,
 His Mantle hairy, and his Bonnet sedge,
 Inwrought with figures dim, and on the edge   105

Like to that sanguine flower inscrib’d with woe.
 Ah! Who hath reft (quoth he) my dearest pledge?
 Last came, and last did go,
 The Pilot of the Galilean lake,
 Two massy Keyes he bore of metals twain,   110

(The Golden opes, the Iron shuts amain)
 He shook his Miter’d locks, and stern bespake,
 How well could I have spar’d for thee young swain,
 Anow of such as for their bellies sake,
 Creep and intrude, and climb into the fold?   115

Of other care they little reck’ning make,
 Then how to scramble at the shearers feast,
 And shove away the worthy bidden guest.
 Blind mouthes! that scarce themselves know how to hold
 A Sheep-hook, or have learn’d ought els the least   120

That to the faithfull Herdmans art belongs!
 What recks it them? What need they? They are sped;
 And when they list, their lean and flashy songs
 Grate on their scrannel Pipes of wretched straw,
 The hungry Sheep look up, and are not fed,   125

But swoln with wind, and the rank mist they draw,
 Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread:
 Besides what the grim Woolf with privy paw
 Daily devours apace, and nothing sed,
 But that two-handed engine at the door,   130

Stands ready to smite once, and smite no more.
 

Return Alpheus, the dread voice is past,
 That shrunk thy streams; Return Sicilian Muse,
 And call the Vales, and bid them hither cast
 Their Bels, and Flourets of a thousand hues.   135

Ye valleys low where the milde whispers use,
 Of shades and wanton winds, and gushing brooks,
 On whose fresh lap the swart Star sparely looks,
 Throw hither all your quaint enameld eyes,
 That on the green terf suck the honied showres,   140

And purple all the ground with vernal flowres.
 Bring the rathe Primrose that forsaken dies.
 The tufted Crow-toe, and pale Jasmine,
 The white Pink, and the Pansie freakt with jeat,
 The glowing Violet.   145

The Musk-rose, and the well attir’d Woodbine,
 With Cowslips wan that hang the pensive hed,
 And every flower that sad embroidery wears:
 Bid Amaranthus all his beauty shed,
 And Daffadillies fill their cups with tears,   150

To strew the Laureat Herse where Lycid lies.
 For so to interpose a little ease,
 Let our frail thoughts dally with false surmise.
 Ay me! Whilst thee the shores and sounding Seas
 Wash far away, where ere thy bones are hurld,   155

Whether beyond the stormy Hebrides,
 Where thou perhaps under the whelming tide
 Visit’st the bottom of the monstrous world;
 Or whether thou to our moist vows deny’d,
 Sleep’st by the fable of Bellerus old,   160

Where the great vision of the guarded Mount
 Looks toward Namancos and Bayona’s hold;
 Look homeward Angel now, and melt with ruth.
 And, O ye Dolphins, waft the haples youth.
 

Weep no more, woful Shepherds weep no more,   165

For Lycidas your sorrow is not dead,
 Sunk though he be beneath the watry floar,
 So sinks the day-star in the Ocean bed,
 And yet anon repairs his drooping head,
 And tricks his beams, and with new-spangled Ore,   170

Flames in the forehead of the morning sky:
 So Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high,
 Through the dear might of him that walk’d the waves;
 Where other groves, and other streams along,
 With Nectar pure his oozy Lock’s he laves,   175

And hears the unexpressive nuptiall Song,
 In the blest Kingdoms meek of joy and love.
 There entertain him all the Saints above,
 In solemn troops, and sweet Societies
 That sing, and singing in their glory move,   180

And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes.
 Now Lycidas the Shepherds weep no more;
 Hence forth thou art the Genius of the shore,
 In thy large recompense, and shalt be good
 To all that wander in that perilous flood.   185
 

Thus sang the uncouth Swain to th’ Okes and rills,
 While the still morn went out with Sandals gray,
 He touch’d the tender stops of various Quills,
 With eager thought warbling his Dorick lay:
 And now the Sun had stretch’d out all the hills,   190

And now was dropt into the Western bay;
 At last he rose, and twitch’d his Mantle blew:
 To morrow to fresh Woods, and Pastures new.
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On Shakespeare
 

John Milton (1608-1674)

What needs my Shakespear for his honour’d Bones,
 The labour of an age in piled Stones,
 Or that his hallow’d reliques should be hid
 Under a Star-ypointing Pyramid?
 Dear son of memory, great heir of Fame,
  5

What need’st thou such weak witnes of thy name?
 Thou in our wonder and astonishment
 Hast built thy self a live-long Monument.
 For whilst to th’ shame of slow-endeavouring art,
 Thy easie numbers flow, and that each heart   10

Hath from the leaves of thy unvalu’d Book,
 Those Delphick lines with deep impression took,
 Then thou our fancy of it self bereaving,
 Dost make us Marble with too much conceaving;
 And so Sepulcher’d in such pomp dost lie,   15
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When I Consider How My Light is Spent
 

John Milton (1608-1674)

When I consider how my light is spent,
 E’re half my days, in this dark world and wide,
 And that one Talent which is death to hide,
 Lodg’d with me useless, though my Soul more bent
 

To serve therewith my Maker, and present  5

My true account, least he returning chide,
 Doth God exact day labour, light deny’d,
 I fondly ask; But patience to prevent
 

That murmur, soon replies, God doth not need
 Either man’s work or his own gifts, who best  10

Bear his milde yoak, they serve him best, his State
 

Is Kingly. Thousands at his bidding speed
 And post o’re Land and Ocean without rest:
 They also serve who only stand and waite.
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When the Assault Was Intended to the City
 

John Milton (1608-1674)

CAPTAIN, or Colonel, or Knight in Arms,   

  Whose chance on these defenceless doors may seize,   

  If deed of honour did thee ever please,   

Guard them, and him within protect from harms.   

He can requite thee; for he knows the charms           5

  That call fame on such gentle acts as these,   

  And he can spread thy name o’er lands and seas,   

Whatever clime the sun’s bright circle warms.   

Lift not thy spear against the Muses’ bower:   

  The great Emathian conqueror bid spare    10

The house of Pindarus, when temple and tower   

  Went to the ground; and the repeated air   

Of sad Electra’s poet had the power   

  To save the Athenian walls from ruin bare.
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On the Morning of Christ’s Nativity
 

John Milton (1608-1674)

Compos’d 1629
 

I
 

This is the Month, and this the happy morn
 Wherein the Son of Heav’ns eternal King,
 Of wedded Maid, and Virgin Mother born,
 Our great redemption from above did bring;
 For so the holy sages once did sing,   5

That he our deadly forfeit should release,
 And with his Father work us a perpetual peace.
 

 
 

II
 

That glorious Form, that Light unsufferable,
 And that far-beaming blaze of Majesty,
 Wherwith he wont at Heav’ns high Councel-Table,   10

To sit the midst of Trinal Unity,
 He laid aside; and here with us to be,
 Forsook the Courts of everlasting Day,
 And chose with us a darksom House of mortal Clay.
 

III
 

Say Heav’nly Muse, shall not thy sacred vein   15

Afford a present to the Infant God?
 Hast thou no vers, no hymn, or solemn strein,
 To welcom him to this his new abode,
 Now while the Heav’n by the Suns team untrod,
 Hath took no print of the approching light,   20

And all the spangled host keep watch in squadrons bright?
 

IV
 

See how from far upon the Eastern rode
 The Star-led Wisards haste with odours sweet:
 O run, prevent them with thy humble ode,
 And lay it lowly at his blessed feet;   25

Have thou the honour first, thy Lord to greet,
 And joyn thy voice unto the Angel Quire,
 From out his secret Altar toucht with hallow’d fire.
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Henry Vaughan
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Beyond the Veil
 

Henry Vaughan (1622–1695)
 

THEY are all gone into the world of light!

 And I alone sit lingering here;

Their very memory is fair and bright,

     And my sad thoughts doth clear.
 

It glows and glitters in my cloudy breast,   5

 Like stars upon some gloomy grove,

Or those faint beams in which this hill is drest,

     After the sun’s remove.
 

I see them walking in an air of glory,

 Whose light doth trample on my days;   10

My days, which are at best but dull and hoary,

     Mere glimmerings and decays.
 

O holy Hope, and high Humility,

 High as the heavens above!

These are your walks, and you have showed them me,   15

     To kindle my cold love.
 

Dear, beauteous Death! the jewel of the just,

 Shining nowhere but in the dark,

What mysteries do lie beyond thy dust,

     Could Man outlook that mark!   20
 

He that hath found some fledged bird’s nest, may know

 At first sight, if the bird be flown;

But what fair well or grove he sings in now,

     That is to him unknown.
 

And yet, as Angels in some brighter dreams   25

 Call to the soul when man doth sleep,

So some strange thoughts transcend our wonted themes,

     And into glory peep.
 

If a star were confined into a tomb,

 Her captive flames must needs burn there;   30

But when the hand that locked her up, gives room,

     She’ll shine through all the sphere.
 

O Father of eternal life, and all

 Created glories under Thee!

Resume Thy spirit from this world of thrall   35

     Into true liberty.
 

Either disperse these mists, which blot and fill

 My perspective still, as they pass;

Or else remove me hence unto that hill

     Where I shall need no glass.   40
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The Retreat
 

Henry Vaughan (1622–1695)
 

HAPPY those early days, when I

Shined in my Angel-infancy!

Before I understood this place

Appointed for my second race,

Or taught my soul to fancy aught   5

But a white, celestial thought;

When yet I had not walk’d above

A mile or two from my first Love,

And looking back, at that short space

Could see a glimpse of his bright face;   10

When on some gilded cloud or flower

My gazing soul would dwell an hour,

And in those weaker glories spy

Some shadows of eternity;

Before I taught my tongue to wound   15

My conscience with a sinful sound,

Or had the black art to dispense

A several sin to every sense,

But felt through all this fleshly dress

Bright shoots of everlastingness.   20
 

O how I long to travel back,

And tread again that ancient track!

That I might once more reach that plain

Where first I left my glorious train;

From whence th’ enlighten’d spirit sees   25

That shady City of Palm trees!

But ah! my soul with too much stay

Is drunk, and staggers in the way: — 

Some men a forward motion love,

But I by backward steps would move;   30

And when this dust falls to the urn,

In that state I came, return.
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Francis Bacon Viscount St Alban
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Life
 

Francis Bacon, Viscount St. Alban (1561–1626)
 

THE WORLD’S a bubble and the life of Man

   Less than a span;

In his conception wretched, from the womb

   So to the tomb;

Curst from his cradle, and brought up to years   5

   With cares and fears.

Who then to frail mortality shall trust,

But limns on water, or but writes in dust.
 

Yet whilst with sorrow here we live opprest,

   What life is best?   10

Courts are but only superficial schools

   To dandle fools:

The rural parts are turn’d into a den

   Of savage men:

And where’s a city from foul vice so free,   15

But may be termed the worst of all the three?
 

Domestic cares afflict the husband’s bed,

   Or pains his head:

Those that live single, take it for a curse

   Or do things worse:   20

Some would have children: those that have them moan

   Or wish them gone:

What is it, then, to have, or have no wife,

But single thraldom or a double strife?
 

But our affections still at home to please   25

   Is a disease:

To cross the seas to any foreign soil,

   Peril and toil:

Wars with their noise affright us: when they cease,

   We are worse in peace; — 30

What then remains, but that we still should cry

For being born, or being born, to die?
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








James Shirley
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








The Glories of our Blood and State
 

James Shirley (1596–1666)
 

THE GLORIES of our blood and state

  Are shadows, not substantial things;

There is no armour against fate;

  Death lays his icy hand on kings:

    Sceptre and Crown   5

    Must tumble down,

And in the dust be equal made

With the poor crooked scythe and spade.
 

Some men with swords may reap the field,

  And plant fresh laurels where they kill:   10

But their strong nerves at last must yield;

  They tame but one another still:

    Early or late

    They stoop to fate,

And must give up their murmuring breath   15

When they, pale captives, creep to death.
 

The garlands wither on your brow;

  Then boast no more your mighty deeds;

Upon Death’s purple altar now

  See where the victor-victim bleeds:   20

    Your heads must come

    To the cold tomb;

Only the actions of the just

Smell sweet, and blossom in their dust.
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The Last Conqueror
 

James Shirley (1596–1666)
 

VICTORIOUS men of earth, no more

 Proclaim how wide your empires are;

Though you bind-in every shore

 And your triumphs reach as far

   As night or day,   5

 Yet you, proud monarchs, must obey

And mingle with forgotten ashes, when

Death calls ye to the crowd of common men.
 

Devouring Famine, Plague, and War,

 Each able to undo mankind,   10

Death’s servile emissaries are;

 Nor to these alone confined,

   He hath at will

 More quaint and subtle ways to kill;

A smile or kiss, as he will use the art,   15

Shall have the cunning skill to break a heart.
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Thomas Carew
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The True Beauty
 

Thomas Carew (1595–1639)
 

HE that loves a rosy cheek

 Or a coral lip admires,

Or from star-like eyes doth seek

 Fuel to maintain his fires;

As old Time makes these decay,   5

So his flames must waste away.
 

But a smooth and steadfast mind,

 Gentle thoughts, and calm desires,

Hearts with equal love combined,

 Kindle never-dying fires: — 10

Where these are not, I despise

Lovely cheeks or lips or eyes.
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Ask Me No More
 

Thomas Carew (1595–1639)
 

ASK me no more where Jove bestows,

When June is past, the fading rose;

For in your beauty’s orient deep

These flowers, as in their causes, sleep.
 

Ask me no more whither do stray   5

The golden atoms of the day;

For in pure love did heaven prepare

Those powders to enrich your hair.
 

Ask me no more whither doth haste

The nightingale when May is past;   10

For in your sweet dividing throat

She winters and keeps warm her note.
 

Ask me no more where those stars ‘light

That downwards fall in dead of night;

For in your eyes they sit, and there   15

Fixèd become as in their sphere.
 

Ask me no more if east or west

The Phœnix builds her spicy nest;

For unto you at last she flies,

And in your fragrant bosom dies.   20
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Know, Celia
 

Thomas Carew (1595–1639)
 

KNOW, Celia, since thou art so proud,

 ’Twas I that gave thee thy renown;

Thou hadst in the forgotten crowd

 Of common beauties lived unknown,

Had not my verse extoll’d thy name,   5

And with it imp’d the wings of Fame.
 

That killing power is none of thine:

 I gave it to thy voice and eyes;

Thy sweets, thy graces, all are mine;

 Thou art my star, shin’st in my skies;   10

Then dart not from thy borrowed sphere

Lightning on him that fixed thee there.
 

Tempt me with such affrights no more,

 Lest what I made I uncreate;

Let fools thy mystic forms adore,   15

 I know thee in thy mortal state:

Wise poets, that wrapt Truth in tales,

Knew her themselves through all her veils.
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Give Me More Love
 

Thomas Carew (1595–1639)
 

GIVE me more love, or more disdain;

 The torrid or the frozen zone

Bring equal ease unto my pain;

 The temperate affords me none:

Either extreme, of love or hate,   5

Is sweeter than a calm estate.
 

Give me a storm; if it be love — 

 Like Danaë in that golden shower,

I’ll swim in pleasure; if it prove

 Disdain, that torrent will devour   10

My vulture hopes; and he’s possessed

Of heaven, that’s from hell released.

Then crown my joys, or cure my pain;

Give me more love, or more disdain.
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Sir John Suckling
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








The Constant Lover
 

Sir John Suckling (1609–1642)
 

OUT upon it, I have loved

 Three whole days together!

And am like to love three more,

 If it prove fair weather.
 

Time shall moult away his wings   5

 Ere he shall discover

In the whole wide world again

 Such a constant lover.
 

But the spite on ‘t is, no praise

 Is due at all to me:   10

Love with me had made no stays,

 Had it any been but she.
 

Had it any been but she,

 And that very face,

There had been at least ere this   15

 A dozen dozen in her place.
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Why So Pale and Wan
 

Sir John Suckling (1609–1642)
 

WHY so pale and wan, fond lover?

 Prythee, why so pale?

Will, if looking well can’t move her,

 Looking ill prevail?

 Prythee, why so pale?   5
 

Why so dull and mute, young sinner?

 Prythee, why so mute?

Will, when speaking well can’t win her,

 Saying nothing do’t?

 Prythee, why so mute?   10
 

Quit, quit, for shame! this will not move,

 This cannot take her;

If of herself she will not love,

 Nothing can make her:

 The devil take her!   15
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Sir William D’Avenant
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Dawn Song
 

Sir William D’Avenant (1606–1668)
 

THE LARK now leaves his wat’ry nest,

 And climbing shakes his dewy wings.

He takes this window for the East,

 And to implore your light he sings — 

Awake, awake! the morn will never rise   5

Till she can dress her beauty at your eyes.
 

The merchant bows unto the seaman’s star,

 The ploughman from the sun his season takes;

But still the lover wonders what they are

 Who look for day before his mistress wakes.   10

Awake, awake! break thro’ your veils of lawn!

Then draw your curtains, and begin the dawn!
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Richard Lovelace
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To Lucasta, on Going to the Wars
 

Richard Lovelace (1618–1658)
 

TELL me not, Sweet, I am unkind

 That from the nunnery

Of thy chaste breast and quiet mind,

 To war and arms I fly.
 

True, a new mistress now I chase,   5

 The first foe in the field;

And with a stronger faith embrace

 A sword, a horse, a shield.
 

Yet this inconstancy is such

 As you too shall adore;   10

I could not love thee, Dear, so much,

 Loved I not Honour more.
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To Althea from Prison
 

Richard Lovelace (1618–1658)
 

WHEN Love with unconfinèd wings

 Hovers within my gates,

And my divine Althea brings

 To whisper at the grates;

When I lie tangled in her hair   5

 And fetter’d to her eye,

The birds that wanton in the air

 Know no such liberty.
 

When flowing cups run swiftly round

 With no allaying Thames,   10

Our careless heads with roses crown’d,

 Our hearts with loyal flames;

When thirsty grief in wine we steep,

 When healths and draughts go free — 

Fishes that tipple in the deep   15

 Know no such liberty.
 

When, linnet-like confinèd I

 With shriller throat shall sing

The sweetness, mercy, majesty

 And glories of my King;   20

When I shall voice aloud how good

 He is, how great should be,

Enlargèd winds, that curl the flood,

 Know no such liberty.
 

Stone walls do not a prison make,   25

 Nor iron bars a cage;

Minds innocent and quiet take

 That for an hermitage;

If I have freedom in my love

 And in my soul am free,   30

Angels alone, that soar above,

 Enjoy such liberty.
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To Lucasta, Going Beyond the Seas
 

Richard Lovelace (1618–1658)
 

  IF to be absent were to be

      Away from thee;

    Or that when I am gone

    You or I were alone;

  Then, my Lucasta, might I crave   5

Pity from blustering wind, or swallowing wave.
 

  But I’ll not sigh one blast or gale

      To swell my sail,

    Or pay a tear to ‘suage

    The foaming blue god’s rage;   10

  For whether he will let me pass

Or no, I’m still as happy as I was.
 

  Though seas and land betwixt us both,

      Our faith and troth,

    Like separated souls,   15

    All time and space controls:

  Above the highest sphere we meet

Unseen, unknown, and greet as Angels greet.
 

  So then we do anticipate

      Our after-fate,   20

    And are alive i’ the skies,

    If thus our lips and eyes

  Can speak like spirits unconfined

In Heaven, their earthly bodies left behind.
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Edmund Waller
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On a Girdle
 

Edmund Waller (1606–1687)
 

THAT which her slender waist confined

Shall now my joyful temples bind;

No monarch but would give his crown

His arms might do what this has done.
 

It was my Heaven’s extremest sphere,   5

The pale which held that lovely deer:

My joy, my grief, my hope, my love,

Did all within this circle move.
 

A narrow compass! and yet there

Dwelt all that’s good, and all that’s fair:   10

Give me but what this ribband bound,

Take all the rest the Sun goes round.
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Go, Lovely Rose!
 

Edmund Waller (1606–1687)
 

   GO, lovely Rose!

Tell her, that wastes her time and me,

   That now she knows,

When I resemble her to thee,

How sweet and fair she seems to be.   5
 

   Tell her that’s young

And shuns to have her graces spied,

   That hadst thou sprung

In deserts, where no men abide,

Thou must have uncommended died.   10
 

   Small is the worth

Of beauty from the light retired:

   Bid her come forth,

Suffer herself to be desired,

And not blush so to be admired.   15
 

   Then die! that she

The common fate of all things rare

   May read in thee:

How small a part of time they share

They are so wondrous sweet and fair!   20
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William Cartwright
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On the Queen’s Return from the Low Countries
 

William Cartwright (1611–1643)
 

HALLOW the threshold, crown the posts anew!

  The day shall have its due.

Twist all our victories into one bright wreath,

  On which let honour breathe:

Then throw it round the temples of our Queen!   5

’Tis she that must preserve those glories green.
 

When greater tempests than on sea before

  Received her on the shore;

When she was shot at ‘for the King’s own good’

  By legions hired to blood;   10

How bravely did she do, how bravely bear!

And show’d, though they durst rage, she durst not fear.
 

Courage was cast about her like a dress

  Of solemn comeliness:

A gather’d mind and an untroubled face   15

  Did give her dangers grace:

Thus, arm’d with innocence, secure they move

Whose highest ‘treason’ is but highest love.
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James Graham, Marquis of Montrose
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My Dear and Only Love
 

James Graham, Marquis of Montrose (1612–1650)
 

MY dear and only Love, I pray

 That little world of thee

Be govern’d by no other sway

 Than purest monarchy;

For if confusion have a part   5

 (Which virtuous souls abhor),

And hold a synod in thine heart,

 I’ll never love thee more.
 

Like Alexander I will reign,

 And I will reign alone;   10

My thoughts did evermore disdain

 A rival on my throne.

He either fears his fate too much,

 Or his deserts are small,

That dares not put it to the touch,   15

 To gain or lose it all.
 

And in the empire of thine heart,

 Where I should solely be,

If others do pretend a part

 Or dare to vie with me,   20

Or if Committees thou erect,

 And go on such a score,

I’ll laugh and sing at thy neglect,

 And never love thee more.
 

But if thou wilt prove faithful then,   25

 And constant of thy word,

I’ll make thee glorious by my pen

 And famous by my sword;

I’ll serve thee in such noble ways

 Was never heard before;   30

I’ll crown and deck thee all with bays,

 And love thee more and more.
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Richard Crashaw
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Wishes for the Supposed Mistress
 

Richard Crashaw (1613–1649)
 

WHOE’ER she be,

That not impossible She

That shall command my heart and me;
 

Where’er she lie,

Lock’d up from mortal eye   5

In shady leaves of destiny:
 

Till that ripe birth

Of studied Fate stand forth,

And teach her fair steps tread our earth;
 

Till that divine   10

Idea take a shrine

Of crystal flesh, through which to shine:
 

 — Meet you her, my Wishes,

Bespeak her to my blisses,

And be ye call’d, my absent kisses.   15
 

I wish her Beauty

That owes not all its duty

To gaudy tire, or glist’ring shoe-tie:
 

Something more than

Taffata or tissue can,   20

Or rampant feather, or rich fan.
 

A Face that’s best

By its own beauty drest,

And can alone commend the rest:
 

A Face made up   25

Out of no other shop

Than what Nature’s white hand sets ope.
 

A Cheek, where youth

And blood, with pen of truth,

Write what the reader sweetly ru’th.   30
 

A Cheek, where grows

More than a morning rose,

Which to no box his being owes.
 

Lips, where all day

A lover’s kiss may play,   35

Yet carry nothing thence away.
 

Looks, that oppress

Their richest tires, but dress

And clothe their simplest nakedness.
 

Eyes, that displace   40

The neighbor diamond, and outface

That sunshine by their own sweet grace.
 

Tresses, that wear

Jewels but to declare

How much themselves more precious are:   45
 

Whose native ray

Can tame the wanton day

Of gems that in their bright shades play.
 

Each ruby there,

Or pearl that dare appear,   50

Be its own blush, be its own tear.
 

A well-tamed Heart,

For whose more noble smart

Love may be long choosing a dart.
 

Eyes, that bestow   55

Full quivers on love’s bow,

Yet pay less arrows than they owe.
 

Smiles, that can warm

The blood, yet teach a charm,

That chastity shall take no harm.   60
 

Blushes, that bin

The burnish of no sin,

Nor flames of aught too hot within.
 

Joys, that confess

Virtue their mistress,   65

And have no other head to dress.
 

Fears, fond and slight

As the coy bride’s, when night

First does the longing lover right.
 

Days, that need borrow   70

No part of their good morrow

From a fore-spent night of sorrow:
 

Days, that in spite

Of darkness, by the light

Of a clear mind are day all night.   75
 

Nights, sweet as they

Made short by lovers’ play,

Yet long by th’ absence of day.
 

Life, that dares send

A challenge to his end,   80

And when it comes, say, ‘Welcome, friend.’
 

Sydneian Showers

Of sweet discourse, whose powers

Can crown old Winter’s head with flowers.
 

Soft silken hours,   85

Open suns, shady bowers;

‘Bove all, nothing within that lowers.
 

Whate’er delight

Can make Day’s forehead bright

Or give down to the wings of night.   90
 

I wish her store

Of worth may leave her poor

Of wishes; and I wish — no more.
 

 — Now, if Time knows

That Her, whose radiant brows   95

Weave them a garland of my vows;
 

Her, whose just bays

My future hopes can raise,

A trophy to her present praise;
 

Her that dares be   100

What these lines wish to see:

I seek no further, it is She.
 

’Tis She, and here

Lo! I unclothe and clear

My Wishes cloudy character.   105
 

May she enjoy it

Whose merit dare apply it.

But modesty dares still deny it!
 

Such worth as this is

Shall fix my flying Wishes,   110

And determine them to kisses.
 

Let her full glory,

My fancies, fly before ye;

Be ye my fictions: — but her story.
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Upon the Book and Picture of the Seraphical Saint Teresa
 

Richard Crashaw (1613–1649)
 

LIVE in these conquering leaves: live all the same;

And walk through all tongues one triumphant flame;

Live here, great heart; and love, and die, and kill:

And bleed, and wound, and yield, and conquer still.

Let this immortal life where’er it comes   5

Walk in a crowd of loves and martyrdoms.

Let mystic deaths wait on’t; and wise souls be

The love-slain witnesses of this life of thee.

O sweet incendiary! show here thy art

Upon this carcase of a hard cold heart;   10

Let all thy scatter’d shafts of light, that play

Among the leaves of thy large books of day,

Combin’d against this breast at once break in,

And take away from me myself and sin;

This gracious robbery shall thy bounty be   15

And my best fortunes such fair spoils of me.

O thou undaunted daughter of desires!

By all thy dower of lights and fires;

By all the eagle in thee, all the dove;

By all thy lives and deaths of love;   20

By thy large draughts of intellectual day,

And by thy thirsts of love more large than they;

By all thy brim-filled bowls of fierce desire,

By thy last morning’s draught of liquid fire;

By the full kingdom of that final kiss   25

That seized thy parting soul, and sealed thee His;

By all the Heav’n thou hast in Him

(Fair sister of the seraphim!);

By all of Him we have in thee;

Leave nothing of myself in me.   30

Let me so read thy life, that I

Unto all life of mine may die!
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Thomas Jordan
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Let Us Drink and Be Merry
 

Thomas Jordan (1612–1685)
 

LET us drink and be merry, dance, joke, and rejoice,

With claret and sherry, theorbo and voice!

The changeable world to our joy is unjust,

   All treasure’s uncertain,

   Then down with your dust!   5

In frolics dispose your pounds, shillings, and pence,

For we shall be nothing a hundred years hence.
 

We’ll sport and be free with Moll, Betty, and Dolly,

Have oysters and lobsters to cure melancholy:

Fish-dinners will make a man spring like a flea,   10

   Dame Venus, love’s lady,

   Was born of the sea:

With her and with Bacchus we’ll tickle the sense,

For we shall be past it a hundred years hence.
 

Your most beautiful bride who with garlands is crown’d   15

And kills with each glance as she treads on the ground.

Whose lightness and brightness doth shine in such splendour

   That one but the stars

   Are thought fit to attend her,

Though now she be pleasant and sweet to the sense,   20

Will be damnable mouldy a hundred years hence.
 

Then why should we turmoil in cares and in fears,

Turn all our tranquill’ty to sighs and to tears?

Let’s eat, drink, and play till the worms do corrupt us,

   ’Tis certain, Post mortem   25

   Nulla voluptas.

For health, wealth and beauty, wit, learning and sense,

Must all come to nothing a hundred years hence.
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Abraham Cowley
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A Supplication
 

Abraham Cowley (1618–1667)
 

  AWAKE, awake, my Lyre!

And tell thy silent master’s humble tale

  In sounds that may prevail;

 Sounds that gentle thoughts inspire:

  Though so exalted she   5

  And I so lowly be

Tell her, such different notes make all thy harmony.
 

  Hark, how the strings awake:

And, though the moving hand approach not near,

  Themselves with awful fear   10

 A kind of numerous trembling make.

  Now all thy forces try;

  Now all thy charms apply;

Revenge upon her ear the conquests of her eye.
 

  Weak Lyre! thy virtue sure   15

Is useless here, since thou art only found

  To cure, but not to wound,

 And she to wound, but not to cure.

  Too weak too wilt thou prove

  My passion to remove;   20

Physic to other ills, thou’rt nourishment to love.
 

  Sleep, sleep again, my Lyre!

For thou canst never tell my humble tale

  In sounds that will prevail,

 Nor gentle thoughts in her inspire;   25

  All thy vain mirth lay by,

  Bid thy strings silent lie,

Sleep, sleep again, my Lyre, and let thy master die.
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Cheer Up, My Mates
 

(Sitting and drinking in the chair made out of the relics of Sir Francis Drake’s ship.)
 

Abraham Cowley (1618–1667)
 

CHEER up, my mates, the wind does fairly blow;

 Clap on more sail, and never spare;

 Farewell, all lands, for now we are

 In the wide sea of drink, and merrily we go.

Bless me, ’tis hot! another bowl of wine,   5

 And we shall cut the burning Line:

Hey, boys! she scuds away, and by my head I know

 We round the world are sailing now.

What dull men are those who tarry at home,

When abroad they might wantonly roam,   10

 And gain such experience, and spy, too,

 Such countries and wonders, as I do!

But pr’ythee, good pilot, take heed what you do,

 And fail not to touch at Peru!

 With gold there the vessel we’ll store,   15

 And never, and never be poor,

 No, never be poor any more.
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Drinking
 

Abraham Cowley (1618–1667)
 

THE THIRSTY earth soaks up the rain,

And drinks and gapes for drink again;

The plants suck in the earth, and are

With constant drinking fresh and fair;

The sea itself (which one would think   5

Should have but little need of drink)

Drinks twice ten thousand rivers up,

So fill’d that they o’erflow the cup.

The busy Sun (and one would guess

By ‘s drunken fiery face no less)   10

Drinks up the sea, and when he’s done,

The Moon and Stars drink up the Sun:

They drink and dance by their own light,

They drink and revel all the night:

Nothing in Nature’s sober found,   15

But an eternal health goes round.

Fill up the bowl, then, fill it high,

Fill all the glasses there — for why

Should every creature drink but I?

Why, man of morals, tell me why?   20
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On the Death of Mr. William Hervey
 

Abraham Cowley (1618–1667)
 

IT was a dismal and a fearful night:

Scarce could the Morn drive on th’ unwilling Light,

When Sleep, Death’s image, left my troubled breast

  By something liker Death possest.

My eyes with tears did uncommanded flow,   5

  And on my soul hung the dull weight

  Of some intolerable fate.

What bell was that? Ah me! too much I know!
 

My sweet companion and my gentle peer,

Why hast thou left me thus unkindly here,   10

Thy end for ever and my life to moan?

  O, thou hast left me all alone!

Thy soul and body, when death’s agony

  Besieged around thy noble heart,

  Did not with more reluctance part   15

Than I, my dearest Friend, do part from thee.
 

My dearest Friend, would I had died for thee!

Life and this world henceforth will tedious be:

Nor shall I know hereafter what to do

  If once my griefs prove tedious too.   20

Silent and sad I walk about all day,

  As sullen ghosts stalk speechless by

  Where their hid treasures lie;

Alas! my treasure’s gone; why do I stay?
 

Say, for you saw us, ye immortal lights,   25

How oft unwearied have we spent the nights,

Till the Ledæan stars, so famed for love,

  Wonder’d at us from above!

We spent them not in toys, in lusts, or wine;

  But search of deep Philosophy,   30

  Wit, Eloquence, and Poetry — 

Arts which I loved, for they, my Friend, were thine.
 

Ye fields of Cambridge, our dear Cambridge, say

Have ye not seen us walking every day?

Was there a tree about which did not know   35

  The love betwixt us two?

Henceforth, ye gentle trees, for ever fade;

  Or your sad branches thicker join

  And into darksome shades combine,

Dark as the grave wherein my Friend is laid!   40
 

Large was his soul: as large a soul as e’er

Submitted to inform a body here;

High as the place ’twas shortly in Heaven to have.

  But low and humble as his grave.

So high that all the virtues there did come,   45

  As to their chiefest seat

  Conspicuous and great;

So low, that for me too it made a room.
 

Knowledge he only sought, and so soon caught

As if for him Knowledge had rather sought;   50

Nor did more learning ever crowded lie

  In such a short mortality.

Whene’er the skilful youth discoursed or writ,

  Still did the notions throng

  About his eloquent tongue;   55

Nor could his ink flow faster than his wit.
 

His mirth was the pure spirits of various wit,

Yet never did his God or friends forget;

And when deep talk and wisdom came in view,

  Retired, and gave to them their due.   60

For the rich help of books he always took,

  Though his own searching mind before

  Was so with notions written o’er,

As if wise Nature had made that her book.
 

With as much zeal, devotion, piety,   65

He always lived, as other saints do die.

Still with his soul severe account he kept,

  Weeping all debts out ere he slept.

Then down in peace and innocence he lay,

  Like the Sun’s laborious light,   70

  Which still in water sets at night,

Unsullied with his journey of the day.
 

But happy Thou, ta’en from this frantic age,

Where ignorance and hypocrisy does rage!

A fitter time for Heaven no soul e’er chose — 75

  The place now only free from those.

There ‘mong the blest thou dost for ever shine;

  And whereso’er thou casts thy view

  Upon that white and radiant crew,

See’st not a soul clothed with more light than thine.   80
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Alexander Brome
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The Resolve
 

Alexander Brome (1620–1666)
 

TELL me not of a face that’s fair,

 Nor lip and cheek that’s red,

Nor of the tresses of her hair,

 Nor curls in order laid,

Nor of a rare seraphic voice   5

 That like an angel sings;

Though if I were to take my choice

 I would have all these things:

But if that thou wilt have me love,

 And it must be a she,   10

The only argument can move

 Is that she will love me.
 

The glories of your ladies be

 But metaphors of things,

And but resemble what we see   15

 Each common object brings.

Roses out-red their lips and cheeks,

 Lilies their whiteness stain;

What fool is he that shadows seeks

 And may the substance gain?   20

Then if thou’lt have me love a lass,

 Let it be one that’s kind:

Else I’m a servant to the glass

 That’s with Canary lined.
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Andrew Marvell
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A Garden
 

Written after the Civil Wars
 

Andrew Marvell (1621–1678)
 

SEE how the flowers, as at parade,

Under their colours stand display’d:

Each regiment in order grows,

That of the tulip, pink, and rose.

But when the vigilant patrol   5

Of stars walks round about the pole,

Their leaves, that to the stalks are curl’d

Seem to their staves the ensigns furl’d.

Then in some flower’s belovèd hut

Each bee, as sentinel, is shut,   10

And sleeps so too; but if once stirr’d,

She runs you through, nor asks the word.

O thou, that dear and happy Isle,

The garden of the world erewhile,

Thou Paradise of the four seas   15

Which Heaven planted us to please,

But, to exclude the world, did guard

With wat’ry if not flaming sword;

What luckless apple did we taste

To make us mortal and thee waste!   20

Unhappy! shall we never more

That sweet militia restore,

When gardens only had their towers,

And all the garrisons were flowers;

When roses only arms might bear,   25

And men did rosy garlands wear?
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The Picture of Little T. C. in a Prospect of Flowers
 

Andrew Marvell (1621–1678)
 

   SEE with what simplicity

  This nymph begins her golden days!

   In the green grass she loves to lie,

 And there with her fair aspect tames

 The wilder flowers, and gives them names;   5

  But only with the roses plays,

      And them does tell

What colour best becomes them, and what smell.
 

   Who can foretell for what high cause

  This darling of the gods was born?   10

   Yet this is she whose chaster laws

 The wanton Love shall one day fear,

 And, under her command severe,

  See his bow broke and ensigns torn.

      Happy who can   15

Appease this virtuous enemy of man!
 

   O then let me in time compound

  And parley with those conquering eyes,

   Ere they have tried their force to wound;

 Ere with their glancing wheels they drive   20

 In triumph over hearts that strive,

  And them that yield but more despise:

      Let me be laid,

Where I may see the glories from some shade.
 

   Meantime, whilst every verdant thing   25

  Itself does at thy beauty charm,

   Reform the errors of the Spring;

 Make that the tulips may have share

 Of sweetness, seeing they are fair,

  And roses of their thorns disarm;   30

      But most procure

That violets may a longer age endure.
 

   But O, young beauty of the woods,

  Whom Nature courts with fruits and flowers,

   Gather the flowers, but spare the buds;   35

 Lest Flora, angry at thy crime

 To kill her infants in their prime,

  Do quickly make th’ example yours;

      And ere we see,

Nip in the blossom all our hopes and thee.   40
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Horatian Ode upon Cromwell’s Return from Ireland
 

Andrew Marvell (1621–1678)
 

THE FORWARD youth that would appear,

Must now forsake his Muses dear,

  Nor in the shadows sing

  His numbers languishing.
 

’Tis time to leave the books in dust,   5

And oil the unused armour’s rust,

  Removing from the wall

  The corslet of the hall.
 

So restless Cromwell could not cease

In the inglorious arts of peace,   10

  But through adventurous war

  Urgèd his active star:
 

And like the three-fork’d lightning, first

Breaking the clouds where it was nurst,

  Did thorough his own side   15

  His fiery way divide:
 

For ’tis all one to courage high,

The emulous, or enemy;

  And with such, to enclose

  Is more than to oppose;   20
 

Then burning through the air he went

And palaces and temples rent;

  And Cæsar’s head at last

  Did through his laurels blast.
 

’Tis madness to resist or blame   25

The face of angry heaven’s flame:

  And if we would speak true,

  Much to the Man is due
 

Who, from his private gardens, where

He lived reservèd and austere,   30

  (As if his highest plot

  To plant the bergamot),
 

Could by industrious valour climb

To ruin the great work of time,

  And cast the Kingdoms old   35

  Into another mould.
 

Though Justice against Fate complain,

And plead the ancient Rights in vain — 

  But those do hold or break

  As men are strong or weak,   40
 

Nature, that hateth emptiness,

Allows of penetration less,

  And therefore must make room

  Where greater spirits come.
 

What field of all the civil war   45

Where his were not the deepest scar?

  And Hampton shows what part

  He had of wiser art,
 

Where, twining subtle fears with hope,

He wove a net of such a scope   50

  That Charles himself might chase

  To Carisbrook’s narrow case,
 

That thence the Royal actor borne

The tragic scaffold might adorn:

  While round the armèd bands   55

  Did clap their bloody hands.
 

He nothing common did or mean

Upon that memorable scene,

  But with his keener eye

  The axe’s edge did try;   60
 

Nor call’d the Gods, with vulgar spite,

To vindicate his helpless right

  But bow’d his comely head

  Down, as upon a bed.
 

 — This was that memorable hour   65

Which first assured the forcèd power:

  So when they did design

  The Capitol’s first line,
 

A Bleeding Head, where they begun,

Did fright the architects to run;   70

  And yet in that the State

  Foresaw its happy fate!
 

And now the Irish are ashamed

To see themselves in one year tamed:

  So much one man can do   75

  That does both act and know.
 

They can affirm his praises best,

And have, though overcome, confest

  How good he is, how just

  And fit for highest trust;   80
 

Nor yet grown stiffer with command,

But still in the Republic’s hand — 

  How fit he is to sway

  That can so well obey!
 

He to the Commons’ feet presents   85

A Kingdom for his first year’s rents,

  And (what he may) forbears

  His fame, to make it theirs:
 

And has his sword and spoils ungirt

To lay them at the Public’s skirt.   90

  So when the falcon high

  Falls heavy from the sky,
 

She, having kill’d, no more does search

But on the next green bough to perch,

  Where, when he first does lure,   95

  The falconer has her sure.
 

 — What may not then our Isle presume

While victory his crest does plume?

  What may not others fear

  If thus he crowns each year?   100
 

As Cæsar he, ere long, to Gaul,

To Italy an Hannibal,

  And to all States not free

  Shall climacteric be.
 

The Pict no shelter now shall find   105

Within his parti-colour’d mind,

  But from this valour sad,

  Shrink underneath the plaid — 
 

Happy, if in the tufted brake

The English hunter him mistake,   110

  Nor lay his hounds in near

  The Caledonian deer.
 

But Thou, the War’s and Fortune’s son,

March indefatigably on;

  And for the last effect
  115

  Still keep the sword erect:
 

Besides the force it has to fright

The spirits of the shady night,

  The same arts that did gain

  A power, must it maintain.   120
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Song of the Emigrants in Bermuda
 

Andrew Marvell (1621–1678)
 

WHERE the remote Bermudas ride

In the ocean’s bosom unespied,

From a small boat that row’d along

The listening winds received this song:
 

 ‘What should we do but sing His praise   5

That led us through the watery maze

Where He the huge sea-monsters wracks,

That lift the deep upon their backs,

Unto an isle so long unknown,

And yet far kinder than our own?   10

He lands us on a grassy stage,

Safe from the storms, and prelate’s rage:

He gave us this eternal spring

Which here enamels everything,

And sends the fowls to us in care   15

On daily visits through the air.

He hangs in shades the orange bright

Like golden lamps in a green night,

And does in the pomegranates close

Jewels more rich than Ormus shows:   20

He makes the figs our mouths to meet

And throws the melons at our feet;

But apples plants of such a price,

No tree could ever bear them twice.

With cedars chosen by his hand   25

From Lebanon he stores the land;

And makes the hollow seas that roar

Proclaim the ambergris on shore.

He cast (of which we rather boast)

The Gospel’s pearl upon our coast;   30

And in these rocks for us did frame

A temple where to sound His name.

Oh! let our voice His praise exalt

Till it arrive at Heaven’s vault,

Which then perhaps rebounding may   35

Echo beyond the Mexique bay!’

 — Thus sung they in the English boat

A holy and a cheerful note:

And all the way, to guide their chime,

With falling oars they kept the time.   40
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Thoughts in a Garden
 

Andrew Marvell (1621–1678)
 

HOW vainly men themselves amaze

To win the palm, the oak, or bays,

And their incessant labours see

Crown’d from some single herb or tree,

Whose short and narrow-vergèd shade   5

Does prudently their toils upbraid;

While all the flowers and trees do close

To weave the garlands of Repose.
 

Fair Quiet, have I found thee here,

And Innocence thy sister dear?   10

Mistaken long, I sought you then

In busy companies of men:

Your sacred plants, if here below,

Only among the plants will grow:

Society is all but rude   15

To this delicious solitude.
 

No white nor red was ever seen

So amorous as this lovely green.

Fond lovers, cruel as their flame,

Cut in these trees their mistress’ name:   20

Little, alas, they know or heed

How far these beauties her exceed!

Fair trees! where’er your barks I wound,

No name shall but your own be found.
 

When we have run our passions’ heat   25

Love hither makes his best retreat:

The gods, who mortal beauty chase,

Still in a tree did end their race;

Apollo hunted Daphne so

Only that she might laurel grow;   30

And Pan did after Syrinx speed

Not as a nymph, but for a reed.
 

What wondrous life is this I lead!

Ripe apples drop about my head;

The luscious clusters of the vine   35

Upon my mouth do crush their wine;

The nectarine and curious peach

Into my hands themselves do reach;

Stumbling on melons, as I pass,

Ensnared with flowers, I fall on grass.   40
 

Meanwhile the mind from pleasure less

Withdraws into its happiness;

The mind, that ocean where each kind

Does straight its own resemblance find;

Yet it creates, transcending these,   45

Far other worlds, and other seas;

Annihilating all that’s made

To a green thought in a green shade.
 

Here at the fountain’s sliding foot

Or at some fruit-tree’s mossy root,   50

Casting the body’s vest aside

My soul into the boughs does glide;

There, like a bird, it sits and sings,

Then whets and claps its silver wings,

And, till prepared for longer flight,   55

Waves in its plumes the various light.
 

Such was that happy Garden-state

While man there walk’d without a mate:

After a place so pure and sweet,

What other help could yet be meet!   60

But ’twas beyond a mortal’s share

To wander solitary there:

Two paradises ‘twere in one,

To live in Paradise alone.
 

How well the skilful gardener drew   65

Of flowers and herbs this dial new!

Where, from above, the milder sun

Does through a fragrant zodiac run:

And, as it works, th’ industrious bee

Computes its time as well as we.   70

How could such sweet and wholesome hours

Be reckon’d, but with herbs and flowers!
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Love Will Find Out the Way
 

Anonymous
 

OVER the mountains

And over the waves,

Under the fountains

And under the graves;

Under floods that are deepest,   5

Which Neptune obey;

Over rocks that are steepest

Love will find out the way.
 

Where there is no place

For the glow-worm to lie;   10

Where there is no space

For receipt of a fly;

Where the midge dares not venture

Lest herself fast she lay;

If love come, he will enter   15

And soon find out his way.
 

You may esteem him

A child for his might;

Or you may deem him

A coward from his flight;   20

But if she whom love doth honour

Be conceal’d from the day,

Set a thousand guards upon her,

Love will find out the way.
 

Some think to lose him   25

By having him confined;

And some do suppose him,

Poor thing, to be blind;

But if ne’er so close ye wall him,

Do the best that you may,   30

Blind love, if so ye call him,

Will find out his way.
 

You may train the eagle

To stoop to your fist;

Or you may inveigle   35

The phoenix of the east;

The lioness, ye may move her

To give o’er her prey;

But you’ll ne’er stop a lover:

He will find out his way.   40
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Phillada Flouts Me
 

Anonymous
 

O WHAT a plague is love!

 How shall I bear it?

She will inconstant prove,

 I greatly fear it.

She so torments my mind   5

 That my strength faileth,

And wavers with the wind

 As a ship saileth.

Please her the best I may,

She loves still to gainsay;   10

Alack and well-a-day!

 Phillada flouts me.
 

At the fair yesterday

 She did pass by me;

She look’d another way   15

 And would not spy me:

I woo’d her for to dine,

 But could not get her;

Will had her to the wine — 

 He might entreat her.   20

With Daniel she did dance,

On me she look’d askance:

O thrice unhappy chance!

 Phillada flouts me.
 

Fair maid, be not so coy,   25

 Do not disdain me!

I am my mother’s joy:

 Sweet, entertain me!

She’ll give me, when she dies,

 All that is fitting:   30

Her poultry and her bees,

 And her goose sitting,

A pair of mattrass beds,

And a bag full of shreds;

And yet, for all this guedes,   35

 Phillada flouts me.
 

She hath a clout of mine

 Wrought with blue coventry,

Which she keeps for a sign

 Of my fidelity:   40

But i’ faith, if she flinch

 She shall not wear it;

To Tib, my t’other wench,

 I mean to bear it.

And yet it grieves my heart   45

So soon from her to part:

Death strike me with his dart!

 Phillada flouts me.
 

Thou shalt eat crudded cream

 All the year lasting,   50

And drink the crystal stream

 Pleasant in tasting;

Whig and whey whilst thou lust,

 And bramble-berries,

Pie-lid and pastry-crust,   55

 Pears, plums, and cherries.

Thy raiment shall be thin,

Made of a weevil’s skin — 

Yet all’s not worth a pin!

 Phillada flouts me.   60
 

In the last month of May

 I made her posies;

I heard her often say

 That she loved roses.

Cowslips and gillyflowers   65

 And the white lily

I brought to deck the bowers

 For my sweet Philly.

But she did all disdain,

And threw them back again;   70

Therefore ’tis flat and plain

 Phillada flouts me.
 

Fair maiden, have a care,

 And in time take me;

I can have those as fair   75

 If you forsake me:

For Doll the dairy-maid

 Laugh’d at me lately,

And wanton Winifred

 Favours me greatly.   80

One throws milk on my clothes,

T’other plays with my nose;

What wanting signs are those?

 Phillada flouts me.
 

I cannot work nor sleep   85

 At all in season:

Love wounds my heart so deep

 Without all reason.

I ‘gin to pine away

 In my love’s shadow.   90

Like as a fat beast may,

 Penn’d in a meadow.

I shall be dead, I fear,

Within this thousand year:

And all for that my dear   95

 Phillada flouts me.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Restoration and Eighteenth Century Poets
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Earl of Rochester
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Epitaph on Charles II
 

Earl of Rochester (1647–1680)
 

HERE lies our Sovereign Lord the King,

 Whose word no man relies on,

Who never said a foolish thing,

 Nor ever did a wise one.
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The Disabled Debauchee
 

Earl of Rochester (1647–1680)
 

As some brave Admiral, in former War

Depriv’d of force, yet prest with courage still,

Two Rival Fleets appearing from a far,

Crawls to the top of an Adjacent Hill,
 

From whence, with thoughts full of concern, he views    5

The wise and daring conduct of the Fight,

While each bold action to his mind renews

His present glory and his past delight;
 

From his fierce eyes flashes of Rage he throws,

As from black Clouds when Lightning breaks away,    10

Transported, thinks himself amidst his Foes,

And absent, yet enjoys the bloudy Day:
 

So, when my days of Impotence approach,

And I’m by Pox and Wine’s unhappy chance

Forc’d from the pleasing Billows of Debauch    15

On the Dull Shores of lazy Temperance;
 

My pains at least some respite shall afford

While I behold the Battels you maintain,

When Fleets of Glasses Sail about the Board,

From whose broadsides Volleys of Wit shall Rain.    20
 

Nor shall the sight of honorable Scars,

Which my too forward valor did procure,

Frighten new-listed Soldiers from the Wars;

Past joyes have more than pay’d what I endure.
 

Should hopeful youths, worth being drunk, prove nice,    25

And from their fair Inviters meanly shrink;

‘Twill please the Ghost of my departed Vice

If, at my counsel, they repent, and Drink.
 

Or should some cold complexion’d Sot,

With his Dull Morals, your bold Night-Alarms;    30

I’ll fire his bloud, by telling what I did

When I was strong, and able to bear Arms.
 

I’ll tell of Whores attack’d, their Lords at home;

Bauds Quarters beaten up, and Fortress won

Windows demolish’d, Watches overcome;    35

And handsome ills, by my contrivance, done.
 

Nor shall our Love-fits Cloris be forgot,

When each the well-look’d Linkboy strove t’enjoy;

And the best Kiss was the deciding Lot,

Whether the Boy Fuck’d you, or I the Boy.    40
 

With Tales like these, I will such thoughts inspire

As to important mischief shall incline;

I’ll make him long some Ancient Church to fire,

And fear no lewdness he’s call’d to by Wine.
 

Thus, Statesman-like, I’ll sawcily Impose,    45

And, safe from Action, valiantly Advise;

Shelter’d in impotence, urge you to blows:

And now, being good for nothing else, be Wise.
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The Imperfect Enjoyment
 

Earl of Rochester (1647–1680)
 

Naked she lay clasp’d in my longing Armes

I fill’d with Love and she all over Charmes

Both equally inspir’d with eager fire

Melting through kindness flameing in desire.

With Armes, Leggs, Lipps, close clinging to embrace    5

She clipps me to her Breasts and sucks me to her face.

Her nimble tongue (loves lesser lightning) plaied

Within my Mouth; and to my heart conveyd

Swift Orders, that I might prepare to throw

The all dissolving Thunderbolt beloe.    10

My fluttering soul, sprung with the pointed Kiss

Hangs hovering o’re her balmy brinks of bliss

But whilst her buisy hand would guide that part

Which shou’d convey my soul up to her heart

In liquid raptures I dissolve all o’re    15

Melt into sperm and spend at every pore.

A touch from any part of her had don’t

Her hand, her foot, her very look’s a Cunt.

Smileing she chides in a kind, murmring noise

And from her body wipes the clamy Joyes    20

When with a Thousand kisses wandring o’re

My panting bossome; is there then no more?

She cries; all this to Love, and Raptures due

Must we not pay a Debt to pleasure, too?

But I the most forlorn lost man alive    25

To shew my wish’d obedience vainly strive

I sigh alas! and Kiss, but cannot sw — ve swive, copulate

Eager desires Confound the first intent    30

Succeeding shame does more success prevent

And Rage at last Confirms me Impotent.

Even her fair hand which might bid heat return

To frozen Age; and make cold Hermitts burn

Apply’de to my Dead Cinder warms no more

Then fire to ashes could past flames Restore.

Trembling Confus’d Dispairing, limber,    35

A wishing weak, unmoving lump I ly.

This Dart of Love whose peircing point oft Try’de

With Virgin blood Ten Thowsand Mayds have dy’de

Which Nature still Directed with such Art

That it through every Cunt reach’t every heart    40

Stiffly Resolv’d t’would Carelesly invade

Woman, nor Man, nor ought its fury stayd

Where ere it pierc’d a Cunt it found or made

Now languid lies in this unhappy hour

Shrunk up and sappless like a wither’d flower.    45

Thou Treacherous base Deserter of my Flame

False to my passion fatall to my Fame

Through what mistaken Magick doest thou prove

So true to Lewdness, so untrue to Love?

What Oyster, Cynder, Beggar, Common whore    50

Did’st thou ere fayle in all thy life before?

When Vice, Disease, and scandall lead the way

With what officious hast doest thou obey

Like a rude Roareing Hector in the streets

Who scuffles Cuffs and Justles all he meets    55

But if his King or Countrey claime his Ayde

The Rakehell villain shrinks and hides his head.

Even so thy brutall vallour is display’d,

Break’st every stew, doest each smale whore invade,

But when great Love the onsett does Command    60

Base Recreant to thy Prince thou durst not stand.

Worst part of me and henceforth hated most,

Through all the Town a Common Fucking Post,

On whom each Whore Relieves her tingling Cunt

As Hoggs on Gates doe rubb themselves and grunt,    65

Mayest thou to Ravenous Shankers be a prey

Or in Consumeing weepings wast away

May strangury and stone thy daies attend    70

Mayest thou nere piss who didst Refuse to spend

When all my Joyes did on false Thee depend.

And may Ten Thousand abler Pricks agree

To doe the wrong’d Corinna Right for Thee.
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To His Mistress
 

Earl of Rochester (1647–1680)
 

Why dost thou shade thy lovely face? O why
 Does that eclipsing hand of thine deny
 The sunshine of the Sun’s enlivening eye? 
 

Without thy light what light remains in me?
 Thou art my life; my way, my light’s in thee; 
 I live, I move, and by thy beams I see. 
 

Thou art my life-if thou but turn away
 My life’s a thousand deaths. Thou art my way-
 Without.thee, Love, I travel not but stray. 
 

My light thou art-without thy glorious sight
 My eyes are darken’d with eternal night.
 My Love, thou art my way, my life, my light. 
 

Thou art my way; I wander if thou fly.
 Thou art my light; if hid, how blind am I!
 Thou art my life; if thou withdraw’st, I die. 
 

My eyes are dark and blind, I cannot see:
 To whom or whither should my darkness flee,
 But to that light?-and who’s that light but thee? 
 

If I have lost my path, dear lover, say,
 Shall I still wander in a doubtful way? 
 Love, shall a lamb of Israel’s sheepfold stray? 
 

My path is lost, my wandering steps do stray;
 I cannot go, nor can I safely stay;
 Whom should I seek but thee, my path, my way? 
 

And yet thou turn’st thy face away and fly’st me!
 And yet I sue for grace and thou deny’st me!
 Speak, art thou angry, Love, or only try’st me? 
 

Thou art the pilgrim’s path, the blind man’s eye,
 The dead man’s life. On thee my hopes rely:
 If I but them remove, I surely die. 
 

Dissolve thy sunbeams, close thy wings and stay!
 See, see how I am blind, and dead, and stray!
 -O thou art my life, my light, my way! 
 

Then work thy will! If passion bid me flee,
 My reason shall obey, my wings shall be
 Stretch’d out no farther than from me to thee!
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Sir Charles Sedley
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Chloris
 

Sir Charles Sedley (1639–1701)
 

AH, Chloris! could I now but sit

 As unconcern’d as when

Your infant beauty could beget

 No happiness or pain!

When I the dawn used to admire,   5

 And praised the coming day,

I little thought the rising fire

 Would take my rest away.
 

Your charms in harmless childhood lay

 Like metals in a mine;   10

Age from no face takes more away

 Than youth conceal’d in thine.

But as your charms insensibly

 To their perfection prest,

So love as unperceived did fly,   15

 And centre’d in my breast.
 

My passion with your beauty grew,

 While Cupid at my heart

Still as his mother favour’d you

 Threw a new flaming dart:   20

Each gloried in their wanton part;

 To make a lover, he

Employ’d the utmost of his art — 

 To make a beauty, she.
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Celia
 

Sir Charles Sedley (1639–1701)
 

NOT, Celia, that I juster am

 Or better than the rest;

For I would change each hour, like them,

 Were not my heart at rest.
 

But I am tied to very thee   5

 By every thought I have;

Thy face I only care to see,

 Thy heart I only crave.
 

All that in woman is adored

 In thy dear self I find — 10

For the whole sex can but afford

 The handsome and the kind.
 

Why then should I seek further store,

 And still make love anew?

When change itself can give no more,   15

 ’Tis easy to be true.
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John Dryden
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Ode To the Pious Memory of the accomplished young lady, Mrs. Anne Killigrew, excellent in the two sister arts of Poesy and Painting
 

John Dryden (1639–1701)
 

THOU youngest virgin-daughter of the skies,

Made in the last promotion of the blest;

Whose palms, new pluck’d from Paradise,

In spreading branches more sublimely rise,

 Rich with immortal green above the rest:   5

Whether, adopted to some neighbouring star,

Thou roll’st above us, in thy wandering race,

 Or, in procession fix’d and regular,

 Moved with the heaven’s majestic pace;

 Or, call’d to more superior bliss,   10

Thou tread’st with seraphims the vast abyss:

Whatever happy region be thy place,

Cease thy celestial song a little space;

Thou wilt have time enough for hymns divine,

 Since Heaven’s eternal year is thine.   15

Hear, then, a mortal Muse thy praise rehearse,

   In no ignoble verse;

But such as thy own voice did practise here,

When thy first-fruits of Poesy were given,

To make thyself a welcome inmate there;   20

 While yet a young probationer,

   And candidate of heaven.
 

 If by traduction came thy mind,

 Our wonder is the less, to find

A soul so charming from a stock so good;   25

Thy father was transfused into thy blood:

So wert thou born into a tuneful strain,

An early, rich, and inexhausted vein.

 But if thy pre-existing soul

 Was form’d at first with myriads more,   30

It did through all the mighty poets roll

 Who Greek or Latin laurels wore,

And was that Sappho last, which once it was before.

 If so, then cease thy flight, O heaven-born mind!

Thou hast no dross to purge from thy rich ore:   35

 Nor can thy soul a fairer mansion find,

 Than was the beauteous frame she left behind:

Return, to fill or mend the quire of thy celestial kind.
 

 May we presume to say, that, at thy birth,

New joy was sprung in heaven as well as here on earth?   40

 For sure the milder planets did combine

 On thy auspicious horoscope to shine,

 And even the most malicious were in trine.

 Thy brother-angels at thy birth

 Strung each his lyre, and tuned it high,   45

 That all the people of the sky

Might know a poetess was born on earth;

 And then, if ever, mortal ears

 Had heard the music of the spheres.

 And if no clustering swarm of bees   50

On thy sweet mouth distill’d their golden dew,

 ’Twas that such vulgar miraclès

 Heaven had not leisure to renew:

For all the blest fraternity of love

Solemnized there thy birth, and kept thy holiday above.   55
 

 O gracious God! how far have we

Profaned thy heavenly gift of Poesy!

Made prostitute and profligate the Muse,

Debased to each obscene and impious use,

Whose harmony was first ordain’d above,   60

For tongues of angels and for hymns of love!

O wretched we! why were we hurried down

 This lubrique and adulterate age

(Nay, added fat pollutions of our own),

 To increase the streaming ordures of the stage?   65

 What can we say to excuse our second fall?

 Let this thy Vestal, Heaven, atone for all!

Her Arethusian stream remains unsoil’d,

 Unmix’d with foreign filth, and undefiled;

Her wit was more than man, her innocence a child.   70
 

 Art she had none, yet wanted none,

  For Nature did that want supply:

 So rich in treasures of her own,

  She might our boasted stores defy:

Such noble vigour did her verse adorn,   75

That it seem’d borrow’d, where ’twas only born.

Her morals, too, were in her bosom bred,

 By great examples daily fed,

What in the best of books, her father’s life, she read.

 And to be read herself she need not fear;   80

 Each test, and every light, her Muse will bear,

 Though Epictetus with his lamp were there.

 Even love (for love sometimes her Muse exprest)

Was but a lambent flame which play’d about her breast,

  Light as the vapours of a morning dream;   85

 So cold herself, whilst she such warmth exprest,

  ’Twas Cupid bathing in Diana’s stream. …
 

 Now all those charms, that blooming grace,

The well-proportion’d shape, and beauteous face,

Shall never more be seen by mortal eyes;   90

In earth the much-lamented virgin lies.

Not wit, nor piety could fate prevent;

Nor was the cruel destiny content

To finish all the murder at a blow,

To sweep at once her life and beauty too;   95

But, like a harden’d felon, took a pride

 To work more mischievously slow,

 And plunder’d first, and then destroy’d.

O double sacrilege on things divine,

 To rob the relic, and deface the shrine!   100

  But thus Orinda died:

 Heaven, by the same disease did both translate;

As equal were their souls, so equal was their fate.
 

 Meantime, her warlike brother on the seas

 His waving streamers to the winds displays,   105

And vows for his return, with vain devotion, pays.

  Ah, generous youth! that wish forbear,

  The winds too soon will waft thee here!

  Slack all thy sails, and fear to come,

 Alas! thou know’st not, thou art wreck’d at home!   110

 No more shalt thou behold thy sister’s face,

 Thou hast already had her last embrace.

 But look aloft, and if thou kenn’st from far,

 Among the Pleiads a new kindled star,

 If any sparkles than the rest more bright,   115

 ’Tis she that shines in that propitious light.
 

When in mid-air the golden trump shall sound,

 To raise the nations under ground;

When, in the Valley of Jehoshaphat,

The judging God shall close the book of Fate,   120

 And there the last assizes keep

 For those who wake and those who sleep;

 When rattling bones together fly

 From the four corners of the sky;

When sinews o’er the skeletons are spread,   125

Those clothed with flesh, and life inspires the dead;

The sacred poets first shall hear the sound,

 And foremost from the tomb shall bound,

For they are cover’d with the lightest ground;

And straight, with inborn vigour, on the wing,   130

Like mounting larks, to the new morning sing.

There thou, sweet Saint, before the quire shall go,

As harbinger of Heaven, the way to show,

The way which thou so well hast learn’d below.
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Song to a Fair Young Lady, Going Out of the Town in the Spring
 

John Dryden (1639–1701)
 

ASK not the cause why sullen Spring

 So long delays her flowers to bear;

Why warbling birds forget to sing,

 And winter storms invert the year:

Chloris is gone; and fate provides   5

To make it Spring where she resides.
 

Chloris is gone, the cruel fair;

 She cast not back a pitying eye:

But left her lover in despair

 To sigh, to languish, and to die:   10

Ah! how can those fair eyes endure

To give the wounds they will not cure?
 

Great God of Love, why hast thou made

 A face that can all hearts command,

That all religions can invade,   15

 And change the laws of every land?

Where thou hadst placed such power before,

 Thou shouldst have made her mercy more.
 

When Chloris to the temple comes,

 Adoring crowds before her fall;   20

She can restore the dead from tombs

 And every life but mine recall.

I only am by Love design’d

To be the victim for mankind.
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Song for St. Cecilia’s Day
 

1687
 

John Dryden (1639–1701)
 

FROM Harmony, from heavenly Harmony

  This universal frame began:

 When Nature underneath a heap

  Of jarring atoms lay

 And could not heave her head,   5

The tuneful voice was heard from high,

  ‘Arise, ye more than dead!’

Then cold, and hot, and moist, and dry

In order to their stations leap,

  And Music’s power obey.   10
 

From harmony, from heavenly harmony

  This universal frame began:

  From harmony to harmony

Through all the compass of the notes it ran,

The diapason closing full in Man.   15
 

What passion cannot Music raise and quell?

  When Jubal struck the chorded shell

 His listening brethren stood around,

  And, wondering, on their faces fell

 To worship that celestial sound.   20

Less than a god they thought there could not dwell

  Within the hollow of that shell

  That spoke so sweetly and so well.

What passion cannot Music raise and quell?
 

The trumpet’s loud clangor   25

 Excites us to arms,

With shrill notes of anger

 And mortal alarms.
 

 The double double double beat

  Of the thundering drum   30

  Cries ‘Hark! the foes come;

Charge, charge, ’tis too late to retreat!’
 

 The soft complaining flute

  In dying notes discovers

 The woes of hopeless lovers,   35

Whose dirge is whisper’d by the warbling lute.
 

 Sharp violins proclaim

Their jealous pangs and desperation,

Fury, frantic indignation,

Depth of pains, and height of passion   40

 For the fair disdainful dame.
 

But oh! what art can teach,

What human voice can reach

 The sacred organ’s praise?

Notes inspiring holy love,   45

Notes that wing their heavenly ways

 To mend the choirs above.
 

Orpheus could lead the savage race,

And trees unrooted left their place

 Sequacious of the lyre:   50

But bright Cecilia raised the wonder higher;

When to her Organ vocal breath was given

An Angel heard, and straight appear’d — 

 Mistaking Earth for Heaven.
 

Grand Chorus
 

As from the power of sacred lays   55

 The spheres began to move,

And sung the great Creator’s praise

 To all the blest above;

So when the last and dreadful hour

This crumbling pageant shall devour,   60

The trumpet shall be heard on high,

The dead shall live, the living die,

And Music shall untune the sky.
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Alexander’s Feast
 

Or the Power of Music; An Ode in Honor of St. Cecilia’s Day
 

John Dryden (1639–1701)
 

I
 

‘T WAS at the royal feast, for Persia won

 By Philip’s warlike son:

 Aloft in awful state

 The godlike hero sate

 On his imperial throne:   5

 His valiant peers were plac’d around;

 Their brows with roses and with myrtles bound:

 (So should desert in arms be crown’d.)

 The lovely Thais, by his side,

 Sate like a blooming Eastern bride   10

 In flow’r of youth and beauty’s pride.

 Happy, happy, happy pair!

 None but the brave,

 None but the brave,

 None but the brave deserves the fair!   15
 

CHORUS
 

  Happy, happy, happy pair!

  None but the brave,

  None but the brave,

  None but the brave deserves the fair!
 

II
 

 Timotheus, plac’d on high   20

Amid the tuneful choir,

With flying fingers touch’d the lyre:

The trembling notes ascend the sky,

And heav’nly joys inspire.

The song began from Jove,   25

Who left his blissful seats above,

Such is the pow’r of mighty love.

A dragon’s fiery form belied the god:

Sublime on radiant spires he rode,

When he to fair Olympia press’d;   30

And while he sought her snowy breast:

Then, round her slender waist he curl’d,

And stamp’d an image of himself, a sov’reign of the world.

The list’ning crowd admire the lofty sound;

“A present deity,” they shout around;   35

“A present deity,” the vaulted roofs rebound:

With ravish’d ears

The monarch hears,

Assumes the god,

Affects to nod,   40

And seems to shake the spheres.
 

CHORUS
 

  With ravish’d ears

  The monarch hears,

  Assumes the god,

  Affects to nod,   45

  And seems to shake the spheres.
 

III
 

 The praise of Bacchus then the sweet musician sung,

Of Bacchus ever fair and ever young:

The jolly god in triumph comes;

Sound the trumpets; beat the drums;   50

Flush’d with a purple grace

He shews his honest face:

Now give the hautboys breath; he comes, he comes.

Bacchus, ever fair and young,

Drinking joys did first ordain;   55

Bacchus’ blessings are a treasure,

Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure:

Rich the treasure,

Sweet the pleasure,

Sweet is pleasure after pain.   60
 

CHORUS
 

  Bacchus’ blessings are a treasure,

  Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure:

  Rich the treasure,

  Sweet the pleasure,

  Sweet is pleasure after pain.   65
 

IV
 

 Sooth’d with the sound, the king grew vain;

Fought all his battles o’er again;

And thrice he routed all his foes; and thrice he slew the slain.

The master saw the madness rise;

His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes;   70

And, while he heav’n and earth defied,

Chang’d his hand, and check’d his pride.

He chose a mournful Muse,

Soft pity to infuse.

He sung Darius great and good,   75

By too severe a fate,

Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen,

Fallen from his high estate,

And welt’ring in his blood;

Deserted, at his utmost need,   80

By those his former bounty fed;

On the bare earth expos’d he lies,

With not a friend to close his eyes.
 

 — With downcast looks the joyless victor sate,

Revolving in his alter’d soul   85

The various turns of chance below;

And, now and then, a sigh he stole;

And tears began to flow.
 

CHORUS
 

  Revolving in his alter’d soul

  The various turns of chance below;   90

  And, now and then, a sigh he stole;

  And tears began to flow.
 

V
 

 The mighty master smil’d, to see

That love was in the next degree:

‘T was but a kindred-sound to move,   95

For pity melts the mind to love.

Softly sweet, in Lydian measures,

Soon he sooth’d his soul to pleasures.

“War,” he sung, “is toil and trouble;

Honor, but an empty bubble;   100

Never ending, still beginning,

Fighting still, and still destroying:

If the world be worth thy winning,

Think, O think it worth enjoying;

Lovely Thais sits beside thee,   105

Take the good the gods provide thee.”
 

 — The many rend the skies with loud applause;

So love was crown’d, but Music won the cause.

The prince, unable to conceal his pain,

Gaz’d on the fair   110

Who caus’d his care,

And sigh’d and look’d, sigh’d and look’d,

Sigh’d and look’d, and sigh’d again:

At length, with love and wine at once oppress’d,

The vanquish’d victor sunk upon her breast.   115
 

CHORUS
 

The prince, unable to conceal his pain,

Gaz’d on the fair

Who caus’d his care,

And sigh’d and look’d, sigh’d and look’d,

Sigh’d and look’d, and sigh’d again:   120

At length, with love and wine at once oppress’d,

The vanquish’d victor sunk upon her breast.
 

VI
 

 Now strike the golden lyre again:

A louder yet, and yet a louder strain.

Break his bands of sleep asunder,   125

And rouse him, like a rattling peal of thunder.

Hark, hark, the horrid sound

Has rais’d up his head:

As awak’d from the dead,

And amaz’d, he stares around.   130

“Revenge, revenge!” Timotheus cries,

“See the Furies arise!

See the snakes that they rear,

How they hiss in their hair,

And the sparkles that flash from their eyes!   135

Behold a ghastly band,

Each a torch in his hand!

Those are Grecian ghosts, that in battle were slain,

And unburied remain

Inglorious on the plain:   140

Give the vengeance due

To the valiant crew.

Behold how they toss their torches on high,

How they point to the Persian abodes,

And glitt’ring temples of their hostile gods!”   145

 — The princes applaud, with a furious joy;

And the king seiz’d a flambeau with zeal to destroy;

Thais led the way,

To light him to his prey,

And, like another Helen, fir’d another Troy.   150
 

CHORUS
 

And the king seiz’d a flambeau with zeal to destroy;

Thais led the way,

To light him to his prey,

And, like another Helen, fir’d another Troy.
 

VII
 

 — Thus, long ago,   155

Ere heaving bellows learn’d to blow,

While organs yet were mute;

Timotheus, to his breathing flute,

And sounding lyre,

Could swell the soul to rage, or kindle soft desire.   160

At last, divine Cecilia came,

Inventress of the vocal frame;

The sweet enthusiast, from her sacred store,

Enlarg’d the former narrow bounds,

And added length to solemn sounds,   165

With nature’s mother wit, and arts unknown before.

Let old Timotheus yield the prize,

Or both divide the crown;

He rais’d a mortal to the skies;

She drew an angel down.   170
 

GRAND CHORUS
 

At last, divine Cecilia came,

Inventress of the vocal frame;

The sweet enthusiast, from her sacred store,

Enlarg’d the former narrow bounds,

And added length to solemn sounds,   175

With nature’s mother wit, and arts unknown before.

Let old Timotheus yield the prize,

Or both divide the crown;

He rais’d a mortal to the skies;

She drew an angel down.   180
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On Milton
 

John Dryden (1639–1701)
 

THREE poets, in three distant ages born,

Greece, Italy and England did adorn.

The first in loftiness of thought surpassed;

The next in majesty; in both the last.

The force of nature could no further go;   5

To make a third, she joined the former two.
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Matthew Prior
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To a Child of Quality
 

Five Years Old, 1704. The Author then Forty
 

Matthew Prior (1664–1721)
 

LORDS, knights, and squires, the numerous band

 That wear the fair Miss Mary’s fetters,

Were summoned by her high command

 To show their passions by their letters.
 

My pen amongst the rest I took,   5

 Lest those bright eyes, that cannot read,

Should dart their kindling fires, and look

 The power they have to be obey’d.
 

Nor quality, nor reputation,

 Forbid me yet my flame to tell;   10

Dear Five-years-old befriends my passion,

 And I may write till she can spell.
 

For, while she makes her silkworm beds

 With all the tender things I swear;

Whilst all the house my passion reads,   15

 In papers round her baby’s hair;
 

She may receive and own my flame;

 For, though the strictest prudes should know it,

She’ll pass for a most virtuous dame,

 And I for an unhappy poet.   20
 

Then, too, alas! when she shall tear

 The rhymes some younger rival sends,

She’ll give me leave to write, I fear,

 And we shall still continue friends.
 

For, as our different ages move,   25

 ’Tis so ordain’d (would Fate but mend it!),

That I shall be past making love

 When she begins to comprehend it.
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Cloe
 

Matthew Prior (1664–1721)
 

THE MERCHANT, to secure his treasure,

 Conveys it in a borrow’d name:

Euphelia serves to grace my measure,

 But Cloe is my real flame.
 

My softest verse, my darling lyre   5

 Upon Euphelia’s toilet lay — 

When Cloe noted her desire

 That I should sing, that I should play.
 

My lyre I tune, my voice I raise,

 But with my numbers mix my sighs;   10

And whilst I sing Euphelia’s praise,

 I fix my soul on Cloe’s eyes.
 

Fair Cloe blush’d: Euphelia frown’d:

 I sung, and gazed; I play’d, and trembled:

And Venus to the Loves around   15

 Remark’d how ill we all dissembled.
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The Dying Adrian to His Soul
 

Matthew Prior (1664–1721)
 

POOR, little, pretty, fluttering thing,

 Must we no longer live together?

And dost thou prune thy trembling wing,

 To take thy flight thou knowst not whither?

Thy humorous vein, thy pleasing folly,   5

 Lies all neglected, all forgot:

And pensive, wavering, melancholy,

 Thou dread’st and hop’st thou know’st not what.
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Epigram
 

Matthew Prior (1664–1721)
 

TO John I owed great obligation;

 But John unhappily thought fit

To publish it to all the nation,

 Sure John and I are more than quit.
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Isaac Watts
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True Greatness
 

Isaac Watts (1674–1748)
 

WERE I so tall to reach the pole

Or grasp the ocean with my span,

I must be measured by my soul:

The mind’s the standard of the man.
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Lady Grisel Baillie
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Werena My Heart Licht I Wad Dee
 

Lady Grisel Baillie (1665–1746)
 

THERE ance was a may, and she lo’ed na men;

She biggit her bonnie bow’r doun in yon glen;

But now she cries, Dool and well-a-day!

Come doun the green gait and come here away!
 

When bonnie young Johnnie cam owre the sea,   5

He said he saw naething sae lovely as me;

He hecht me baith rings and mony braw things — 

And werena my heart licht, I wad dee.
 

He had a wee titty that lo’ed na me,

Because I was twice as bonnie as she;   10

She raised sic a pother ‘twixt him and his mother

That werena my heart’s licht, I wad dee.
 

The day it was set, and the bridal to be:

The wife took a dwam and lay doun to dee;

She maned and she graned out o’ dolour and pain,   15

Till he vow’d he never wad see me again.
 

His kin was for ane of a higher degree,

Said — What had he do wi’ the likes of me?

Appose I was bonnie, I wasna for Johnnie — 

And werena my heart licht, I wad dee.   20
 

They said I had neither cow nor calf,

Nor dribbles o’ drink rins thro’ the draff,

Nor pickles o’ meal rins thro’ the mill-e’e — 

And werena my heart licht, I wad dee.
 

His titty she was baith wylie and slee:   25

She spied me as I cam owre the lea;

And then she ran in and made a loud din — 

Believe your ain e’en, an ye trow not me.
 

His bonnet stood ay fu’ round on his brow,

His auld ane look’d ay as well as some’s new:   30

But now he lets ‘t wear ony gait it will hing,

And casts himsel dowie upon the corn bing.
 

And now he gaes daund’ring about the dykes,

And a’ he dow do is to hund the tykes:

The live-lang nicht he ne’er steeks his e’e — 35

And werena my heart licht, I wad dee.
 

Were I but young for thee, as I hae been,

We should hae been gallopin’ doun in yon green,

And linkin’ it owre the lily-white lea — 

And wow, gin I were but young for thee!   40
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Joseph Addison
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Hymn
 

Joseph Addison (1672–1719)
 

THE SPACIOUS firmament on high,

With all the blue ethereal sky,

And spangled heavens, a shining frame,

Their great Original proclaim.

Th’ unwearied Sun from day to day   5

Does his Creator’s power display;

And publishes to every land

The work of an Almighty hand.
 

Soon as the evening shades prevail,

The Moon takes up the wondrous tale;   10

And nightly to the listening Earth

Repeats the story of her birth:

Whilst all the stars that round her burn,

And all the planets in their turn,

Confirm the tidings as they roll,   15

And spread the truth from pole to pole.
 

What though in solemn silence all

Move round the dark terrestrial ball;

What though nor real voice nor sound

Amidst their radiant orbs be found?   20

In Reason’s ear they all rejoice,

And utter forth a glorious voice;

For ever singing as they shine,

‘The Hand that made us is divine.’
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Allan Ramsay
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Peggy
 

Allan Ramsay (1686–1758)
 

 MY Peggy is a young thing,

  Just enter’d in her teens,

Fair as the day, and sweet as May,

Fair as the day, and always gay;

 My Peggy is a young thing,   5

  And I’m not very auld,

 Yet well I like to meet her at

  The wawking of the fauld.
 

 My Peggy speaks sae sweetly

  Whene’er we meet alane,   10

I wish nae mair to lay my care,

I wish nae mair of a’ that’s rare;

 My Peggy speaks sae sweetly,

  To a’ the lave I’m cauld,

 But she gars a’ my spirits glow   15

  At wawking of the fauld.
 

 My Peggy smiles sae kindly

  Whene’er I whisper love,

That I look down on a’ the town,

That I look down upon a crown;   20

 My Peggy smiles sae kindly,

  It makes me blyth and bauld,

 And naething gives me sic delight

  As wawking of the fauld.
 

 My Peggy sings sae saftly   25

  When on my pipe I play,

By a’ the rest it is confest,

By a’ the rest, that she sings best;

 My Peggy sings sae saftly,

  And in her sangs are tauld   30

 With innocence the wale of sense,

  At wawking of the fauld.
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John Gay
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Love in Her Eyes Sits Playing
 

John Gay (1685–1732)
 

LOVE in her eyes sits playing,

 And sheds delicious death;

Love in her lips is straying,

 And warbling in her breath;

Love on her breast sits panting,   5

 And swells with soft desire:

Nor grace, nor charm, is wanting

 To set the heart on fire.
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Black-Eyed Susan
 

John Gay (1685–1732)
 

ALL in the Downs the fleet was moor’d,

 The streamers waving in the wind,

When black-eyed Susan came aboard;

 ‘O! where shall I my true-love find?

Tell me, ye jovial sailors, tell me true   5

If my sweet William sails among the crew.’
 

William, who high upon the yard

 Rock’d with the billow to and fro,

Soon as her well-known voice he heard

 He sigh’d, and cast his eyes below:   10

The cord slides swiftly through his glowing hands,

And quick as lightning on the deck he stands.
 

So the sweet lark, high poised in air,

 Shuts close his pinions to his breast

If chance his mate’s shrill call he hear,   15

 And drops at once into her nest: — 

The noblest captain in the British fleet

Might envy William’s lip those kisses sweet.
 

‘O Susan, Susan, lovely dear,

 My vows shall ever true remain;   20

Let me kiss off that falling tear;

 We only part to meet again.

Change as ye list, ye winds; my heart shall be

The faithful compass that still points to thee.
 

‘Believe not what the landmen say   25

 Who tempt with doubts thy constant mind:

They’ll tell thee, sailors, when away,

 In every port a mistress find:

Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee so,

For Thou art present wheresoe’er I go.   30
 

‘If to fair India’s coast we sail,

 Thy eyes are seen in diamonds bright,

Thy breath is Afric’s spicy gale,

 Thy skin is ivory so white.

Thus every beauteous object that I view   35

Wakes in my soul some charm of lovely Sue.
 

‘Though battle call me from thy arms

 Let not my pretty Susan mourn;

Though cannons roar, yet safe from harms

 William shall to his Dear return.   40

Love turns aside the balls that round me fly,

Lest precious tears should drop from Susan’s eye:
 

The boatswain gave the dreadful word,

 The sails their swelling bosom spread,

No longer must she stay aboard;   45

 They kiss’d, she sigh’d, he hung his head.

Her lessening boat unwilling rows to land;

 ‘Adieu!’ she cries; and waved her lily hand.
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Henry Carey
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Sally in our Alley
 

Henry Carey (d. 1743)
 

OF all the girls that are so smart

 There’s none like pretty Sally;

She is the darling of my heart,

 And she lives in our alley.

There is no lady in the land   5

 Is half so sweet as Sally;

She is the darling of my heart,

 And she lives in our alley.
 

Her father he makes cabbage-nets

 And through the streets does cry ‘em;   10

Her mother she sells laces long

 To such as please to buy ‘em:

But sure such folks could ne’er beget

 So sweet a girl as Sally!

She is the darling of my heart,   15

 And she lives in our alley.
 

When she is by, I leave my work,

 I love her so sincerely;

My master comes like any Turk,

 And bangs me most severely — 20

But let him bang his bellyfull,

 I’ll bear it all for Sally;

She is the darling of my heart,

 And she lives in our alley.
 

Of all the days that’s in the week   25

 I dearly love but one day — 

And that’s the day that comes betwixt

 A Saturday and Monday;

For then I’m drest all in my best

 To walk abroad with Sally;   30

She is the darling of my heart,

 And she lives in our alley.
 

My master carries me to church,

 And often am I blamed

Because I leave him in the lurch   35

 As soon as text is named;

I leave the church in sermon-time

 And slink away to Sally;

She is the darling of my heart,

 And she lives in our alley.   40
 

When Christmas comes about again

 O then I shall have money;

I’ll hoard it up, and box it all,

 I’ll give it to my honey;

I would it were ten thousand pound,   45

 I’d give it all to Sally;

She is the darling of my heart,

 And she lives in our alley.
 

My master and the neighbours all

 Make game of me and Sally,   50

And, but for her, I’d better be

 A slave and row a galley;

But when my seven long years are out

 O then I’ll marry Sally, — 

O then we’ll wed, and then we’ll bed,   55

 But not in our alley!
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The Dunciad. Book the First.
 

Alexander Pope (1688–1744)
 

 (THREE BOOK DUNCIAD)
 

BOOKS and the man I sing, the first who brings

The Smithfield muses to the ears of kings.

Say great Patricians! (since yourselves inspire

These wond’rous works; so Jove and fate require!)

Say from what cause, in vain decry’d and curst,

Still Dunce the second reigns like Dunce the first?

In eldest time, e’er mortals writ or read,

E’er Pallas issued from the Thund’rer’s head,

Dulness o’er all possess’d her antient right,

Daughter of Chaos and eternal Night:

Fate in their dotage this fair idiot gave,

Gross as her, sire, and as her mother grave,

Laborious, heavy, busy, bold, and blind,

She rul’d, in native anarchy, the mind.

Still her old empire to confirm, she tries,

For born a Goddess, Dulness never dies.

Where wave the tatter’d ensigns of Rag-Fair,

A yawning ruin hangs and nods in air;

Keen, hollow winds howl thro’ the bleak recess,

Emblem of music caus’d by emptiness:

Here in one bed two shiv’ring sisters lye,

The cave of Poverty and Poetry.

This, the Great Mother dearer held than all

The clubs of Quidnunc’s, or her own Guild-hall:

Here stood her Opium, here she nurs’d her Owls,

And destin’d here th’ imperial seat of fools.

Hence springs each weekly muse, the living boast

Of C…l’s chaste press, and L…t’s rubric post;

Hence hymning Tyburn’s elegiac lay,

Hence the soft sing-song on Cecilia’s day,

Sepulchral lyes our holy walls to grace,

And New-year-Odes, and all the Grubstreet race.

’Twas here in clouded majesty she shone;

Four guardian Virtues, round, support her throne;

Fierce champion Fortitude, that knows no fears

Of hisses, blows, or want, or loss of ears:

Calm Temperance, whose blessings those partake

Who hunger, and who thirst for scribling sake:

Prudence, whose glass presents th’ approaching jayl;

Poetic Justice, with her lifted scale;

Where in nice balance, truth with gold she weighs,

And solid pudding against empty praise.

Here she beholds the Chaos dark and deep,

Where nameless somethings in their causes sleep,

‘Till genial Jacob, or a warm third-day

Calls forth each mass, a poem or a play.

How hints, like spawn, scarce quick in embryo lie;

How new-born nonsense first is taught to cry;

Maggots half-form’d, in rhyme exactly meet,

And learn to crawl upon poetic feet.

Here one poor Word a hundred clenches makes,

And ductile dulness new meanders takes;

There motley Images her fancy strike,

Figures ill-pair’d, and Similes unlike.

She sees a mob of Metaphors advance,

Pleas’d with the madness of the mazy dance:

How Tragedy and Comedy embrace;

How Farce and Epic get a jumbled race;

How Time himself stands still at her command,

Realms shift their place, and Ocean turns to land.

Here gay Description Aegypt glads with showers,

Or gives to Zembla fruits, to Barca flowers;

Glitt’ring with ice here hoary hills are seen,

Fast by, fair vallies of eternal green,

On cold December fragrant chaplets blow,

And heavy harvests nod beneath the snow.

All these and more, the cloud-compelling Queen

Beholds thro’ fogs, that magnify the scene;

She, tinfel’d o’er in robes of varying hues,

With self-applause her wild creation views,

Sees momentary monsters rise and fall,

And with her own fools-colours gilds them all.

’Twas on the day, when Tho…d, rich and grave,

Like Cimon triumph’d both on land and wave,

(Pomps without guilt, of bloodless swords and maces,

Glad chains, warm furs, broad banners, and broadfaces)

Now night descending, the proud scene was o’er,

Yet liv’d, in Settle’s numbers, one day more.

Now May’rs and Shrieves in pleasing flumbers lay,

And eat in dreams the custard of the day:

But pensive poets painful vigils keep;

Sleepless themselves, to give their readers sleep.

Much to her mind the solemn feast recalls,

What city-Swans once sung within the walls,

Much she revolves their arts, their antient praise,

And sure succession down from Heywood’s days.

She saw with joy the line immortal run,

Each sire imprest and glaring in his son;

So watchful Bruin forms with plastic care

Each growing lump, and brings it to a Bear.

She saw in N…n all his father shine,

And E…n eke out Bl…’s endless line;

She saw slow P…s creep like T…te’s poor page,

And furious D…n foam in Wh…’s rage.

In each, she marks her image full exprest,

But chief, in Tibbald’s monster-breeding breast,

Sees Gods with Daemons in strange league ingage,

And  earth, and heav’n, and hell, her battels wage!

She ey’d the Bard where supperless he fate,

And pin’d, unconscious of his rising fate;

Studious he sate, with all his books around,

Sinking from thought to thought, a vast profound?

Plung’d for his sense, but found no bottom there:

Then writ, and flounder’d on, in mere despair.

He roll’d his eyes that witness’d huge dismay,

Where yet unpawn’d, much learned lumber lay,

Volumes, whose size the space exactly fill’d;

Or which fond authors were so good to gild;

Or where, by Sculpture made for ever known,

The page admires new beauties, not its own.

Here swells the shelf with Ogleby the great,

There, stamp’d with arms, Newcastle shines compleat,

Here all his suff’ring brotherhood retire,

And ‘scape the martyrdom of jakes and fire;

A Gothic Vatican! of Greece and Rome

Well-purg’d, and worthy W…y, W…s, and Bl…

But high above, more solid Learning shone,

The Classicks of an age that heard of none;

There Caxton slept, with Wynkin at his side,

One clasp’d in wood, and one in strong cow-hide:

There sav’d by spice, like mummies, many a year,

Old Bodies of philosophy appear:

De Lyra there a dreadful front extends,

And there, the groaning Shelves Philemon bends.

Of these twelve volumes, twelve of amplest size,

Redeem’d from tapers and defrauded pyes,

Inspir’d he seizes: These an altar raise:

An hecatomb of pure, unsully’d lays

That altar crowns; a folio Common-place

Founds the whole pyle, of all his works the base:

Quarto’s, octavo’s, shape the lessening pyre,

And last, a little Ajax tips the spire.

Then heª Great Tamer of all human art!

First in my care, and nearest at my heart!

Dulness! whose good old cause I yet defend,

With whom my muse began, with whom shall end!

Oh thou! of business the directing soul,

To human heads like byass to the bowl,

Which as more pond’rous makes their aim more true,

Obliquely wadling to the mark in view.

O ever gracious to perplex’d mankind!

Who spread a healing mist before the mind,

And, lest we err by wit’s wild, dancing light,

Secure us kindly in our native night.

Ah! still o’er Britain stretch that peaceful wand,

Which lulls th’ Helvetian and Batavian land,

Where ‘gainst thy throne if rebel Science rise,

She does but show her coward face and dies:

There, thy good scholiasts with unweary’d pains

Make Horace flat, and humble Maro’s strains;

Here studious I unlucky Moderns save,

Nor sleeps one error in its father’s grave,

Old puns restore, lost blunders nicely seek,

And crucify poor Shakespear once a week.

For thee I dim these eyes, and stuff this head,

With all such reading as was never read;

For thee supplying, in the worst of days,

Notes to dull books, and Prologues to dull plays;

For thee explain a thing ‘till all men doubt it,

And write about it, Goddess, and about it;

So spins the silkworm small its slender store,

And labours, ‘till it clouds itself all o’er.

Not that my pen to criticks was confin’d,

My verse gave ampler lessons to mankind;

So written precepts may successless prove,

But sad examples never fail to move.

As forc’d from wind-guns, lead it self can fly,

And pond’rous slugs cut swiftly thro’ the sky;

As clocks to weight their nimble motion owe,

The wheels above urg’d by the load below;

Me, Emptiness and Dulness could inspire,

And were my Elasticity, and Fire.

Had heav’n decreed such works a longer date,

Heav’n had decreed to spare the Grubstreet-state.

But see  great Settle to the dust descend,

And all thy cause and empire at an end!

Cou’d Troy be sav’d by any single hand,

His gray-goose-weapon must have made her stand.

But what can I•my Flaccus cast aside,

Take up th’ Attorney’s (once my better) guide?

Or rob the Roman geese of all their glories,

And save the state by cackling to the Tories?

Yes, to my country I my pen consign,

Yes, from this moment, mighty Mist! am thine,

And rival, Curtius! of thy fame and zeal,

O’er head and ears plunge for the public weal.

Adieu my children! better thus expire

Un-stall’d, unsold; thus glorious mount in fire

Fair without spot; than greas’d by grocer’s hands,

Or shipp’d with W… to ape and monkey lands,

Or wafting ginger, round the streets to go,

And visit alehouse where ye first did grow.

With that, he lifted thrice the sparkling brand,

And thrice he dropt it from his quiv’ring hand:

Then lights the structure, with averted eyes;

The rowling smokes involve the sacrifice.

The opening clouds disclose each work by turns,

Now flames old Memnon, now Rodrigo burns,

In one quick slash see Proserpine expire,

And last, his own cold Aeschylus took fire.

Then gush’d the tears, as from the Trojan’s eyes

When the last blaze sent Ilion to the skies.

Rowz’d by the light, old Dulness heav’d the head,

Then snatch’d a sheet of Thulè from her Bed,

Sudden she flies, and whelms it o’er the pyre;

Down sink the flames, and with a hiss expire.

Her ample presence fills up all the place;

A veil of fogs dilates her awful face,

Great in her charms! as when on Shrieves and May’rs

She looks, and breathes herself into their airs.

She bids him wait her to the sacred Dome;

Well-pleas’d he enter’d, and confess’d his home:

So spirits, ending their terrestrial race,

Ascend, and recognize their native place:

Raptur’d, he gazes round the dear retreat,

And  in sweet numbers celebrates the seat.

Here to her Chosen all her works she shows;

Prose swell’d to verse, Verse loitring into prose:

How random thoughts now meaning chance to find,

Now leave all memory of sense behind;

How Prologues into Prefaces decay,

And those to Notes are fritter’d quite away:

How Index-learning turns no student pale,

Yet holds the eel of science by the Tail:

How, with less reading than makes felons ‘scape;

Less human genius than God gives an ape,

Small thanks to France, and none to Rome or Greece,

A past, vamp’d, future, old, reviv’d, new piece,

‘Twixt Plautus, Fletcher, Congreve, and Corneille,

Can make a C…r, Jo…n, or O…ll.

The Goddess then, o’er his anointed head,

With mystic words the sacred Opium shed;

And lo! her Bird (a monster of a fowl!

Something betwixt a H… and Owl)

Perch’d on his crown. All hail! and hail again

My son! the promis’d land expects thy reign.

Know Settle, cloy’d with custard and with praise,

Is gather’d to the Dull of antient days,

Safe, where no criticks damn, no duns molest,

Where G…n, B…, and high-born H… rest!

I see a King! who leads my chosen sons

To lands that flow with clenches and with puns:

‘Till each fam’d theatre my empire own,

Till Albion, as Hibernia, bless my throne.

I see! I see! — Then rapt, she spoke no more.

God save King Tibbald! Grubstreet alleys roar.

So when Jove’s block descended from on high,

(As sings thy great fore-father, Ogilby,)

Hoarse thunder to its bottom shook the bog,

And the loud nation croak’d, God save King Log!

End of the first Book.
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Solitude
 

Alexander Pope (1688–1744)
 

HAPPY the man, whose wish and care

A few paternal acres bound,

Content to breathe his native air

      In his own ground.
 

Whose herds with milk, whose fields with bread,   5

Whose flocks supply him with attire;

Whose trees in summer yield him shade,

      In winter fire.
 

Blest, who can unconcern’dly find

Hours, days, and years, slide soft away   10

In health of body, peace of mind,

      Quiet by day.
 

Sound sleep by night; study and ease

Together mix’d, sweet recreation,

And innocence, which most does please   15

      With meditation.
 

Thus let me live, unseen, unknown;

Thus unlamented let me die;

Steal from the world, and not a stone

      Tell where I lie.   20
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On a Certain Lady at Court (Henrietta Howard, Countess of Suffolk)
 

Alexander Pope (1688–1744)
 

I KNOW a thing that’s most uncommon

 (Envy, be silent, and attend);

I know a reasonable woman,

 Handsome and witty, yet a friend.
 

Not warped by passion, awed by rumour,   5

 Not grave through pride, or gay through folly;

An equal mixture of good humour,

 And sensible soft melancholy.
 

‘Has she no faults then,’ Envy says, ‘Sir?’

 Yes, she has one, I must aver:   10

When all the world conspires to praise her

 The woman’s deaf, and does not hear!
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An Essay on Man: the Design
 

To H. St. John, L. Bolingbroke
 

Alexander Pope (1688–1744)
 

 HAVING proposed to write some pieces on human life and manners, such as (to use my lord Bacon’s expression) came home to men’s business and bosoms, I thought it more satisfactory to begin with considering Man in the abstract, his nature and his state; since, to prove any moral duty, to enforce any moral precept, or to examine the perfection or imperfection of any creature whatsoever, it is necessary first to know what condition and relation it is placed in, and what is the proper end and purpose of its being.
   1

 The science of human nature is, like all other sciences, reduced to a few clear points: there are not many certain truths in this world. It is therefore in the anatomy of the mind as in that of the body; more good will accrue to mankind by attending to the large, open, and perceptible parts, than by studying too much such finer nerves and vessels, the conformations and uses of which will for ever escape our observation. The disputes are all upon these last, and I will venture to say, they have less sharpened the wits than the hearts of men against each other, and have diminished the practice, more than advanced the theory of morality. If I could flatter myself that this Essay has any merit, it is in steering betwixt the extremes of doctrines seemingly opposite, in passing over terms utterly unintelligible, and in forming a temperate yet not inconsistent, and a short yet not imperfect, system of ethics.
   2

 This I might have done in prose; but I chose verse, and even rhyme, for two reasons. The one will appear obvious; that principles, maxims, or precepts so written, both strike the reader more strongly at first, and are more easily retained by him afterwards: the other may seem odd, but it is true; I found I could express them more shortly this way than that much of the force as well as grace of arguments or instructions depends on their conciseness. I was unable to treat this part of my subject more in detail, without becoming dry and tedious; or more poetically, without sacrificing perspicuity to ornament, without wandering from the precision, or breaking the chain of reasoning. If any man can unite all these without any diminution of any of them, I freely confess he will compass a thing above my capacity.
   3

 What is now published, is only to be considered as a general map of Man, marking out no more than the greater parts, their extent, their limits, and their connection, but leaving the particular to be more fully delineated in the charts which are to follow. Consequently, these Epistles in their progress (if I have health and leisure to make any progress) will be less dry, and more susceptible of poetical ornament. I am here only opening the fountains, and clearing the passage. To deduce the rivers, to follow them in their course, and to observe their effects, may be a task more agreeable.
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An Essay on Man. Epistle I — Of the Nature and State of Man, with Respect to the Universe
 

Alexander Pope (1688–1744)
 

AWAKE, my St. John! leave all meaner things

To low ambition, and the pride of kings.

Let us (since life can little more supply

Than just to look about us, and to die)

Expatiate free o’er all this scene of man;   5

A mighty maze! but not without a plan;

A wild, where weeds and flow’rs promiscuous shoot;

 Or garden, tempting with forbidden fruit.

Together let us beat this ample field,

Try what the open, what the covert yield!   10

The latent tracts, the giddy heights, explore

Of all who blindly creep, or sightless soar;

Eye nature’s walks, shoot folly as it flies,

And catch the manners living as they rise:

Laugh where we must, be candid where we can;   15

But vindicate the ways of God to man.

 I. Say first, of God above, or man below,

What can we reason, but from what we know?

Of man, what see we but his station here,

From which to reason, or to which refer?   20

Thro’ worlds unnumber’d tho’ the God be known,

’Tis ours to trace him only in our own.

He, who thro’ vast immensity can pierce,

See worlds on worlds compose one universe,

Observe how system into system runs,   25

What other planets circle other suns.

What vary’d being peoples every star,

May tell why heav’n has made us as we are.

But of this frame the bearings and the ties,

The strong connections, nice dependencies,   30

Gradations just, has thy pervading soul

Look’d thro’ or can a part contain the whole?

 Is the great chain, that draws all to agree,

And drawn support, upheld by God, or thee?

 II. Presumptuous man! the reason wouldst thou find,   35

Why form’d so weak, so little, and so blind?

First, if thou canst, the harder reason guess,

Why form’d no weaker, blinder, and no less?

Ask of thy mother earth, why oaks are made

Taller or stronger than the weeds they shade?   40

Or ask of yonder argent fields above,

Why Jove’s Satellites are less than Jove?

 Of systems possible, if ’tis confest

That wisdom infinite must form the best,

Where all must full or not coherent be,   45

And all that rises, rise in due degree;

Then, in the scale of reas’ning life, ’tis plain,

 There must be, somewhere, such a rank as man:

And all the question (wrangle e’er so long)

Is only this, if God has plac’d him wrong?   50

 Respecting man whatever wrong we call,

May, must be right, as relative to all.

In human works, tho’ labour’d on with pain,

A thousand movements scarce one purpose gain;

In God’s, one single can its end produce;   55

Yet serves to second too some other use.

So man, who here seems principal alone,

Perhaps acts second to some sphere unknown,

Touches some wheel, or verges to some goal;

’Tis but a part we see, and not a whole.   60

 When the proud steed shall know why man restrains

His fiery course, or drives him o’er the plains;

When the dull ox, why now he breaks the clod,

Is now a victim, and now Ægypt’s god:

Then shall man’s pride and dullness comprehend   65

His actions’, passions’, being’s, use and end;

Why doing, suff’ring, check’d, impell’d; and why

This hour a slave, the next a deity.

 Then say not man’s imperfect, heav’n in fault;

Say rather, man’s as perfect as he ought:   70

His knowledge measur’d to his state and place;

His time a moment, and a point his space.

If to be perfect in a certain sphere,

What matter, soon or late, or here or there?

The blest to-day is as completely so,   75

As who began a thousand years ago.

 III. Heav’n from all creatures hides the book of fate,

All but the page prescrib’d, their present state:

From brutes what men, from men what spirits know:

Or who could suffer being here below?   80

The lamb thy riot dooms to bleed to-day,

Had he thy reason, would he skip and play?

Pleas’d to the last, he crops the flow’ry food,

And licks the hand just rais’d to shed his blood.

Oh blindness to the future! kindly giv’n,   85

That each may full the circle mark’d by heav’n:

Who sees with equal eye, as God of all,

 A hero perish, or a sparrow fall,

Atoms or systems into ruin hurl’d,

And now a bubble burst, and now a world.   90

 Hope humbly then; with trembling pinions soar;

Wait the great teacher death, and God adore.

What future bliss, he gives not thee to know,

But gives that hope to be thy blessing now.

Hope springs eternal in the human breast:   95

Man never is, but always to be blest:

The soul, uneasy and confin’d from home,

Rests and expatiates in a life to come.

 Lo, the poor Indian! whose untutor’d mind

Sees God in clouds, or hears him in the wind;   100

His soul, proud science never taught to stray

Far as the solar walk, or milky way;

Yet simple nature to his hope has giv’n,

Behind the cloud-topt hill, an humbler heav’n;

Some safer world in depth of woods embrac’d,   105

Some happier island in the wat’ry waste,

Where slaves once more their native land behold,

No fiends torment, no Christians thirst for gold.

To Be, contents his natural desire,

He asks no angel’s wing, no seraph’s fire;   110

But thinks admitted to that equal sky,

His faithful dog shall bear him company.

 IV. Go, wiser thou! and in thy scale of sense,

Weigh thy opinion against providence;

Call imperfection what thou fancy’st such,   115

Say, here he gives too little, there too much:

Destroy all creatures for thy sport or gust,

Yet cry, If man’s unhappy, God’s unjust;

If man alone ingross not Heav’n’s high care,

Alone made perfect here, immortal there:   120

Snatch from his hand the balance and the rod,

Re-judge his justice, be the God of God.

In pride, in reas’ning pride, our error lies;

All quit their sphere, and rush into the skies.

Pride still is aiming at the blest abodes   125

Men would be angels, angels would be gods.

Aspiring to be gods, if angels fell,

 Aspiring to be angels, men rebel:

And who but wishes to invert the laws

Of order, sins against th’ eternal cause.   130

 V. Ask for what end the heav’nly bodies shine,

Earth for whose use? pride answers, ‘’Tis for mine:

For me kind nature wakes her genial pow’r,

Suckles each herb, and spreads out ev’ry flow’r;

Annual for me, the grape, the rose renew   135

The juice nectareous, and the balmy dew;

For me, the mine a thousand treasures brings;

For me, health gushes from a thousand springs;

Seas roll to waft me, suns to light me rise;

My foot-stool earth, my canopy the skies.’   140

 But errs not nature from this gracious end,

From burning suns when livid deaths descend,

When earthquakes swallow, or when tempests sweep

Towns to one grave, whole nations to the deep?

‘No (’tis reply’d) the first almighty cause   145

Acts not by partial, but by gen’ral laws;

Th’ exceptions few; some change since all began:

And what created perfect?’ — Why then man?

If the great end be human happiness,

Then nature deviates; and can man do less?   150

As much that end a constant course requires

Of show’rs and sunshine, as of man’s desires;

As much eternal springs and cloudless skies,

As men for ever temp’rate, calm, and wise.

If plagues or earthquakes break not Heav’n’s design,   155

Why then a Borgia, or a Catiline?

Who knows but he, whose hand the lightning forms,

Who heaves old ocean, and who wings the storms;

Pours fierce ambition in a Cæsar’s mind,

Or turns young Ammon loose to scourge mankind?   160

From pride, from pride, our very reas’ning springs;

Account for moral as for nat’ral things:

Why charge we heav’n in those, in these acquit?

In both, to reason right is to submit.

 Better for us, perhaps, it might appear,   165

Were there all harmony, all virtue here;

That never air or ocean felt the wind,

 That never passion discompos’d the mind.

But all subsists by elemental strife;

And passions are the elements of life.   170

The gen’ral order, since the whole began,

Is kept in nature, and is kept in man.

 VI. What would this man? Now upward will he soar,

And little less than angel, would be more;

Now looking downwards, just as griev’d appears   175

To want the strength of bulls, the fur of bears.

Made for his use all creatures if he call,

Say what their use, had he the pow’rs of all;

Nature to these, without profusion, kind,

The proper organs, proper pow’rs assign’d;   180

Each seeming want compensated of course,

Here with degrees of swiftness, there of force;

All in exact proportion to the state;

Nothing to add, and nothing to abate.

Each beast, each insect, happy in its own:   185

Is Heav’n unkind to man, and man alone?

Shall he alone, whom rational we call,

Be pleas’d with nothing, if not blest with all?

 The bliss of man (could pride that blessing find)

Is not to act or think beyond mankind;   190

No pow’rs of body, or of soul to share,

But what his nature and his state can bear.

Why has not man a microscopic eye?

For this plain reason, man is not a fly.

Say what the use, were finer optics giv’n,   195

T’ inspect a mite, not comprehend the heav’n?

Or touch, if tremblingly alive all o’er,

To smart and agonize at ev’ry pore?

Or, quick effluvia darting thro’ the brain,

Die of a rose in aromatic pain?   200

If nature thunder’d in his op’ning ears,

And stunn’d him with the music of the spheres,

How would he wish that Heav’n had left him still

The whisp’ring zephyr, and the purling rill!

Who finds not Providence all good and wise,   205

Alike in what it gives, and what denies?

 VII. Far as creation’s ample range extends,

The scale of sensual, mental pow’rs ascends:

Mark how it mounts to man’s imperial race,

From the green myriads in the peopled grass:   210

What modes of sight betwixt each wide extreme,

The mole’s dim curtain, and the lynx’s beam:

Of smell, the headlong lioness between,

And hound sagacious on the tainted green:

Of hearing, from the life that fills the flood,   215

To that which warbles through the vernal wood?

The spider’s touch, how exquisitely fine!

Feels at each thread, and lives along the line:

In the nice bee, what sense so subtly true

From pois’nous herbs extracts the healing dew:   220

How instinct varies in the grov’ling swine,

Compar’d, half reas’ning elephant, with thine!

‘Twixt that, and reason, what a nice barrier?

For ever sep’rate, yet for ever near!

Remembrance and reflection how ally’d;   225

What thin partitions sense from thought divide?

And middle natures, how they long to join,

Yet never pass th’ insuperable line!

Without this just gradation, could they be

Subjected, these to those, or all to thee?   230

The pow’rs of all subdu’d by thee alone,

Is not thy reason all these pow’rs in one?

 VIII. See, thro’ this air, this ocean, and this earth,

All matter quick, and bursting into birth.

Above, how high progressive life may go!   235

Around, how wide! how deep extend below!

Vast chain of being! which from God began,

Natures æthereal, human, angel, man,

Beast, bird, fish, insect, what no eye can see,

No glass can reach; from infinite to thee,   240

From thee to nothing. On superior pow’rs

Were we to press, inferior might on ours;

Or in the full creation leave a void,

From Nature’s chain whatever link you strike,

Tenth, or ten thousandth, breaks the chain alike.   245

 And, if each system in gradation roll

Alike essential to th’ amazing whole,

The least confusion but in one, not all

That system only, but the whole must fall.

Let earth unbalanc’d from her orbit fly,   250

Planets and suns run lawless thro’ the sky;

Let ruling angels from their spheres be hurl’d,

Being on being wreck’d, and world on world;

Heav’n’s whole foundations to their centre nod,

And nature tremble to the throne of God.   255

All this dread order break — for whom? for thee?

Vile worm! — oh madness! pride! impiety!

 IX. What if the foot, ordain’d the dust to tread,

Or hand, to toil, aspir’d to be the head?

What if the head, the eye, or ear repin’d   260

To serve mere engines to the ruling mind?

Just as absurd for any part to claim

To be another, in this gen’ral frame;

Just as absurd, to mourn the tasks or pains

The great directing mind of all ordains.   265

 All are but parts of one stupendous whole,

Whose body nature is, and God the soul;

That, chang’d thro’ all, and yet in all the same,

Great in the earth, as in th’ æthereal frame,

Warms in the sun, refreshes in the breeze,   270

Glows in the stars, and blossoms in the trees,

Lives thro’ all life, extends thro’ all extent,

Spreads undivided, operates unspent;

Breathes in our soul, informs our mortal part,

As full, as perfect, in a hair as heart;   275

As full, as perfect, in vile man that mourns,

As the rapt seraph that adores and burns:

To him no high, no low, no great, no small;

He fills, he bounds, connects, and equals all.

 Cease then, nor order imperfection name:   280

Our proper bliss depends on what we blame.

Know thy own point: this kind, this due degree

Of blindness, weakness, Heav’n bestows on thee.

Submit. In this, or any other sphere,

Secure to be as blest as thou canst bear:   285

Safe in the hand of one disposing pow’r,

Or in the natal, or the mortal hour.

All nature is but art, unknown to thee;

All chance, direction, which thou canst not see;

All discord, harmony not understood;   290

All partial evil, universal good.

And, spite of pride, in erring reason’s spite,

One truth is clear, Whatever is, is right.
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An Essay on Man. Epistle II — Of the Nature and State of Man with Respect to Himself, as an Individual
 

Alexander Pope (1688–1744)
 

I. KNOW then thyself, presume not God to scan,

The proper study of mankind is man.

Plac’d on this isthmus of a middle state,

A being darkly wise, and rudely great:

With too much knowledge for the sceptic side,   5

With too much weakness for the Stoic’s pride,

He hangs between; in doubt to act, or rest;

In doubt to deem himself a God, or beast;

In doubt his mind or body to prefer;

Born but to die, and reas’ning but to err;   10

Alike in ignorance, his reason such,

Whether he thinks too little or too much:

Chaos of thought and passion, all confus’d;

Still by himself abus’d or disabus’d;

Created half to rise, and half to fall;   15

Great lord of all things, yet a prey to all;

Sole judge of truth, in endless error hurl’d:

The glory, jest, and riddle of the world!

 Go, wondrous creature! mount where science guides,

Go, measure earth, weigh air, and state the tides;   20

Instruct the planets in what orbs to run,

Correct old time, and regulate the sun:

Go, soar with Plato to th’ empyreal sphere,

To the first good, first perfect, and first fair;

Or tread the mazy round his follow’rs trod   25

And quitting sense call imitating God;

As eastern priests in giddy circles run,

Go, teach eternal wisdom how to rule — 

Then drop into thyself, and be a fool!

 Superior beings, when of late they saw   30

A mortal man unfold all nature’s law,

Admir’d such wisdom in an earthly shape,

And shew’d a Newton as we shew an ape.

 Could he, whose rules the rapid comet bind,

Describe or fix one movement of his mind?   35

Who saw its fires here rise, and there descend,

Explain his own beginning, or his end?

Alas what wonder! man’s superior part

Uncheck’d may rise, and climb from art to art;

But when his own great work is but begun,   40

What reason weaves, by passion is undone.

 Trace science then, with modesty thy guide;

First strip off all her equipage of pride;

Deduct what is but vanity, or dress,

Or learning’s luxury, or idleness;   45

Or tricks to shew the stretch of human brain,

Mere curious pleasure, or ingenious pain;

Expunge the whole, or lop th’ excrescent parts

Of all our vices have created arts;

Then see how little the remaining sum,   50

Which serv’d the past, and must the times to come!

 II. Two principles in human nature reign;

Self-love, to urge, and reason, to restrain;

Nor this a good, nor that a bad we call,

Each works its end, to move or govern all:   55

And to their proper operation still

Ascribe all good, to their improper, ill.

 Self-love, the spring of motion, acts the soul;

Reason’s comparing balance rules the whole.

Man, but for that, no action could attend,   60

And, but for this, were active to no end:

Fix’d like a plant on his peculiar spot,

To draw nutrition, propagate, and rot:

Or, meteor-like, flame lawless thro’ the void,

Destroying others, by himself destroy’d.   65

 Most strength the moving principle requires;

Active its task, it prompts, impels, inspires.

Sedate and quiet the comparing lies,

Form’d but to check, delib’rate, and advise.

Self-love, still stronger, as its object’s nigh;   70

Reason’s at distance, and in prospect lie:

That sees immediate good by present sense;

Reason, the future and the consequence.

Thicker than arguments, temptations throng,

At best more watchful this, but that more strong.   75

The action of the stronger to suspend

Reason still use, to reason still attend.

Attention habit and experience gains;

Each strengthens reason, and self-love restrains.

 Let subtle schoolmen teach these friends to fight,   80

 More studious to divide than to unite;

And grace and virtue, sense and reason split,

With all the rash dexterity of wit.

Wits, just like fools, at war about a name,

Have full as oft no meaning, or the same.   85

Self-love and reason to one end aspire,

Pain their aversion, pleasure their desire;

But greedy that, its object would devour,

This taste the honey, and not wound the flow’r:

Pleasure, or wrong or rightly understood,   90

Our greatest evil, or our greatest good.

 III. Modes of self-love the passions we may call:

’Tis real good, or seeming, moves them all:

But since not ev’ry good we can divide,

And reason bids us for our own provide:   95

Passions, tho’ selfish, it their means be fair,

List under Reason, and deserve her care;

Those, that imparted, court a nobler aim,

Exalt their kind, and take some virtue’s name.

 In lazy apathy let stoics boast   100

Their virtue fix’d; ’tis fix’d as in a frost;

Contracted all, retiring to the breast;

But strength of mind is exercise, not rest:

The rising tempest puts in act the soul,

Parts it may ravage, but preserves the whole.   105

On life’s vast ocean diversely we sail,

Reason the card, but passion is the gale;

Nor God alone in the still calm we find,

He mounts the storm, and walks upon the wind.

 Passions, like elements, tho’ born to fight,   110

Yet, mix’d and soften’d, in his work unite:

These ’tis enough to temper and employ;

But what composes man, can man destroy?

Suffice that reason keep to nature’s road,

Subject, compound them, follow her and God.   115

Love, hope, and joy, fair pleasure’s smiling train,

Hate, fear, and grief, the family of pain,

These mixt with art, and to due bounds confin’d,

Make and maintain the balance of the mind:

The lights and shades, whose well-accorded strife   120

Gives all the strength and colour of our life.

 Pleasures are ever in our hands or eyes;

And, when in act they cease, in prospect rise:

Present to grasp, and future still to find,

The whole employ of body and of mind.   125

All spread their charms, but charm not all alike;

On diff’rent senses diff’rent objects strike;

Hence diff’rent passions more or less inflame,

As strong or weak, the organs of the frame;

And hence one master passion in the breast,   130

Like Aaron’s serpent, swallows up the rest.

 As man, perhaps, the moment of his breath,

Receives the lurking principle of death;

The young disease, that must subdue at length,

Grows with his growth, and strengthens with his strength:   135

 So, cast and mingled with his very frame,

The mind’s disease, its ruling passion came;

Each vital humour which should feed the whole,

Soon flows to this, in body and in soul:

Whatever warms the heart, or fills the head,   140

As the mind opens, and its functions spread,

Imagination plies her dang’rous art,

And pours it all upon the peccant part.

 Nature its mother, habit is its nurse;

Wit, spirit, faculties, but make it worse;   145

Reason itself but gives it edge and pow’r,

As heav’n’s blest beam turns vinegar more sour.

 We, wretched subjects tho’ to lawful sway,

In this weak queen some fav’rite still obey:

Ah! if she lend not arms, as well as rules,
  150

What can she more than tell us we are fools?

Teach us to mourn our nature, not to mend,

A sharp accuser, but a helpless friend!

Or from a judge turn pleader, to persuade

The choice we make, or justify it made;   155

Proud of an easy conquest all along,

She but removes weak passions for the strong:

So, when small humours gather to a gout,

The doctor fancies he has driv’n them out.

 Yes, nature’s road must ever be preferr’d;   160

Reason is here no guide, but still a guard;

’Tis hers to rectify, not overthrow,

And treat this passion more as friend than foe;

A mightier pow’r the strong direction sends,

And sev’ral men impels to sev’ral ends:   165

Like varying winds by other passions tost,

This drives them constant to a certain coast.

Let pow’r or knowledge, gold or glory, please,

Or (oft more strong than all) the love of ease;

Thro’ life ’tis followed, ev’n at life’s expense;   170

The merchant’s toil, the sage’s indolence,

All, all alike, find reason on their side.

 Th’ eternal art educing good from ill,

Grafts on this passion our best principle:

’Tis thus the mercury of man is fix’d,   175

Strong grows the virtue with his nature mix’d;

The dross cements what else were too refin’d,

And in one int’rest body acts with mind.

 As fruits, ungrateful to the planter’s care,

On savage stocks inserted, learn to bear;   180

The surest virtues thus from passions shoot,

Wild nature’s vigor working at the root.

What crops of wit and honesty appear

From spleen, from obstinacy, hate or fear!

See anger, zeal and fortitude supply;   185

Ev’n av’rice, prudence; sloth, philosophy;

Lust, thro’ some certain strainers well refin’d,

Is gentle love, and charms all womankind;

Envy, to which th’ ignoble mind’s a slave,

Is emulation in the learn’d or brave;   190

Nor virtue, male or female, can we name,

But what will grow on pride, or grow on shame.

 Thus nature gives us (let it check our pride)

The virtue nearest to our vice ally’d:

Reason the byas turns to good from ill,   195

And Nero reigns a Titus, if he will,

The fiery soul abhorr’d in Catiline,

In Decius charms, in Curtius is divine:

The same ambition can destroy or save,

And makes a patriot as it makes a knave.   200

 This light and darkness in our chaos join’d,

What shall divide? The God within the mind.

 Extremes in nature equal ends produce,

In man they join to some mysterious use;

Tho’ each by turns the other’s bound invade,   205

As, in some well-wrought picture, light and shade,

And oft so mix, the diff’rence is too nice

Where ends the virtue or begins the vice.

 Fools! who from hence into the notion fall,

That vice or virtue there is none at all.   210

If white and black blend, soften, and unite

A thousand ways, is there no black or white?

Ask your own heart, and nothing is so plain;

’Tis to mistake them, costs the time and pain.

 Vice is a monster of so frightful mien,   215

As, to be hated, needs but to be seen;

Yet seen too oft, familiar with her face,

We first endure, then pity, then embrace.

But where th’ extreme of vice, was ne’er agreed:

Ask where’s the north? at York, ’tis on the Tweed;   220

In Scotland, at the Orcades; and there,

At Greenland, Zembla, or the first degree,

But thinks his neighbour farther gone than he:

Ev’n those who dwell beneath its very zone,

Or never feel the rage, or never own;   225

What happier natures shrink at with affright,

The hard inhabitant contends is right.

 Virtuous and vicious ev’ry man must be,

Few in th’ extreme, but all in the degree;

The rogue and fool by fits is fair and wise;   230

And ev’n the best, by fits, what they despise.

’Tis but by parts we follow good or ill;

For, vice or virtue, self directs it still;

Each individual seeks a sev’ral goal;

But heav’n’s great view is one, and that the whole,   235

That counter-works each folly and caprice;

That disappoints th’ effect of ev’ry vice;

That, happy frailties to all ranks apply’d,

Shame to the virgin, to the matron pride,

Fear to the statesman, rashness to the chief,   240

To kings presumption, and to crowds belief:

That, virtue’s ends from vanity can raise,

Which seeks no int’rest, no reward but praise;

And build on wants, and on defects of mind,

The joy, the peace, the glory of mankind.   245

 Heav’n forming each on other to depend,

A master, or a servant, or a friend,

Bids each on other for assistance call,

‘Till one man’s weakness grows the strength of all.

Wants, frailties, passions, closer still ally   250

The common int’rest, or endear the tie.

To these we owe true friendship, love sincere,

Each home-felt joy that life inherits here;

Yet from the same we learn, in its decline,

Those joys, those loves, those int’rests to resign;   255

Taught half by reason, half by mere decay,

To welcome death, and calmly pass away.

 Whate’er the passion — knowledge, fame, or pelf,

Not one will change his neighbour with himself.

The learn’d is happy nature to explore,   260

The fool is happy that he knows no more;

The rich is happy in the plenty giv’n,

The poor contents him with the care of heav’n.

See the blind beggar dance, the cripple sing,

The sot a hero, lunatic a king;   265

The starving chemist in his golden views

Supremely blest, the poet in his muse.

 See some strange comfort ev’ry state attend,

And pride bestow’d on all, a common friend;

See some fit passion ev’ry age supply,   270

Hope travels thro’, nor quits us when we die.

 Behold the child, by nature’s kindly law,

Pleas’d with a rattle, tickled with a straw:

Some livelier plaything gives his youth delight,

A little louder, but as empty quite:   275

Scarfs, garters, gold, amuse his riper stage,

And beads and pray’r-books are the toys of age:

Pleas’d with this bauble still, as that before;

‘Till tir’d he sleeps, and life’s poor play is o’er.

 Meanwhile opinion gilds with varying rays   280

Those painted clouds that beautify our days;

Each want of happiness by hope supply’d,

And each vacuity of sense by pride:

These build as fast as knowledge can destroy;

In folly’s cup still laughs the bubble, joy;   285

One prospect lost, another still we gain;

And not a vanity is giv’n in vain;

Ev’n mean self-love becomes, by force divine,

The scale to measure others’ wants by thine.

See! and confess one comfort still must rise;   290

’Tis this, Tho’ man’s a fool, yet God is wise.
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An Essay on Man. Epistle III — Of the Nature and State of Man with Respect to Society
 

Alexander Pope (1688–1744)
 

HERE then we rest; ‘The universal cause

Acts to one end, but acts by various laws.’

In all the madness of superfluous health,

The trim of pride, the impudence of wealth,

Let this great truth be present night and day;   5

But most be present, if we preach or pray.

 Look round our world; behold the chain of love

Combining all below and all above.

See plastic nature working to this end,

The single atoms each to other tend,   10

Attract, attracted to, the next in place

Form’d and impell’d its neighbour to embrace.

See matter next, with various life endu’d,

Press to one centre still, the gen’ral good.

See dying vegetables life sustain,   15

See life dissolving vegetate again:

All forms that perish other forms supply,

(By turns we catch the vital breath, and die),

Like bubbles on the sea of matter born,

They rise, they break, and to that sea return.   20

Nothing is foreign; parts relate to whole;

One all-extending, all-preserving soul

Connects each being, greatest with the least;

Made beast in aid of man, and man of beast;

All serv’d, all serving: nothing stands alone;   25

The chain holds on, and where it ends, unknown.

 Has God, thou fool! work’d solely for thy good,

Thy joy, thy pastime, thy attire, thy food?

Who for thy table feeds the wanton fawn,

For him as kindly spread the flow’ry lawn:   30

Is it for thee the lark ascends and sings?

Joy tunes his voice, joy elevates his wings.

Is it for thee the linnet pours his throat?

Loves of his own and raptures swell the note.

The bounding steed you pompously bestride,   35

Shares with his lord the pleasure and the pride.

Is thine alone the seed that strews the plain?

The birds of heav’n shall vindicate their grain.

Thine the full harvest of the golden year?

Part pays, and justly, the deserving steer:   40

The hog, that plows not, nor obeys thy call,

Lives on the labours of this lord of all.

 Know, nature’s children all divide her care;

The fur that warms a monarch, warm’d a bear.

While man exclaims, ‘See all things for my use!’   45

‘See man for mine!’ replies a pamper’d goose:

And just as short of reason he must fall,

Who thinks all made for one, not one for all.

 Grant that the pow’rful still the weak control;

Be man the wit and tyrant of the whole:   50

Nature that tyrant checks; he only knows,

And helps, another creature’s wants and woes.

Say, will the falcon, stooping from above,

Smit with her varying plumage, spare the dove?

Admires the jay the insect’s gilded wings?   55

Or hears the hawk when Philomela sings?

Man cares for all: to birds he gives his woods,

To beasts his pastures, and to fish his floods;

For some his int’rest prompts him to provide,

All feed on one vain patron, and enjoy   60

Th’ extensive blessing of his luxury,

That very life his learned hunger craves,

He saves from famine, from the savage saves;

Nay, feasts the animal he dooms his feast,

And, till he ends the being, makes it blest:   65

Which sees no more the stroke, or feels the pain,

Than favour’d man by touch ether’al slain.

The creature had his feast of life before;

Thou too must perish, when thy feast is o’er!

 To each unthinking being, heav’n, a friend,   70

Gives not the useless knowledge of its end:

To man imparts it; but with such a view

As, while he dreads it, makes him hope it too:

The hour conceal’d, and so remote the fear,

Death still draws nearer, never seeming near.   75

Great standing miracle! that heav’n assign’d

Its only thinking thing this turn of mind.

 II. Whether with reason, or with instinct blest,

Know, all enjoy that pow’r which suits them best;

To bliss alike by that direction tend,   80

And find the means proportion’d to their end.

Say, where full instinct is th’ unerring guide,

What Pope or council can they need beside?

Reason, however able, cool at best,

Cares not for service, or but serves when prest,   85

Stays ‘till we call, and then not often near;

But honest instinct comes a volunteer,

Sure never to o’er-shoot, but just to hit;

While still too wide or short is human wit;

Sure by quick nature happiness to gain,   90

Which heavier reason labours at in vain.

This too serves always, reason never long;

One must go right, the other may go wrong.

See then the acting and comparing pow’rs

One in their nature, which are two in ours;   95

And reason raise o’er instinct as you can,

In this ’tis God directs, in that ’tis man.

 Who taught the nations of the field and flood

To shun their poison, and to chuse their food?

Prescient, the tides or tempests to withstand,   100

Build on the wave, or arch beneath the sand?

Who made the spider parallels design,

Sure as De Moivre, without rule or line?

Who bid the stork, Columbus-like, explore

Heav’ns not his own, and worlds unknown before?   105

Who calls the council, states the certain day,

Who forms the phalanx, and who points the way?

 III. God, in the nature of each being, founds

Its proper bliss, and sets its proper bounds:

But as he fram’d a whole, the whole to bless,   110

On mutual wants built mutual happiness:

So from the first, eternal order ran,

And creature link’d to creature, man to man.

Whate’er of life all-quick’ning ether keeps,

Or breathes thro’ air, or shoots beneath the deeps,   115

Or pours profuse on earth, one nature feeds

The vital flame, and swells the genial seeds.

Not man alone, but all that roam the wood,

Or wing the sky, or roll along the flood,

Each loves itself, but not itself alone,   120

Each sex desires alike, ‘till two are one.

Nor ends the pleasure with the fierce embrace;

They love themselves, a third time, in their race.

Thus beast and bird their common charge attend

The mothers nurse it, and the sires defend;   125

The young dismiss’d to wander earth or air,

There stops the instinct, and there ends the care;

The link dissolves, each seeks a fresh embrace,

Another love succeeds, another race.

A longer care man’s helpless kind demands;   130

That longer care contracts more lasting bands:

Reflection, reason, still the ties improve,

At once extend the int’rest, and the love:

With choice we fix, with sympathy we burn;

Each virtue in each passion takes its turn;   135

And still new needs, new helps, new habits rise,

That graft benevolence on charities.

Still as one brood, and as another rose,

These nat’ral love maintain’d, habitual those:

The last, scarce ripen’d into perfect man,   140

Saw helpless him from whom their life began:

Mem’ry and fore-cast just returns engage,

That pointed back to youth, this on to age;

While pleasure, gratitude, and hope, combin’d,

Still spread the int’rest and preserv’d the kind.   145

 IV. Nor think, in nature’s state they blindly trod;

The state of nature was the reign of God:

Self-love and social at her birth began,

Union the bond of all things, and of man.

Pride then was not; nor arts, that pride to aid;   150

Man walk’d with beast, joint tenant of the shade,

The same his table, and the same his bed;

No murder cloth’d him, and no murder fed.

In the same temple, the resounding wood,

All vocal beings hymn’d their equal God:   155

The shrine with gore unstain’d, with gold undrest,

Unbrib’d, unbloody, stood the blameless priest:

Heav’n’s attribute was universal care,

And man’s prerogative, to rule, but spare.

Ah! how unlike the man of times to come!   160

Of half that live the butcher and the tomb;

Who, foe to nature, hears the gen’ral groan,

Murders their species, and betrays his own.

But just disease to luxury succeeds,

And ev’ry death its own avenger breeds;   165

The fury-passions from that blood began,

And turn’d on man, a fiercer savage, man.

 See him from nature rising slow to art!

To copy instinct then was reason’s part;

Thus then to man the voice of nature spake,   170

‘Go, from the creatures thy instructions take:

Learn from the birds what food the thickets yield;

Learn from the beasts the physic of the field;

Thy arts of building from the bee receive;

Learn of the mole to plow, the worm to weave;   175

Learn of the little nautilus to sail,

Spread the thin oar, and catch the driving gale.

Here too all forms of social union find,

And hence let reason, late, instruct mankind:

Here subterranean works and cities see;   180

There towns aërial on the waving tree.

Learn each small people’s genius, policies,

The ant’s republic, and the realm of bees;

How those in common all their wealth bestow,

And anarchy without confusion know;   185

And these forever, tho’ a monarch reign,

Their separate cells and properties maintain.

Mark what unvary’d laws preserve each state,

Laws wise as nature, and as fix’d as fate.

In vain thy reason finer webs shall draw,   190

Entangle justice in her net of law,

And right, too rigid, harden into wrong;

Still for the strong too weak, the weak too strong.

Yet go! and thus o’er all the creatures sway,

Thus let the wiser make the rest obey;   195

And for those arts mere instinct could afford,

Be crown’d as monarchs, or as gods ador’d.’

 V. Great nature spoke; observant man obey’d;

Cities were built, societies were made:

Here rose one little state; another near   200

Grew by like means, and join’d, thro’ love or fear.

Did here the trees with ruddier burdens bend,

And there the streams in purer rills descend?

What war could ravish, commerce could bestow,

And he return’d a friend, who came a foe.   205

Converse and love mankind might strongly draw,

When love was liberty, and nature law.

Thus states were form’d; the name of king unknown,

‘Till common int’rest plac’d the sway in one.

’Twas virtue only (or in arts or arms,   210

Diffusing blessings, or averting harms)

The same which in a sire the sons obey’d,

A prince the father of a people made.

 VI. ‘Till then, by nature crown’d, each patriarch sate,

King, priest and parent of his growing state;   215

On him, their second providence, they hung,

Their law his eye, their oracle his tongue.

He from the wand’ring furrow call’d the food,

Taught to command the fire, control the flood,

Draw forth the monsters of th’ abyss profound,   220

Or fetch th’ aërial eagle to the ground,

‘Till drooping, sick’ning, dying, they began

Whom they rever’d as God to mourn as man:

Then, looking up from sire to sire, explor’d

One great first father, and that first ador’d.   225

Or plain tradition that this All begun,

Convey’d unbroken faith from sire to son;

The worker from the work distinct was known,

And simple reason never sought but one:

Ere wit oblique had broke that steady light,   230

Man, like his maker, saw that all was right;

To virtue, in the paths of pleasure trod,

And own’d a father when he own’d a God.

Love all the faith, and all th’ allegiance then;

For nature knew no right divine in men,   235

No ill could fear in God; and understood

A sov’reign being, but a sov’reign good.

True faith, true policy, united ran,

That was but love of God, and this of man.

 Who first taught souls enslav’d, and realms undone,   240

Th’ enormous faith of many made for one;

That proud exception to all nature’s laws,

T’invert the world, and counter-work its cause?

Force first made conquest, and that conquest, law;

‘Till superstition taught the tyrant awe,   245

Then shar’d the tyranny, then lent it aid,

And gods of conqu’rors, slaves of subjects made:

She, ‘midst the lightning’s blaze, and thunder’s sound,

When rock’d the mountains, and when groan’d the ground,

She taught the weak to bend, the proud to pray,   250

To pow’r unseen, and mightier far than they:

She, from the rending earth, and bursting skies,

Saw gods descend, and fiends infernal rise:

Here fix’d the dreadful, there the blest abodes;

Fear made her devils, and weak hope her gods;   255

Gods partial, changeful, passionate, unjust,

Whose attributes were rage, revenge, or lust;

Such as the souls of cowards might conceive,

And, form’d like tyrants, tyrants would believe.

Zeal then, not charity, became the guide;   260

And hell was built on spite, and heav’n on pride.

Then sacred seem’d th’ ether’al vault no more;

Altars grew marble then, and reek’d with gore:

Then first the flamen tasted living food;

Next his grim idol smear’d with human blood;   265

With heav’n’s own thunders shook the world below,

And play’d the god an engine on his foe.

 So drives self-love, thro’ just, and thro’ unjust,

To one man’s pow’r, ambition, lucre, lust.

The same self-love, in all, becomes the cause   270

Of what restrains him, government and laws.

For, what one likes, if others like as well,

What serves one will, when many wills rebel?

How shall he keep, what, sleeping or awake,

A weaker may surprise, a stronger take?   275

His safety must his liberty restrain:

All join to guard what each desires to gain.

Forc’d into virtue thus, by self-defence,

Ev’n kings learn’d justice and benevolence:

Self-love forsook the path it first pursu’d,   280

And found the private in the public good.

 ’Twas then the studious head or gen’rous mind,

Follow’r of God, or friend of human-kind,

Poet or patriot, rose but to restore

The faith and moral nature gave before;   285

Relum’d her ancient light, not kindled new,

If not God’s image, yet his shadow drew:

Taught pow’r’s due use to people and to kings,

Taught nor to slack, nor strain its tender strings,

The less, or greater, set so justly true,   290

That touching one must strike the other too;

‘Till jarring int’rests, of themselves create

Th’ according music of a well-mix’d state.

Such is the world’s great harmony, that springs

From order, union, full consent of things:   295

Where small and great, where weak and mighty, made

To serve, not suffer, strengthen, not invade;

More pow’rful each as needful to the rest,

And in proportion as it blesses, blest;

Draw to one point, and to one centre bring   300

Beast, man, or angel, servant, lord, or king.

 For forms of government let fools contest;

Whate’er is best administer’d is best:

For modes of faith, let graceless zealots fight;

His can’t be wrong whose life is in the right:   305

In faith and hope the world will disagree,

But all mankind’s concern is Charity:

All must be false that thwart this one great end;

And all of God, that bless mankind, or mend.

 Man, like the gen’rous vine, supported lives;   310

The strength he gains is from th’ embrace he gives.

On their own axis as the planets run,

Yet make at once their circle round the sun;

So two consistent motions act the soul;

And one regards itself, and one the whole.   315

Thus God and nature link’d the gen’ral frame,

And bade self-love and social be the same.
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An Essay on Man. Epistle IV — Of the Nature and State of Man with Respect to Happiness
 

Alexander Pope (1688–1744)
 

OH Happiness! our being’s end and aim!

Good, pleasure, ease, content! whate’er thy name:

That something still which prompts th’ eternal sigh,

For which we bear to live, or dare to die,

Which still so near us, yet beyond us lies,   5

O’er-look’d, seen double, by the fool, and wise.

Plant of celestial seed! if dropt below,

Say, in what mortal soil thou deign’st to grow?

Fair op’ning to some court’s propitious shine,

Or deep with di’monds in the flaming mine?   10

Twin’d with the wreaths Parnassian laurels yield,

 Or reap’d in iron harvests of the field?

Where grows? — where grows it not? If vain our toil,

We ought to blame the culture, not the soil:

Fix’d to no spot is happiness sincere,   15

’Tis nowhere to be found, or ev’rywhere:

’Tis never to be bought, but always free,

And fled from monarchs, St. John! dwells with thee.

 Ask of the learn’d the way? The learn’d are blind;

This bids to serve, and that to shun mankind;   20

Some place the bliss in action, some in ease,

Those call it pleasure, and contentment these;

Some sunk to beasts, find pleasure end in pain;

Some swell’d to gods, confess e’en virtue vain;

Or indolent, to each extreme they fall,   25

To trust in ev’ry thing, or doubt of all.

 Who thus define it, say they more or less

Than this, that happiness is happiness?

 Take nature’s path, and mad opinion’s leave;

All states can reach it, and all heads conceive;   30

Obvious her goods, in no extreme they dwell;

There needs but thinking right, and meaning well;

And mourn our various portions as we please,

Equal is common sense, and common ease.

 Remember, man, ‘The universal cause   35

Acts not by partial, but by gen’ral laws’;

And makes what happiness we justly call

Subsist not in the good of one, but all.

There’s not a blessing individuals find,

But some way leans and hearkens to the kind:   40

No bandit fierce, no tyrant mad with pride,

No cavern’d hermit, rests self-satisfy’d:

Who most to shun or hate mankind pretend,

Seek an admirer, or who would fix a friend:

Abstract what others feel, what others think,   45

All pleasures sicken, and all glories sink:

Each has his share; and who would more obtain,

Shall find the pleasure pays not half the pain.

 Order is heav’n’s first law; and this confest,

Some are, and must be, greater than the rest,   50

More rich, more wise; but who infers from hence

That such are happier, shocks all common sense.

Heav’n to mankind impartial we confess,

If all are equal in their happiness:

But mutual wants this happiness increase;   55

All nature’s diff’rence keeps all nature’s peace.

Condition, circumstance is not the thing;

Bliss is the same in subject or in king,

In who obtain defence, or who defend,

In him who is, or him who finds a friend:   60

Heav’n breathes thro’ ev’ry member of the whole

One common blessing, as one common soul.

But fortune’s gifts if each alike possest,

And each were equal, must not all contest?

If then to all men happiness was meant,   65

God in externals could not place content.

 Fortune her gifts may variously dispose,

And these be happy call’d, unhappy those;

But heav’n’s just balance equal will appear,

While those are plac’d in hope, and these in fear:   70

Not present good or ill, the joy or curse,

But future views of better, or of worse.

Oh sons of earth! attempt ye still to rise,

By mountains pil’d on mountains, to the skies?

Heav’n still with laughter the vain toil surveys,   75

And buries madmen in the heaps they raise.

 Know, all the good that individuals find,

Or God and nature meant to mere mankind,

Reason’s whole pleasure, all the joys of sense,

Lie in three words, health, peace, and competence   80

But health consists with temperance alone;

And peace, oh virtue! peace is all thy own.

The good or bad the gifts of fortune gain;

But these less taste them, as they worse obtain.

Say, in pursuit of profit or delight,   85

Who risk the most, that take wrong means, or right?

Of vice or virtue, whether blest or curst,

Which meets contempt, or which compassion first?

Count all th’ advantage prosp’rous vice attains,

’Tis but what virtue flies from and disdains:   90

And grant the bad what happiness they would,

One they must want, which is, to pass for good.

 Oh blind to truth, and God’s whole scheme below,

Who fancy bliss to vice, to virtue woe!

Who sees and follows that great scheme the best,   95

Best knows the blessing, and will most be blest.

But fools the good alone unhappy call,

For ills or accidents that chance to all.

See Falkland dies, the virtuous and the just!

See god-like Turenne prostrate on the dust!   100

See Sidney bleeds amid the martial strife!

Was this their virtue, or contempt of life?

Say, was it virtue, more tho’ heav’n ne’er gave,

Lamented Digby! sunk thee to the grave?

Tell me, if virtue made the son expire,   105

Why, full of days and honour, lives the sire?

Why drew Marseilles’ good bishop purer breath,

When nature sicken’d and each gale was death!

Or why so long (in life if long can be)

Lent heav’n a parent to the poor and me?   110

 What makes all physical or moral ill?

There deviates nature, and here wanders will.

God sends not ill; if rightly understood,

Or partial ill is universal good,

Or change admits, or nature lets it fall,   115

Short, and but rare, ‘till man improv’d it all.

We just as wisely might of heav’n complain

That righteous Abel was destroy’d by Cain,

As that the virtuous son is ill at ease,

When his lewd father gave the dire disease.   120

Think we, like some weak prince, th’ eternal cause

Prone for his fav’rites to reverse his laws?

 Shall burning Ætna, if a sage requires,

Forget to thunder, and recall her fires?

On air or sea new motions be imprest,   125

Oh blameless Bethel! to relieve thy breast?

When the loose mountain trembles from on high

Shall gravitation cease, if you go by?

Or some old temple, nodding to its fall,

For Chartres’ head reserve the hanging wall?   130

 But still this world (so fitted for the knave)

Contents us not. A better shall we have?

A kingdom of the just then let it be:

But first consider how those just agree.

The good must merit God’s peculiar care;   135

But who, but God, can tell us who they are?

One thinks on Calvin heav’n’s own spirit fell;

Another deems him instrument of hell;

If Calvin feel heav’n’s blessing, or its rod,

This cries there is, and that, there is no God.   140

What shocks one part will edify the rest,

Nor with one system can they all be blest.

The very best will variously incline,

And what rewards your virtue, punish mine.

Whatever is, is right. — This world, ’tis true,   145

Was made for Cæsar — but for Titus too;

And which more blest, who chain’d his country, say,

Or he whose virtue sigh’d to lose a day?

 ‘But sometimes virtue starves, while vice is fed.’

What then? is the reward of virtue bread?   150

That vice may merit, ’tis the price of toil;

The knave deserves it, when he tills the soil,

The knave deserves it, when he tempts the main,

Where folly fights for kings, or dives for gain.

The good man may be weak, be indolent;   155

Nor is his claim to plenty, but content.

But grant him riches, your demand is o’er?

‘No, shall the good want health, the good want pow’r?’

Add health and pow’r, and ev’ry earthly thing,

‘Why bounded pow’r? why private? why no king?   160

Nay, why external for internal giv’n?

Why is not man a God, and earth a heav’n?’

Who ask and reason thus, will scarce conceive

God gives enough, while he has more to give:

Immense the pow’r, immense were the demand;   165

Say, at what part of nature will they stand?

 What nothing earthly gives, or can destroy,

The soul’s calm sunshine, and the heart-felt joy,

Is virtue’s prize: a better would you fix?

Then give humility a coach and six,   170

Justice a conq’ror’s sword, or truth a gown,

Or public spirit its great cure, a crown.

Weak, foolish man! will heav’n reward us there

With the same trash mad mortals wish for here?

The boy and man an individual makes,   175

Yet sigh’st thou now for apples and for cakes?

Go, like the Indian, in another life

Expect thy dog, thy bottle, and thy wife,

As well as dream such trifles are assign’d,

As toys and empires, for a god-like mind.   180

Rewards, that either would to virtue bring

No joy, or be destructive of the thing:

How oft by these at sixty are undone

The virtues of a saint at twenty-one!

 To whom can riches give repute, or trust,   185

Content, or pleasure, but the good and just?

Judges and senates have been bought for gold,

Esteem and love were never to be sold.

Oh fool! to think God hates the worthy mind,

The lover and the love of human-kind,   190

Whose life is healthful, and whose conscience clear,

Because he wants a thousand pounds a year.

 Honour and shame from no condition rise;

Act well your part, there all the honour lies.

Fortune in men has some small diff’rence mad’   195

One flaunts in rags, one flutters in brocade;

The cobler apron’d, and the parson gown’d,

The frier hooded, and the monarch crown’d.

‘What differ more (you cry) than crown and cowl?’

I’ll tell you, friend! a wise man and a fool.   200

You’ll find, if once the monarch acts the monk,

Or, cobler-like, the parson will be drunk,

Worth makes the man, and want of it, the fellow;

The rest is all but leather or prunella.

 Stuck o’er with titles and hung round with strings,   205

That thou may’st be by kings, or whores of kings.

Boast the pure blood of an illustrious race,

In quiet flow from Lucrece to Lucrece:

But by your fathers’ worth if your’s you rate,

Count me those only who were good and great.   210

Go! if your ancient, but ignoble blood

Has crept thro’ scoundrels ever since the flood,

Go! and pretend your family is young;

Nor own your fathers have been fools so long.

What can ennoble sots, or slaves, or cowards?   215

Alas! not all the blood of all the Howards,

 Look next on greatness; say where greatness lies.

‘Where, but among the heroes and the wise?’

Heroes are much the same, the point’s agreed,

From Macedonia’s madman to the Swede;   220

The whole strange purpose of their lives, to find

Or make, an enemy of all mankind!

Not one looks backward, onward still he goes,

Yet ne’er looks forward farther than his nose.

No less alike the politic and wise;   225

All sly slow things, with circumspective eyes:

Men in their loose unguarded hours they take,

Not that themselves are wise, but others weak.

But grant that those can conquer, these can cheat;

’Tis phrase absurd to call a villain great:   230

Who wickedly is wise, or madly brave,

Is but the more a fool, the more a knave.

Who noble ends by noble means obtains,

Or failing, smiles in exile or in chains,

Like good Aurelius let him reign, or bleed   235

Like Socrates, that man is great indeed.

 What’s fame? a fancy’d life in others’ breath,

A thing beyond us, ev’n before our death.

Just what you hear, you have, and what’s unknown

The same (my lord) if Tully’s, or your own.   240

All that we feel of it begins and ends

In the small circle of our foes or friends;

To all beside as much an empty shade

An Eugene living, as a Cæsar dead;

Alike or when, or where they shone, or shine,   245

Or on the Rubicon, or on the Rhine.

A wit’s a feather, and a chief a rod;

An honest man’s the noblest work of God.

Fame but from death a villain’s name can save,

As justice tears his body from the grave;   250

When what t’ oblivion better were resign’d,

Is hung on high, to poison half mankind.

All fame is foreign, but of true desert;

Plays round the head, but comes not to the heart:

One self approving hour whole years out-weighs   255

Of stupid starers, and of loud huzzas;

And more true joy Marcellus exil’d feels,

Than Cæsar with a senate at his heels.

 In parts superior what advantage lies?

Tell (for you can) what is it to be wise?   260

’Tis but to know how little can be known;

To see all others’ faults, and feel your own:

Condemn’d in bus’ness or in arts to drudge,

Without a second, or without a judge:

Truths would you teach, or save a sinking land?   265

All fear, none aid you, and few understand.

Painful preëminence! yourself to view

Above life’s weakness, and its comforts too.

 Bring then these blessings to a strict account;

Make fair deductions; see to what they ‘mount:   270

How much of other each is sure to cost;

How each for other oft is wholly lost;

How inconsistent greater goods with these;

How sometimes life is risqu’d, and always ease:

Think, and if still the things thy envy call,   275

Say, would’st thou be the man to whom they fall?

To sigh for ribbands if thou art so silly,

Mark how they grace Lord Umbra, or Sir Billy.

Is yellow dirt the passion of thy life;

Look but on Gripus, or on Gripus’ wife.   280

If parts allure thee, think how Bacon shin’d,

The wisest, brightest, meanest of mankind:

Or ravish’d with the whistling of a name,

See Cromwell, damn’d to everlasting fame!

If all, united, thy ambition call,   285

From ancient story learn to scorn them all.

There, in the rich, the honour’d, fam’d and great,

See the false scale of happiness complete!

In hearts of kings, or arms of queens who lay,

How happy those to ruin, these betray.   290

Mark by what wretched steps their glory grows,

From dirt and sea-weed as proud Venice rose;

In each how guilt and greatness equal ran,

And all that rais’d the hero, sunk the man:

Now Europe’s laurels on their brows behold,   295

But stain’d with blood, or ill-exchang’d for gold:

Then see them broke with toils, or sunk in ease,

Or infamous for plunder’d provinces.

Oh, wealth ill-fated! which no act of fame

E’er taught to shine, or sanctify’d from shame!   300

What greater bliss attends their close of life?

Some greedy minion, or imperious wife,

The trophy’d arches, story’d halls invade,

And haunt their slumbers in the pompous shade.

Alas! not dazzled with their noon-tide ray,   305

Compute the morn and ev’ning to the day;

The whole amount of that enormous fame,

A tale, that blends their glory with their shame!

 Know then this truth, enough for man to know,

‘Virtue alone is happiness below.’   310

The only point where human bliss stands still,

And tastes the good without the fall to ill;

Where only merit constant pay receives,

Is blest in what it takes, and what it gives;

The joy unequal’d, if its end it gain,   315

And if it lose, attended with no pain:

Without satiety, tho’ e’er so bless’d,

And but more relish’d as the more distress’d:

The broadest mirth unfeeling folly wears,

Less pleasing far than virtue’s very tears;   320

Good, from each object, from each place acquir’d,

For ever exercis’d, yet never tir’d;

Never elated, while one man’s oppress’d;

Never dejected, while another’s bless’d;

And where no wants, no wishes can remain,   325

Since but to wish more virtue, is to gain.

 See the sole bliss heav’n could on all bestow!

Which who but feels can taste, but thinks can know:

Yet poor with fortune, and with learning blind,

The bad must miss, the good, untaught, will find;   330

Slave to no sect, who takes no private road,

But looks through nature up to nature’s God:

Pursues that chain which links th’ immense design,

Joins heav’n and earth, and mortal and divine;

Sees, that no being any bliss can know,   335

But touches some above, and some below;

Learns, from this union of the rising whole,

The first, last purpose of the human soul;

And knows where faith, law, morals, all began,

All end, in love of God, and love of man.   340

 For him alone, hope leads from goal to goal,

And opens still, and opens on his soul;

‘Till lengthen’d on to faith, and unconfin’d,

It pours the bliss that fills up all the mind.

He sees, why nature plants in man alone   345

Hope of known bliss, and faith in bliss unknown:

(Nature, whose dictates to no other kind

Are giv’n in vain, but what they seek they find)

Wise is her present; she connects in this

His greatest virtue with his greatest bliss;   350

At once his own bright prospect to be blest,

And strongest motive to assist the rest.

 Self-love thus push’d to social, to divine,

Gives thee to make thy neighbour’s blessing thine.

Is this too little for the boundless heart?   355

Extend it, let thy enemies have part:

Grasp the whole worlds of reason, life, and sense,

In one close system of benevolence:

Happier as kinder, in whate’er degree,

And height of bliss but height of charity.   360

 God loves from whole to parts: but human soul

Must rise from individual to the whole.

Self-love but serves the virtuous mind to wake

As the small pebble stirs the peaceful lake;

The centre mov’d, a circle strait succeeds,   365

Another still, and still another spreads;

Friend, parent, neighbour, first it will embrace;

His country next; and next all human race;

Wide and more wide, th’ o’erflowings of the mind

Take ev’ry creature in, of ev’ry kind;   370

Earth smiles around, with boundless bounty blest,

And heav’n beholds its image in his breast.

 Come then, my friend, my genius, come along;

Oh master of the poet, and the song!

And while the muse now stoops, or now ascends,   375

To man’s low passions, or their glorious ends,

Teach me, like thee, in various nature wise,

To fall with dignity, with temper rise;

Form’d by thy converse, happily to steer

From grave to gay, from lively to severe;   380

Correct with spirit, eloquent with ease,

Intent to reason, or polite to please.

Oh! while along the stream of time thy name

Expanded flies, and gathers all its fame;

Say, shall my little bark attendant sail,   385

Pursue the triumph, and partake the gale?

When statesmen, heroes, kings, in dust repose,

Whose sons shall blush their fathers were thy foes,

Shall then this verse to future age pretend

Thou wert my guide, philosopher, and friend?   390

That, urg’d by thee, I turn’d the tuneful art

From sounds to things, from fancy to the heart;

For wit’s false mirror held up nature’s light;

Shew’d erring pride, whatever is, is right;

That reason, passion, answer one great aim;   395

That true self-love and social are the same;

That virtue only makes our bliss below;

And all our knowledge is, ourselves to know.
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To Charlotte Pulteney
 

Ambrose Philips (1675–1749)
 

 TIMELY blossom, Infant fair,

 Fondling of a happy pair,

 Every morn and every night

 Their solicitous delight,

 Sleeping, waking, still at ease,   5

 Pleasing, without skill to please;

 Little gossip, blithe and hale,

 Tattling many a broken tale,

 Singing many a tuneless song,

 Lavish of a heedless tongue;   10

 Simple maiden, void of art,

 Babbling out the very heart,

 Yet abandon’d to thy will,

 Yet imagining no ill,

 Yet too innocent to blush;   15

 Like the linnet in the bush

 To the mother-linnet’s note

 Moduling her slender throat;

 Chirping forth thy pretty joys,

 Wanton in the change of toys,   20

 Like the linnet green, in May

 Flitting to each bloomy spray;

 Wearied then and glad of rest,

 Like the linnet in the nest: — 

 This thy present happy lot   25

 This, in time will be forgot:

 Other pleasures, other cares,

 Ever-busy Time prepares;

And thou shalt in thy daughter see,

This picture, once, resembled thee.   30
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Colley Cibber
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The Blind Boy
 

Colley Cibber (1671–1757)
 

O SAY what is that thing call’d Light,

 Which I must ne’er enjoy;

What are the blessings of the sight,

 O tell your poor blind boy!
 

You talk of wondrous things you see,   5

 You say the sun shines bright;

I feel him warm, but how can he

 Or make it day or night?
 

My day or night myself I make

 Whene’er I sleep or play;   10

And could I ever keep awake

 With me ‘twere always day.
 

With heavy sighs I often hear

 You mourn my hapless woe;

But sure with patience I can bear   15

 A loss I ne’er can know.
 

Then let not what I cannot have

 My cheer of mind destroy:

Whilst thus I sing, I am a king,

 Although a poor blind boy.   20
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Rule, Britannia
 

James Thomson (1700–1748)
 

 WHEN Britain first at Heaven’s command

  Arose from out the azure main,

 This was the charter of her land,

  And guardian angels sung the strain:

Rule, Britannia! Britannia rules the waves!   5

   Britons never shall be slaves.
 

 The nations not so blest as thee

 Must in their turn to tyrants fall,

 Whilst thou shalt flourish great and free

 The dread and envy of them all.   10
 

 Still more majestic shalt thou rise,

 More dreadful from each foreign stroke:

 As the loud blast that tears the skies

 Serves but to root thy native oak.
 

 Thee haughty tyrants ne’er shall tame;   15

 All their attempts to bend thee down

 Will but arouse thy generous flame,

 And work their woe and thy renown.
 

 To thee belongs the rural reign;

 Thy cities shall with commerce shine;   20

 All thine shall be the subject main,

 And every shore it circles thine!
 

 The Muses, still with Freedom found,

  Shall to thy happy coast repair;

 Blest Isle, with matchless beauty crown’d   25

  And manly hearts to guard the fair: — 

Rule, Britannia! Britannia rules the waves!

   Britons never shall be slaves!
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To Fortune
 

James Thomson (1700–1748)
 

FOR ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove

An unrelenting foe to Love,

And when we meet a mutual heart

Come in between, and bid us part?
 

Bid us sigh on from day to day,   5

And wish and wish the soul away;

Till youth and genial years are flown,

And all the life of life is gone?
 

But busy, busy, still art thou,

To bind the loveless, joyless vow,   10

The heart from pleasure to delude,

To join the gentle to the rude.
 

For once, O Fortune, hear my prayer,

And I absolve thy future care;

All other blessings I resign,   15

Make but the dear Amanda mine.
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Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard
 

Thomas Gray (1716–1771)
 

THE CURFEW tolls the knell of parting day,

 The lowing herd winds slowly o’er the lea,

The ploughman homeward plods his weary way,

 And leaves the world to darkness and to me.
 

Now fades the glimmering landscape on the sight,   5

 And all the air a solemn stillness holds,

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight,

 And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds:
 

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower

 The moping owl does to the moon complain   10

Of such as, wandering near her secret bower,

 Molest her ancient solitary reign.
 

Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree’s shade

 Where heaves the turf in many a mouldering heap,

Each in his narrow cell for ever laid,   15

 The rude Forefathers of the hamlet sleep.
 

The breezy call of incense-breathing morn,

 The swallow twittering from the straw-built shed,

The cock’s shrill clarion, or the echoing horn,

 No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed.   20
 

For them no more the blazing hearth shall burn

 Or busy housewife ply her evening care:

No children run to lisp their sire’s return,

 Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share.
 

Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield,   25

 Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke;

How jocund did they drive their team afield!

 How bow’d the woods beneath their sturdy stroke!
 

Let not Ambition mock their useful toil,

 Their homely joys, and destiny obscure;   30

Nor Grandeur hear with a disdainful smile

 The short and simple annals of the Poor.
 

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power,

 And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave

Awaits alike th’ inevitable hour: — 35

 The paths of glory lead but to the grave.
 

Nor you, ye Proud, impute to these the fault

 If Memory o’er their tomb no trophies raise,

Where through the long-drawn aisle and fretted vault

 The pealing anthem swells the note of praise.   40
 

Can storied urn or animated bust

 Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath,

Can Honour’s voice provoke the silent dust,

 Or Flattery soothe the dull cold ear of Death?
 

Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid   45

 Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire;

Hands, that the rod of empire might have sway’d,

 Or waked to ecstasy the living lyre:
 

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page,

 Rich with the spoils of time, did ne’er unroll;   50

Chill Penury repress’d their noble rage,

 And froze the genial current of the soul.
 

Full many a gem of purest ray serene

 The dark unfathom’d caves of ocean bear:

Full many a flower is born to blush unseen,   55

 And waste its sweetness on the desert air.
 

Some village-Hampden, that with dauntless breast

 The little tyrant of his fields withstood,

Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest,

 Some Cromwell, guiltless of his country’s blood.   60
 

Th’ applause of listening senates to command,

 The threats of pain and ruin to despise,

To scatter plenty o’er a smiling land,

 And read their history in a nation’s eyes
 

Their lot forbad: nor circumscribed alone   65

 Their growing virtues, but their crimes confined;

Forbad to wade through slaughter to a throne,

 And shut the gates of mercy on mankind;
 

The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide,

 To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame,   70

Or heap the shrine of Luxury and Pride

 With incense kindled at the Muse’s flame.
 

Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble strife

 Their sober wishes never learn’d to stray;

Along the cool sequester’d vale of life   75

 They kept the noiseless tenour of their way.
 

Yet e’en these bones from insult to protect

 Some frail memorial still erected nigh,

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture deck’d,

 Implores the passing tribute of a sigh.   80
 

Their name, their years, spelt by th’ unletter’d Muse,

 The place of fame and elegy supply:

And many a holy text around she strews,

 That teach the rustic moralist to die.
 

For who, to dumb forgetfulness a prey,   85

 This pleasing anxious being e’er resign’d,

Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day,

 Nor cast one longing lingering look behind?
 

On some fond breast the parting soul relies,

 Some pious drops the closing eye requires;   90

E’en from the tomb the voice of Nature cries,

 E’en in our ashes live their wonted fires.
 

For thee, who, mindful of th’ unhonour’d dead,

 Dost in these lines their artless tale relate;

If chance, by lonely Contemplation led,   95

 Some kindred spirit shall enquire thy fate, — 
 

Haply some hoary-headed swain may say,

 ‘Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn

Brushing with hasty steps the dews away,

 To meet the sun upon the upland lawn;   100
 

‘There at the foot of yonder nodding beech

 That wreathes its old fantastic roots so high,

His listless length at noon-tide would he stretch,

 And pore upon the brook that babbles by.
 

‘Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn,   105

 Muttering his wayward fancies he would rove;

Now drooping, woeful-wan, like one forlorn,

 Or crazed with care, or cross’d in hopeless love.
 

‘One morn I miss’d him on the custom’d hill,

 Along the heath, and near his favourite tree;   110

Another came; nor yet beside the rill,

 Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he;
 

‘The next with dirges due in sad array

 Slow through the church-way path we saw him borne, — 

Approach and read (for thou canst read) the lay   115

 Graved on the stone beneath yon agèd thorn:’
 

The Epitaph
 

Here rests his head upon the lap of Earth

 A youth, to Fortune and to Fame unknown;

Fair Science frown’d not on his humble birth

 And Melancholy mark’d him for her own.   120
 

Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere;

 Heaven did a recompense as largely send:

He gave to Mis’ry all he had, a tear,

 He gain’d from Heaven, ’twas all he wish’d, a friend.
 

No farther seek his merits to disclose,   125

 Or draw his frailties from their dread abode,

(There they alike in trembling hope repose,)

 The bosom of his Father and his God.
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Ode on a Distant Prospect of Eton College
 

Thomas Gray (1716–1771)
 

YE distant spires, ye antique towers,

 That crown the watery glade,

Where grateful Science still adores

 Her Henry’s holy shade;

And ye, that from the stately brow   5

Of Windsor’s heights th’ expanse below

Of grove, of lawn, of mead survey,

Whose turf, whose shade, whose flowers among

Wanders the hoary Thames along

 His silver-winding way:   10
 

Ah happy hills! ah pleasing shade!

 Ah fields beloved in vain!

When once my careless childhood stray’d,

 A stranger yet to pain!

I feel the gales that from ye blow   15

A momentary bliss bestow,

As waving fresh their gladsome wing

My weary soul they seem to soothe

And, redolent of joy and youth,

 To breathe a second spring.   20
 

Say, Father Thames, for thou hast seen

 Full many a sprightly race

Disporting on thy margent green

 The paths of pleasure trace;

Who foremost now delight to cleave   25

With pliant arm, thy glassy wave?

The captive linnet which enthral?

What idle progeny succeed

To chase the rolling circle’s speed

 Or urge the flying ball?   30
 

While some on earnest business bent

 Their murmuring labours ply

‘Gainst graver hours, that bring constraint

 To sweeten liberty:

Some bold adventurers disdain   35

The limits of their little reign

And unknown regions dare descry:

Still as they run they look behind,

They hear a voice in every wind,

 And snatch a fearful joy.   40
 

Gay Hope is theirs by fancy fed,

 Less pleasing when possest;

The tear forgot as soon as shed,

 The sunshine of the breast:

Theirs buxom Health, of rosy hue,   45

Wild Wit, Invention ever new,

And lively Cheer, of Vigour born;

The thoughtless day, the easy night,

The spirits pure, the slumbers light

 That fly th’ approach of morn.   50
 

Alas! regardless of their doom

 The little victims play!

No sense have they of ills to come

 Nor care beyond to-day:

Yet see how all around ’em wait   55

The ministers of human fate

And black Misfortune’s baleful train!

Ah shew them where in ambush stand

To seize their prey, the murderous band!

 Ah, tell them they are men!   60
 

These shall the fury Passions tear,

 The vultures of the mind,

Disdainful Anger, pallid Fear,

 And shame that sculks behind;

Or pining Love shall waste their youth,   65

Or Jealousy with rankling tooth

That inly gnaws the secret heart,

And Envy wan, and faded Care,

Grim-visaged comfortless Despair,

 And Sorrow’s piercing dart.   70
 

Ambition this shall tempt to rise,

 Then whirl the wretch from high

To bitter Scorn a sacrifice

 And grinning Infamy.

The stings of Falsehood those shall try   75

And hard Unkindness’ alter’d eye,

That mocks the tear it forced to flow;

And keen Remorse with blood defiled,

And moody Madness laughing wild

 Amid severest woe.   80
 

Lo, in the Vale of Years beneath

 A griesly troop are seen,

The painful family of Death,

 More hideous than their Queen:

This racks the joints, this fires the veins,   85

That every labouring sinew strains,

Those in the deeper vitals rage:

Lo! Poverty, to fill the band,

That numbs the soul with icy hand,

 And slow-consuming Age.   90
 

To each his sufferings: all are men,

 Condemn’d alike to groan;

The tender for another’s pain,

 Th’ unfeeling for his own.

Yet, ah! why should they know their fate,   95

Since sorrow never comes too late,

And happiness too swiftly flies?

Thought would destroy their paradise!

No more; — where ignorance is bliss,

 ’Tis folly to be wise.   100
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Hymn to Adversity
 

Thomas Gray (1716–1771)
 

 DAUGHTER of Jove, relentless power,

  Thou tamer of the human breast,

 Whose iron scourge and torturing hour

  The bad affright, afflict the best!

 Bound in thy adamantine chain   5

 The proud are taught to taste of pain,

 And purple tyrants vainly groan

With pangs unfelt before, unpitied and alone.
 

 When first thy Sire to send on earth

  Virtue, his darling child, design’d,   10

 To thee he gave the heavenly birth

  And bade to form her infant mind.

 Stern, rugged Nurse! thy rigid lore

 With patience many a year she bore;

 What sorrow was, thou bad’st her know,   15

And from her own she learn’d to melt at others’ woe.
 

 Scared at thy frown terrific, fly

  Self-pleasing Folly’s idle brood,

 Wild Laughter, Noise, and thoughtless Joy,

  And leave us leisure to be good.   20

 Light they disperse, and with them go

 The summer Friend, the flattering Foe;

 By vain Prosperity received,

To her they vow their truth, and are again believed.
 

 Wisdom in sable garb array’d   25

  Immersed in rapturous thought profound,

 And Melancholy, silent maid,

  With leaden eye, that loves the ground,

 Still on thy solemn steps attend:

 Warm Charity, the general friend,   30

 With Justice, to herself severe,

And Pity dropping soft the sadly-pleasing tear.
 

 O! gently on thy suppliant’s head

  Dread Goddess, lay thy chastening hand!

 Not in thy Gorgon terrors clad,   35

  Nor circled with the vengeful band

 (As by the impious thou art seen)

 With thundering voice, and threatening mien,

 With screaming Horror’s funeral cry,

Despair, and fell Disease, and ghastly Poverty; — 40
 

 Thy form benign, O Goddess, wear,

  Thy milder influence impart,

 Thy philosophic train be there

  To soften, not to wound my heart.

 The generous spark extinct revive,   45

 Teach me to love and to forgive

 Exact my own defects to scan,

What others are to feel, and know myself a Man.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Ode on the Spring
 

Thomas Gray (1716–1771)
 

LO! where the rosy-bosom’d Hours,

 Fair Venus’ train, appear,

Disclose the long-expecting flowers

 And wake the purple year!

The Attic warbler pours her throat   5

Responsive to the cuckoo’s note,

The untaught harmony of Spring:

While, whispering pleasure as they fly,

Cool Zephyrs thro’ the clear blue sky

 Their gather’d fragrance fling.   10
 

Where’er the oak’s thick branches stretch

 A broader, browner shade,

Where’er the rude and moss-grown beech

 O’er-canopies the glade,

Beside some water’s rushy brink   15

With me the Muse shall sit, and think

(At ease reclined in rustic state)

How vain the ardour of the Crowd,

How low, how little are the Proud,

 How indigent the Great!   20
 

Still is the toiling hand of Care;

 The panting herds repose:

Yet hark, how thro’ the peopled air

 The busy murmur glows!

The insect youth are on the wing,   25

Eager to taste the honied spring

And float amid the liquid noon:

Some lightly o’er the current skim,

Some show their gaily-gilded trim

 Quick-glancing to the sun.   30
 

To Contemplation’s sober eye

 Such is the race of Man:

And they that creep, and they that fly

 Shall end where they began.

Alike the busy and the gay   35

But flutter thro’ life’s little day,

In Fortune’s varying colours drest:

Brush’d by the hand of rough Mischance,

Or chill’d by Age, their airy dance

 They leave, in dust to rest.   40
 

Methinks I hear in accents low

 The sportive kind reply:

Poor moralist! and what art thou?

 A solitary fly!

Thy joys no glittering female meets,   45

No hive hast thou of hoarded sweets,

No painted plumage to display:

On hasty wings thy youth is flown;

Thy sun is set, thy spring is gone — 

 We frolic while ’tis May.   50
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








The Progress of Poesy
 

A Pindaric Ode
 

Thomas Gray (1716–1771)
 

 AWAKE, Aeolian lyre, awake,

And give to rapture all thy trembling strings.

From Helicon’s harmonious springs

 A thousand rills their mazy progress take:

The laughing flowers that round them blow.   5

Drink life and fragrance as they flow.

Now the rich stream of Music winds along

Deep, majestic, smooth, and strong,

Through verdant vales, and Ceres’ golden reign;

Now rolling down the steep amain   10

Headlong, impetuous, see it pour:

The rocks and nodding groves re-bellow to the roar.
 

 O Sovereign of the willing soul,

Parent of sweet and solemn-breathing airs,

Enchanting shell! the sullen Cares   15

 And frantic Passions hear thy soft control.

On Thracia’s hills the Lord of War

Has curb’d the fury of his car

And dropt his thirsty lance at thy command.

Perching on the sceptred hand   20

Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather’d king

With ruffled plumes, and flagging wing:

Quench’d in dark clouds of slumber lie

The terror of his beak, and lightnings of his eye.
 

Thee the voice, the dance, obey   25

Temper’d to thy warbled lay.

O’er Idalia’s velvet-green

The rosy-crownéd Loves are seen

On Cytherea’s day,

With antic Sport, and blue-eyed Pleasures,   30

Frisking light in frolic measures;

Now pursuing, now retreating,

 Now in circling troops they meet:

To brisk notes in cadence beating

 Glance their many-twinkling feet.   35

Slow melting strains their Queen’s approach declare:

 Where’er she turns, the Graces homage pay:

With arms sublime that float upon the air

 In gliding state she wins her easy way:

O’er her warm cheek and rising bosom move   40

The bloom of young Desire and purple light of Love.
 

 Man’s feeble race what ills await!

Labour, and Penury, the racks of Pain,

Disease, and Sorrow’s weeping train,

 And Death, sad refuge from the storms of Fate!   45

The fond complaint, my song, disprove,

And justify the laws of Jove.

Say, has he given in vain the heavenly Muse

Night, and all her sickly dews,

Her spectres wan, and birds of boding cry   50

He gives to range the dreary sky:

Till down the eastern cliffs afar

Hyperion’s march they spy, and glittering shafts of war.
 

 In climes beyond the solar road

Where shaggy forms o’er ice-built mountains roam,   55

The Muse has broke the twilight gloom

 To cheer the shivering native’s dull abode.

And oft, beneath the odorous shade

Of Chili’s boundless forests laid,

She deigns to hear the savage youth repeat   60

In loose numbers wildly sweet

Their feather-cinctured chiefs, and dusky loves.

Her track, where’er the Goddess roves,

Glory pursue, and generous Shame,

Th’ unconquerable Mind, and Freedom’s holy flame.   65
 

Woods, that wave o’er Delphi’s steep,

Isles, that crown th’ Aegean deep,

Fields that cool Ilissus laves,

Or where Maeander’s amber waves

In lingering lab’rinths creep,   70

How do your tuneful echoes languish,

Mute, but to the voice of anguish!

Where each old poetic mountain

 Inspiration breathed around;

Every shade and hallow’d fountain   75

 Murmur’d deep a solemn sound:

Till the sad Nine, in Greece’s evil hour

 Left their Parnassus for the Latian plains.

Alike they scorn the pomp of tyrant Power,

 And coward Vice, that revels in her chains.   80

When Latium had her lofty spirit lost,

They sought, O Albion! next, thy sea-encircled coast.
 

 Far from the sun and summer-gale

In thy green lap was Nature’s Darling laid,

What time, where lucid Avon stray’d,   85

 To him the mighty Mother did unveil

Her awful face: the dauntless Child

Stretch’d forth his little arms, and smiled.

This pencil take (she said), whose colours clear

Richly paint the vernal year:   90

Thine, too, these golden keys, immortal Boy!

This can unlock the gates of Joy;

Of Horror that, and thrilling Fears,

Or ope the sacred source of sympathetic Tears.

 Nor second He, that rode sublime   95

Upon the seraph-wings of Ecstasy

The secrets of the Abyss to spy:

 He pass’d the flaming bounds of Place and Time:

The living Throne, the sapphire-blaze

Where Angels tremble while they gaze,   100

He saw; but blasted with excess of light,

Closed his eyes in endless night.

Behold where Dryden’s less presumptuous car

Wide o’er the fields of Glory bear

Two coursers of ethereal race,   105

With necks in thunder clothed, and long-resounding pace.
 

Hark, his hands the lyre explore!

Bright-eyed Fancy, hovering o’er,

Scatters from her pictured urn

Thoughts that breathe, and words that burn.   110

But ah! ’tis heard no more — 

Oh! Lyre divine, what daring Spirit

Wakes thee now! Tho’ he inherit

Nor the pride, nor ample pinion,

 That the Theban Eagle bear,   115

Sailing with supreme dominion

 Thro’ the azure deep of air:

Yet oft before his infant eyes would run

 Such forms as glitter in the Muse’s ray

With orient hues, unborrow’d of the sun:   120

 Yet shall he mount, and keep his distant way

Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate:

Beneath the Good how far — but far above the Great.
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The Bard
 

Pindaric Ode
 

Thomas Gray (1716–1771)
 

  ‘RUIN seize thee, ruthless King!

 Confusion on thy banners wait!

Tho’ fann’d by Conquest’s crimson wing

 They mock the air with idle state.

Helm, nor hauberk’s twisted mail   5

Nor e’en thy virtues, tyrant, shall avail

To save thy secret soul from nightly fears,

From Cambria’s curse, from Cambria’s tears!’

 — Such were the sounds that o’er the crested pride

 Of the first Edward scatter’d wild dismay,   10

As down the steep of Snowdon’s shaggy side

 He wound with toilsome march his long array: — 

Stout Glo’ster stood aghast in speechless trance;

‘To arms!’ cried Mortimer, and couch’d his quivering lance.
 

 On a rock, whose haughty brow   15

Frowns o’er old Conway’s foaming flood,

 Robed in the sable garb of woe

With haggard eyes the Poet stood;

(Loose his beard and hoary hair

Stream’d like a meteor to the troubled air)   20

And with a master’s hand and prophet’s fire

Struck the deep sorrows of his lyre:

 ‘Hark, how each giant-oak and desert-cave

Sighs to the torrent’s awful voice beneath!

O’er thee, O King! their hundred arms they wave   25

 Revenge on thee in hoarser murmurs breathe;

Vocal no more, since Cambria’s fatal day,

To high-born Hoel’s harp, or soft Llewellyn’s lay.
 

 ‘Cold is Cadwallo’s tongue,

 That hush’d the stormy main:   30

Brave Urien sleeps upon his craggy bed:

 Mountains, ye mourn in vain

 Modred, whose magic song

Made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud-topt head.

 On dreary Arvon’s shore they lie   35

Smear’d with gore and ghastly pale:

Far, far aloof the affrighted ravens sail;

 The famish’d eagle screams, and passes by.

Dear lost companions of my tuneful art,

 Dear as the light that visits these sad eyes,   40

Dear as the ruddy drops that warm my heart,

 Ye died amidst your dying country’s cries — 

No more I weep; They do not sleep;

 On yonder cliffs, a griesly band,

I see them sit; They linger yet,   45

 Avengers of their native land:

With me in dreadful harmony they join,

And weave with bloody hands the tissue of thy line.
 

Weave the warp and weave the woof

 The winding sheet of Edward’s race:   50

Give ample room and verge enough

 The characters of hell to trace.

Mark the year, and mark the night,

When Severn shall re-echo with affright

The shrieks of death thro’ Berkley’s roof that ring,   55

Shrieks of an agonizing king!

 She-wolf of France, with unrelenting fangs

That tear’st the bowels of thy mangled mate,

 From thee be born, who o’er thy country hangs

The scourge of Heaven! What terrors round him wait   60

Amazement in his van, with Flight combined,

And Sorrow’s faded form, and Solitude behind.
 

‘Mighty victor, mighty lord,

 Low on his funeral couch he lies!

No pitying heart, no eye, afford   65

 A tear to grace his obsequies.

Is the sable warrior fled?

Thy son is gone. He rests among the dead.

The swarm that in thy noon-tide beam were born?

 — Gone to salute the rising morn.   70

Fair laughs the Morn, and soft the zephyr blows,

 While proudly riding o’er the azure realm

In gallant trim the gilded Vessel goes:

 Youth on the prow, and Pleasure at the helm:

Regardless of the sweeping Whirlwind’s sway,   75

That hush’d in grim repose expects his evening prey.
 

 ‘Fill high the sparkling bowl,

The rich repast prepare;

 Reft of a crown, he yet may share the feast:

Close by the regal chair   80

 Fell Thirst and Famine scowl

 A baleful smile upon their baffled guest.

Heard ye the din of battle bray,

 Lance to lance, and horse to horse?

 Long years of havock urge their destined course,   85

And thro’ the kindred squadrons mow their way.

 Ye towers of Julius, London’s lasting shame,

With many a foul and midnight murder fed,

 Revere his Consort’s faith, his Father’s fame,

And spare the meek usurper’s holy head!   90

Above, below, the rose of snow,

 Twined with her blushing foe, we spread:

The bristled boar in infant-gore

 Wallows beneath the thorny shade.

Now, brothers, bending o’er the accurséd loom,   95

Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify his doom.
 

‘Edward, lo! to sudden fate

 (Weave we the woof; The thread is spun;)

Half of thy heart we consecrate.

 (The web is wove; The work is done.)   100

 — Stay, oh stay! nor thus forlorn

Leave me unbless’d, unpitied, here to mourn:

In yon bright track that fires the western skies

They melt, they vanish from my eyes.

But O! what solemn scenes on Snowdon’s height   105

 Descending slow their glittering skirts unroll?

Visions of glory, spare my aching sight,

Ye unborn ages, crowd not on my soul!

No more our long-lost Arthur we bewail: — 

All hail, ye genuine kings! Britannia’s issue, hail!   110
 

 ‘Girt with many a baron bold

Sublime their starry fronts they rear;

And gorgeous dames, and statesmen old

In bearded majesty, appear.

In the midst a form divine!   115

Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-Line:

Her lion-port, her awe-commanding face

Attemper’d sweet to virgin-grace.

What strings symphonious tremble in the air,

 What strains of vocal transport round her play?   120

Hear from the grave, great Taliessin, hear;

 They breathe a soul to animate thy clay.

Bright Rapture calls, and soaring as she sings,

Waves in the eye of Heaven her many-coloured wings.
 

‘The verse adorn again   125

 Fierce War, and faithful Love,

And Truth severe, by fairy Fiction drest.

 In buskin’d measures move

Pale Grief, and pleasing Pain,

With Horror, tyrant of the throbbing breast.   130

A voice as of the cherub-choir

 Gales from blooming Eden bear,

 And distant warblings lessen on my ear

That lost in long futurity expire.

Fond impious man, think’st thou yon sanguine cloud   135

 Raised by thy breath, has quench’d the orb of day?

To-morrow he repairs the golden flood

 And warms the nations with redoubled ray.

Enough for me: with joy I see

 The different doom our fates assign:   140

Be thine Despair and sceptred Care,

 To triumph and to die are mine.’

 — He spoke, and headlong from the mountain’s height

Deep in the roaring tide he plunged to endless night.
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Ode on the Pleasure Arising from Vicissitude
 

Thomas Gray (1716–1771)
 

NOW the golden Morn aloft

 Waves her dew-bespangled wing,

With vermeil cheek and whisper soft

 She woos the tardy Spring:

Till April starts, and calls around   5

The sleeping fragrance from the ground,

And lightly o’er the living scene

Scatters his freshest, tenderest green.
 

New-born flocks, in rustic dance,

 Frisking ply their feeble feet;   10

Forgetful of their wintry trance

 The birds his presence greet:

But chief, the sky-lark warbles high

His trembling thrilling ecstasy;

And lessening from the dazzled sight,   15

Melts into air and liquid light.
 

Yesterday the sullen year

 Saw the snowy whirlwind fly;

Mute was the music of the air,

 The herd stood drooping by;   20

Their raptures now that wildly flow

No yesterday nor morrow know;

’Tis Man alone that joy descries

With forward and reverted eyes.
 

Smiles on past Misfortune’s brow   25

 Soft Reflection’s hand can trace,

And o’er the cheek of Sorrow throw

 A melancholy grace;

While Hope prolongs our happier hour,

Or deepest shades, that dimly lour   30

And blacken round our weary way,

Gilds with a gleam of distant day.
 

Still, where rosy Pleasure leads,

 See a kindred Grief pursue;

Behind the steps that Misery treads   35

 Approaching Comfort view:

The hues of bliss more brightly glow

Chastised by sabler tints of woe,

And blended form, with artful strife,

The strength and harmony of life.   40
 

See the wretch that long has tost

 On the thorny bed of pain,

At length repair his vigour lost

 And breathe and walk again:

The meanest floweret of the vale,   45

The simplest note that swells the gale,

The common sun, the air, the skies,

To him are opening Paradise.
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On a Favourite Cat, Drowned in a Tub of Gold Fishes
 

Thomas Gray (1716–1771)
 

‘TWAS on a lofty vase’s side,

Where China’s gayest art had dyed

The azure flowers that blow,

Demurest of the tabby kind

The pensive Selima, reclined,   5

Gazed on the lake below.
 

Her conscious tail her joy declared:

The fair round face, the snowy beard,

The velvet of her paws,

Her coat that with the tortoise vies,   10

Her ears of jet, and emerald eyes — 

She saw, and purr’d applause.
 

Still had she gazed, but ‘midst the tide

Two angel forms were seen to glide,

The Genii of the stream:   15

Their scaly armour’s Tyrian hue

Through richest purple, to the view

Betray’d a golden gleam.
 

The hapless Nymph with wonder saw:

A whisker first, and then a claw   20

With many an ardent wish

She stretch’d, in vain, to reach the prize — 

What female heart can gold despise?

What Cat’s averse to fish?
 

Presumptuous maid! with looks intent   25

Again she stretch’d, again she bent,

Nor knew the gulf between — 

Malignant Fate sat by and smiled — 

The slippery verge her feet beguiled;

She tumbled headlong in!   30
 

Eight times emerging from the flood

She mew’d to every watery God

Some speedy aid to send: — 

No Dolphin came, no Nereid stirr’d.

Nor cruel Tom nor Susan heard — 35

A favourite has no friend!
 

From hence, ye Beauties! undeceived

Know one false step is ne’er retrieved,

And be with caution bold:

Not all that tempts your wandering eyes   40

And heedless hearts, is lawful prize,

Nor all that glisters, gold!
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George Bubb Dodington, Lord Melcombe
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Shorten Sail
 

George Bubb Dodington, Lord Melcombe (1691–1762)
 

LOVE thy country, wish it well,

 Not with too intense a care;

’Tis enough that, when it fell,

 Thou its ruin didst not share.
 

Envy’s censure, Flattery’s praise,   5

 With unmoved indifference view:

Learn to tread Life’s dangerous maze

 With unerring Virtue’s clue.
 

Void of strong desire and fear,

 Life’s wide ocean trust no more;   10

Strive thy little bark to steer

 With the tide, but near the shore.
 

Thus prepared, thy shorten’d sail

 Shall, when’er the winds increase,

Seizing each propitious gale,   15

 Waft thee to the port of Peace.
 

Keep thy conscience from offence

 And tempestuous passions free,

So, when thou art call’d from hence,

 Easy shall thy passage be.   20
 

 — Easy shall thy passage be,

 Cheerful thy allotted stay,

Short the account ‘twixt God and thee.

 Hope shall meet thee on thy way.
 

English Poetry II: From Collins to Fitzgerald.
 The Harvard Classics. 1909–14.
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Fidele
 

William Collins (1720–1759)
 

TO fair Fidele’s grassy tomb

 Soft maids and village hinds shall bring

Each opening sweet of earliest bloom,

 And rifle all the breathing Spring.
 

No wailing ghost shall dare appear   5

 To vex with shrieks this quiet grove;

But shepherds lads assemble here,

 And melting virgins own their love.
 

No wither’d witch shall here be seen,

 No goblins lead their nightly crew;   10

The female fays shall haunt the green,

 And dress thy grave with pearly dew.
 

The redbreast oft at evening hours

 Shall kindly lend his little aid,

With hoary moss, and gather’d flowers,   15

 To deck the ground where thou art laid.
 

When howling winds, and beating rain,

 In tempests shake thy sylvan cell;

Or ‘midst the chase, on every plain,

 The tender thought on thee shall dwell;   20
 

Each lonely scene shall thee restore,

 For thee the tear be duly shed;

Beloved, till life can charm no more;

 And mourn’d, till Pity’s self be dead.
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Ode Written in MDCCXLVI
 

William Collins (1720–1759)
 

HOW sleep the Brave, who sink to rest

By all their Country’s wishes blest!

When Spring, with dewy fingers cold,

Returns to deck their hallow’d mould,

She there shall dress a sweeter sod   5

Than Fancy’s feet have ever trod.
 

By fairy hands their knell is rung,

By forms unseen their dirge is sung:

There Honour comes, a pilgrim gray,

To bless the turf that wraps their clay;   10

And Freedom shall awhile repair

To dwell, a weeping hermit, there!
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The Passions
 

An Ode for Music
 

William Collins (1720–1759)
 

  WHEN Music, heavenly maid, was young,

  While yet in early Greece she sung,

  The Passions oft, to hear her shell,

  Throng’d around her magic cell

  Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting,   5

  Possest beyond the Muse’s painting,

  By turns they felt the glowing mind

  Disturb’d, delighted, raised, refined:

  ‘Till once, ’tis said, when all were fired,

  Fill’d with fury, rapt, inspired,   10

  From the supporting myrtles round

  They snatch’d her instruments of sound,

  And, as they oft had heard apart

  Sweet lessons of her forceful art,

  Each, for Madness ruled the hour,   15

  Would prove his own expressive power.
 

First Fear his hand, its skill to try,

 Amid the chords bewilder’d laid,

And back recoil’d, he knew not why,

 E’en at the sound himself had made.   20
 

Next Anger rush’d, his eyes on fire,

 In lightnings own’d his secret stings;

In one rude clash he struck the lyre

 And swept with hurried hand the strings.
 

With woeful measures wan Despair,   25

 Low sullen sounds, his grief beguiled;

A solemn, strange, and mingled air,

 ’Twas sad by fits, by starts ’twas wild.
 

But thou, O Hope, with eyes so fair,

 What was thy delighted measure?   30

Still it whisper’d promised pleasure

 And bade the lovely scenes at distance hail!

Still would her touch the strain prolong:

 And from the rocks, the woods, the vale

She call’d on Echo still through all the song;   35

 And, where her sweetest theme she chose,

A soft responsive voice was heard at every close;

 And Hope enchanted smiled, and waved her golden hair; — 
 

And longer had she sung: — but with a frown

  Revenge impatient rose:   40

He threw his blood-stain’d sword in thunder down;

  And with a withering look

 The war-denouncing trumpet took

And blew a blast so loud and dread,

Were ne’er prophetic sounds so full of woe!   45

  And ever and anon he beat

  The doubling drum with furious heat;

And, though sometimes, each dreary pause between,

  Dejected Pity at his side

  Her soul-subduing voice applied,   50

 Yet still he kept his wild unalter’d mien,

While each strain’d ball of sight seem’d bursting from his head.

Thy numbers, Jealousy, to nought were fix’d:

 Sad proof of thy distressful state!

Of differing themes the veering song was mix’d;   55

 And now it courted Love, now raving call’d on Hate.
 

With eyes up-raised, as one inspired,

Pale Melancholy sat retired;

And from her wild sequester’d seat,

In notes by distance made more sweet,   60

Pour’d through the mellow horn her pensive soul:

  And dashing soft from rocks around

  Bubbling runnels join’d the sound;

Through glades and glooms the mingled measure stole,

 Or, o’er some haunted stream, with fond delay,   65

  Round an holy calm diffusing,

  Love of peace, and lonely musing,

 In hollow murmurs died away.
 

But O! how alter’d was its sprightlier tone

When Cheerfulness, a nymph of healthiest hue,   70

 Her bow across her shoulder flung,

 Her buskins gemm’d with morning dew,

Blew an inspiring air, that dale and thicket rung,

 The hunter’s call to Faun and Dryad known!

The oak-crown’d Sisters and their chaste-eyed Queen,   75

 Satyrs and Sylvan Boys, were seen

 Peeping from forth their alleys green:

Brown Exercise rejoiced to hear;

 And Sport leapt up, and seized his beechen spear.
 

Last came Joy’s ecstatic trial:   80

He, with viny crown advancing,

 First to the lively pipe his hand addrest:

But soon he saw the brisk awakening viol

 Whose sweet entrancing voice he loved the best:

They would have thought who heard the strain   85

  They saw, in Tempe’s vale, her native maids

  Amidst the festal-sounding shades

To some unwearied minstrel dancing;

While, as his flying fingers kiss’d the strings,

 Love framed with Mirth a gay fantastic round:   90

 Loose were her tresses seen, her zone unbound;

 And he, amidst his frolic play,

 As if he would the charming air repay,

Shook thousand odours from his dewy wings.
 

  O Music! sphere-descended maid,   95

  Friend of Pleasure, Wisdom’s aid!

  Why, goddess, why, to us denied,

  Lay’st thou thy ancient lyre aside?

  As in that loved Athenian bower

  You learn’d an all-commanding power,   100

  Thy mimic soul, O nymph endear’d!

  Can well recall what then it heard.

  Where is thy native simple heart

  Devote to Virtue, Fancy, Art?

  Arise, as in that elder time,   105

  Warm, energetic, chaste, sublime!

  Thy wonders, in that god-like age,

  Fill thy recording Sister’s page; — 

  ’Tis said, and I believe the tale,

  Thy humblest reed could more prevail   110

  Had more of strength, diviner rage,

  Than all which charms this laggard age,

  E’en all at once together found

  Cecilia’s mingled world of sound: — 

  O bid our vain endeavours cease:   115

  Revive the just designs of Greece:

  Return in all thy simple state!

  Confirm the tales her sons relate!
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To Evening
 

William Collins (1720–1759)
 

IF aught of oaten stop or pastoral song

May hope, chaste Eve, to soothe thy modest ear

  Like thy own solemn springs,

  Thy springs and dying gales;
 

O Nymph reserved, — while now the bright-hair’d sun   5

Sits in yon western tent, whose cloudy skirts,

  With brede ethereal wove,

  O’erhang his wavy bed,
 

Now air is hush’d, save where the weak-eyed bat

With short shrill shriek flits by on leathern wing,   10

  Or where the beetle winds

  His small but sullen horn,
 

As oft he rises midst the twilight path,

Against the pilgrim borne in heedless hum, — 

  Now teach me, maid composed,   15

  To breathe some soften’d strain.
 

Whose numbers, stealing through thy darkening vale,

May not unseemly with its stillness suit;

  As, musing slow, I hail

  Thy genial loved return.   20
 

For when thy folding-star arising shows

His paly circlet, at his warning-lamp

  The fragrant Hours, and Elves

  Who slept in buds the day,
 

And many a Nymph who wreathes her brows with sedge   25

And sheds the freshening dew, and, lovelier still,

  The pensive Pleasures sweet,

  Prepare thy shadowy car.
 

Then let me rove some wild and heathy scene;

Or find some ruin midst its dreary dells,   30

  Whose walls more awful nod

  By thy religious gleams.
 

Or, if chill blustering winds or driving rain

Prevent my willing feet, be mine the hut

  That, from the mountain’s side,   35

  Views wilds and swelling floods,
 

And hamlets brown, and dim-discover’d spires;

And hears their simple bell; and marks o’er all

  Thy dewy fingers draw

  The gradual dusky veil.   40
 

While Spring shall pour his showers, as oft he wont,

And bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest Eve!

  While Summer loves to sport

  Beneath thy lingering light;
 

While sallow Autumn fills thy lap with leaves;   45

Or Winter, yelling through the troublous air,

  Affrights thy shrinking train

  And rudely rends thy robes;
 

So long, regardful of thy quiet rule,

Shall Fancy, Friendship, Science, smiling Peace,   50

  Thy gentlest influence own,

  And love thy favourite name!
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The Dying Man in His Garden
 

George Sewell (d. 1726)
 

WHY, Damon, with the forward day

Dost thou thy little spot survey,

From tree to tree, with doubtful cheer,

Pursue the progress of the year,

What winds arise, what rains descend,   5

When thou before that year shalt end?
 

What do thy noontide walks avail,

To clear the leaf, and pick the snail,

Then wantonly to death decree

An insect usefuller than thee?   10

Thou and the worm are brother-kind,

As low, as earthy, and as blind.
 

Vain wretch! canst thou expect to see

The downy peach make court to thee?

Or that thy sense shall ever meet   15

The bean-flower’s deep-embosom’d sweet

Exhaling with an evening blast?

Thy evenings then will all be past!
 

Thy narrow pride, thy fancied green

(For vanity’s in little seen)   20

All must be left when Death appears,

In spite of wishes, groans, and tears;

Nor one of all thy plants that grow

But Rosemary will with thee go.
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Alison Rutherford Cockburn
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The Flowers of the Forest
 

Alison Rutherford Cockburn (1712–1794)
 

 I’VE seen the smiling

 Of Fortune beguiling;

I’ve felt all its favours, and found its decay;

 Sweet was its blessing,

 Kind its caressing;
  5

But now it is fled — fled far away.
 

 I’ve seen the forest

 Adorned the foremost,

With flowers of the fairest, most pleasant and gay;

 Sae bonnie was their blooming!   10

 Their scent the air perfuming!

But now they are withered and a’ wede away.
 

 I’ve seen the morning

 With gold the hills adorning,

And loud tempest storming before the mid-day.   15

 I’ve seen Tweed’s silver streams,

 Shinning in the sunny beams

Grow drumly and dark as he rowed on his way.
 

 Oh, fickle Fortune!

 Why this cruel sporting?   20

Oh, why still perplex us, poor sons of a day?

 Nae mair your smiles can cheer me,

 Nae mair your frowns can fear me;

For the flowers of the forest are a’ wede away.
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Lament for Flodden
 

Jane Elliot (1727–1805)
 

I’VE heard them lilting at our ewe-milking,

 Lasses a’ lilting before dawn o’ day;

But now they are moaning on ilka green loaning — 

 For the Flowers of the Forest are a’ wede away.
 

At bughts, in the morning, nae blythe lads are scorning,   5

 Lasses are lonely and dowie and wae;

Nae daffin’, nae gabbin’, but sighing and sabbing,

 Ilk ane lifts her leglin and hies her away.
 

In har’st, at the shearing, nae youths now are jeering,

 Bandsters are lyart, and runkled, and gray;   10

At fair or at preaching, nae wooing, nae fleeching — 

 The Flowers of the Forest are a’ wede away.
 

At e’en, in the gloaming, nae younkers are roaming

 ‘Bout stacks wi’ the lasses at bogle to play;

But ilk ane sits drearie, lamenting her dearie — 15

 The Flowers of the Forest are weded away.
 

Dool and wae for the order sent our lads to the Border!

 The English, for ance, by guile wan the day;

The Flowers of the Forest, that fought aye the foremost,

 The prime of our land, are cauld in the clay.   20
 

We’ll hear nae mair lilting at the ewe-milking;

 Women and bairns are heartless and wae;

Sighing and moaning on ilka green loaning — 

 The Flowers of the Forest are a’ wede away.
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A Song to David
 

Christopher Smart (1722–1770)
 

O THOU, that sitt’st upon a throne,

With harp of high, majestic tone,

 To praise the King of kings:

And voice of heaven, ascending, swell,

Which, while its deeper notes excel,   5

 Clear as a clarion rings:
 

To bless each valley, grove, and cost,

And charm the cherubs to the post

 Of gratitude in throngs;

To keep the days on Zion’s Mount,   10

And send the year to his account,

 With dances and with songs:
 

O servant of God’s holiest charge,

The minister of praise at large,

 Which thou mayst now receive;   15

From thy blest mansion hail and hear,

From topmost eminence appear

 To this the wreath I weave.
 

Great, valiant, pious, good, and clean,

Sublime, contemplative, serene,   20

 Strong, constant, pleasant, wise!

Bright effluence of exceeding grace;

Best man! the swiftness and the race,

 The peril and the prize!
 

Great — from the lustre of his crown,   25

From Samuel’s horn, and God’s renown,

 Which is the people’s voice;

For all the host, from rear to van,

Applauded and embraced the man — 

 The man of God’s own choice.   30
 

Valiant — the word, and up he rose;

The fight — he triumphed o’er the foes

 Whom God’s just laws abhor;

And, armed in gallant faith, he took

Against the boaster, from the brook,   35

 The weapons of the war.
 

Pious — magnificent and grand,

’Twas he the famous temple plann’d,

 (The seraph in his soul:)

Foremost to give the Lord his dues,   40

Foremost to bless the welcome news,

 And foremost to condole.
 

Good — from Jehudah’s genuine vein,

From God’s best nature, good in grain,

 His aspect and his heart:   45

To pity, to forgive, to save,

Witness En-gedi’s conscious cave,

 And Shimei’s blunted dart.
 

Clean — if perpetual prayer be pure,

And love, which could itself inure   50

 To fasting and to fear — 

Clean in his gestures, hands, and feet,

To smite the lyre, the dance complete,

 To play the sword and spear.
 

Sublime — invention ever young,   55

Of vast conception, towering tongue,

 To God the eternal theme;

Notes from yon exaltations caught,

Unrivalled royalty of thought,

 O’er meaner strains supreme.   60
 

Contemplative — on God to fix

His musings, and above the six

 The Sabbath-day he blessed;

’Twas then his thoughts self-conquest pruned,

And heavenly melancholy tuned,   65

 To bless and bear the rest.
 

Serene — to sow the seeds of peace,

Remembering, when he watched the fleece,

 How sweetly Kidron purled — 

To further knowledge, silence vice,   70

And plant perpetual paradise,

 When God had calmed the world.
 

Strong — in the Lord, who could defy

Satan, and all his powers that lie

 In sempiternal night;   75

And hell, and horror, and despair

Were as the lion and the bear

 To his undaunted might.
 

Constant — in love to God, the Truth,

Age, manhood, infancy, and youth:   80

 To Jonathan his friend

Constant, beyond the verge of death;

And Ziba, and Mephibosheth,

 His endless fame attend.
 

Pleasant — and various as the year;   85

Man, soul, and angel without peer,

 Priest, champion, sage, and boy;

In armour or in ephod clad,

His pomp, his piety was glad;

 Majestic was his joy.   90
 

Wise — in recovery from his fall,

Whence rose his eminence o’er all,

 Of all the most reviled;

The light of Israel in his ways,

Wise are his precepts, prayer, and praise,   95

 And counsel to his child.
 

His muse, bright angel of his verse,

Gives balm for all the thorns that pierce,

 For all the pangs that rage;

Blest light, still gaining on the gloom,   100

The more than Michal of his bloom,

 The Abishag of his age.
 

He sang of God — the mighty source

Of all things — the stupendous force

 On which all strength depends;   105

From Whose right arm, beneath Whose eyes,

All period, power, and enterprise

 Commences, reigns, and ends.
 

Angels — their ministry and meed,

Which to and fro with blessings speed,   110

 Or with their citterns wait;

Where Michael, with his millions, bows,

Where dwells the seraph and his spouse,

 The cherub and her mate.
 

Of man — the semblance and effect   115

Of God and love — the saint elect

 For infinite applause — 

To rule the land, and briny broad,

To be laborious in his laud,

 And heroes in his cause.   120
 

The world — the clustering spheres He made,

The glorious light, the soothing shade,

 Dale, champaign, grove, and hill;

The multitudinous abyss,

Where Secrecy remains in bliss,   125

 And Wisdom hides her skill.
 

Trees, plants, and flowers — of virtuous root;

Gem yielding blossom, yielding fruit,

 Choice gums and precious balm;

Bless ye the nosegay in the vale,   130

And with the sweetness of the gale

 Enrich the thankful psalm.
 

Of fowl — even every beak and wing

Which cheer the winter, hail the spring,

 That live in peace or prey;   135

They that make music, or that mock,

The quail, the brave domestic cock.

 The raven, swan, and jay.
 

Of fishes — every size and shape,

Which nature frames of light escape,   140

 Devouring man to shun:

The shells are in the wealthy deep,

The shoals upon the surface leap,

 And love the glancing sun.
 

Of beasts — the beaver plods his task;   145

While the sleek tigers roll and bask,

 Nor yet the shades arouse;

Her cave the mining coney scoops;

Where o’er the mead the mountain stoops,

 The kids exult and browse.   150
 

Of gems — their virtue and their price,

Which, hid in earth from man’s device,

 Their darts of lustre sheath;

The jasper of the master’s stamp,

The topaz blazing like a lamp,   155

 Among the mines beneath.
 

Blest was the tenderness he felt,

When to his graceful harp he knelt,

 And did for audience call;

When Satan with his hand he quelled,   160

And in serene suspense he held

 The frantic throes of Saul.
 

His furious foes no more maligned

As he such melody divined,

 And sense and soul detained;   165

Now striking strong, now soothing soft,

He sent the godly sounds aloft,

 Or in delight refrained.
 

When up to heaven his thoughts he piled,

From fervent lips fair Michal smiled,   170

 As blush to blush she stood;

And chose herself the queen, and gave

Her utmost from her heart— ‘so brave,

 And plays his hymns so good.’
 

The pillars of the Lord are seven,   175

Which stand from earth to topmost heaven;

 His Wisdom drew the plan;

His Word accomplished the design,

From brightest gem to deepest mine,

 From CHRIST enthroned to Man.   180
 

Alpha, the cause of causes, first

In station, fountain, whence the burst

 Of light and blaze of day;

Whence bold attempt, and brave advance,

Have motion, life, and ordinance,   185

 And heaven itself its stay.
 

Gamma supports the glorious arch

On which angelic legions march,

 And is with sapphires paved;

Thence the fleet clouds are sent adrift,   190

And thence the painted folds that lift

 The crimson veil, are waved.
 

Eta with living sculpture breathes,

With verdant carvings, flowery wreathes,

 Of never-wasting bloom;   195

In strong relief his goodly base

All instruments of labour grace,

 The trowel, spade, and loom.
 

Next Theta stands to the supreme — 

Who formed in number, sign, and scheme,   200

 The illustrious lights that are;

And one addressed his saffron robe,

And one, clad in a silver globe,

 Held rule with every star.
 

Iota’s tuned to choral hymns   205

Of those that fly, while he that swims

 In thankful safety lurks;

And foot, and chapiter, and niche,

The various histories enrich

 Of God’s recorded works.   210
 

Sigma presents the social droves

With him that solitary roves,

 And man of all the chief;

Fair on whose face, and stately frame,

Did God impress His hallowed name,   215

 For ocular belief.
 

Omega! greatest and the best,

Stands sacred to the day of rest,

 For gratitude and thought;

Which blessed the world upon his pole,   220

And gave the universe his goal,

 And closed the infernal draught.
 

O David, scholar of the Lord!

Such is thy science, whence reward,

 And infinite degree;   225

O strength, O sweetness, lasting ripe!

God’s harp thy symbol, and thy type

 The lion and the bee!
 

There is but One who ne’er rebelled,

But One by passion unimpelled,   230

 By pleasures unenticed;

He from himself hath semblance sent,

Grand object of his own content,

 And saw the God in Christ.
 

Tell them, I AM, Jehovah said   235

To Moses; while earth heard in dread,

 And, smitten to the heart,

At once above, beneath, around,

All Nature, without voice or sound,

 Replied, ‘O Lord, THOU ART.’   240
 

Thou art — to give and to confirm,

For each his talent and his term;

 All flesh thy bounties share:

Thou shalt not call thy brother fool:

The porches of the Christian school   245

 Are meekness, peace, and prayer.
 

Open and naked of offence,

Man’s made of mercy, soul, and sense:

 God armed the snail and wilk;

Be good to him that pulls thy plough;   250

Due food and care, due rest allow

 For her that yields thee milk.
 

Rise up before the hoary head,

And God’s benign commandment dread,

 Which says thou shalt not die:   255

‘Not as I will, but as Thou wilt,’

Prayed He, whose conscience knew no guilt;

 With Whose blessed pattern vie.
 

Use all thy passions! love is thine,

And joy and jealousy divine;   260

 Thine hope’s eternal fort,

And care thy leisure to disturb,

With fear concupiscence to curb,

 And rapture to transport.
 

Act simply, as occasion asks;   265

Put mellow wine in seasoned casks;

 Till not with ass and bull:

Remember thy baptismal bond;

Keep thy commixtures foul and fond,

 Nor work thy flax with wool.   270
 

Distribute; pay the Lord His tithe,

And make the widow’s heart-strings blithe;

 Resort with those that weep:

As you from all and each expect,

For all and each thy love direct,   275

 And render as you reap.
 

The slander and its bearer spurn,

And propagating praise sojourn

 To make thy welcome last;

Turn from old Adam to the New:   280

By hope futurity pursue:

 Look upwards to the past.
 

Control thine eye, salute success,

Honour the wiser, happier bless,

 And for their neighbour feel;   285

Grutch not of mammon and his leaven,

Work emulation up to heaven

 By knowledge and by zeal.
 

O David, highest in the list

Of worthies, on God’s ways insist,   290

 The genuine word repeat!

Vain are the documents of men,

And vain the flourish of the pen

 That keeps the fool’s conceit.
 

Praise above all — for praise prevails;
  295

Heap up the measure, load the scales,

 And good to goodness add:

The generous soul her Saviour aids,

But peevish obloquy degrades;

 The Lord is great and glad.   300
 

For Adoration all the ranks

Of Angels yield eternal thanks,

 And David in the midst:

With God’s good poor, which, last and least

In man’s esteem, Thou to Thy feast,   305

 O Blessed Bridegroom, bidst.
 

For Adoration seasons change,

And order, truth, and beauty range,

 Adjust, attract, and fill:

The grass the polyanthus checks;   310

And polished porphyry reflects,

 By the descending rill.
 

Rich almonds colour to the prime

For Adoration; tendrils climb,

 And fruit-trees pledge their gems;   315

And Ivis, with her gorgeous vest,

Builds for her eggs her cunning nest,

 And bell-flowers bow their stems.
 

With vinous syrup cedars spout;

From rocks pure honey gushing out,   320

 For Adoration springs:

All scenes of painting crowd the map

Of nature; to the mermaid’s pap

 The scalèd infant clings.
 

The spotted ounce and playsome cubs   325

Run rustling ‘mong the flowering shrubs.

 And lizards feed the moss;

For Adoration beasts embark,

While waves upholding halcyon’s ark

 No longer roar and toss.   330
 

While Israel sits beneath his fig,

With coral root and amber sprig

 The weaned adventurer sports;

Where to the palm the jasmine cleaves,

For Adoration ‘mong the leaves   335

 The gale his peace reports.
 

Increasing days their reign exalt,

Nor in the pink and mottled vault

 The opposing spirits tilt;

And by the coasting reader spied,   340

The silverlings and crusions glide

 For Adoration gilt.
 

For Adoration ripening canes,

And cocoa’s purest milk detains

 The western pilgrim’s staff;   345

Where rain in clasping boughs enclosed,

And vines with oranges disposed,

 Embower the social laugh.
 

Now labour his reward receives,

For Adoration counts his sheaves,   350

 To peace, her bounteous prince;

The nect’rine his strong tint imbibes,

And apples of ten thousand tribes,

 And quick peculiar quince.
 

The wealthy crops of whitening rice   355

‘Mongst thyine woods and groves of spice,

 For Adoration grow;

And, marshalled in the fencèd land,

The peaches and pomegranates stand,

 Where wild carnations blow.   360
 

The laurels with the winter strive;

The crocus burnishes alive

 Upon the snow-clad earth;

For Adoration myrtles stay

To keep the garden from dismay,   365

 And bless the sight from dearth.
 

The pheasant shows his pompous neck;

And ermine, jealous of a speck,

 With fear eludes offence:

The sable, with his glossy pride,   370

For Adoration is described,

 Where frosts the waves condense.
 

The cheerful holly, pensive yew,

And holy thorn, their trim renew;

 The squirrel hoards his nuts;   375

All creatures batten o’er their stores,

And careful nature all her doors

 For Adoration shuts.
 

For Adoration, David’s Psalms,

Lift up the heart to deeds of alms;   380

 And he, who kneels and chants,

Prevails his passions to control,

Finds meat and medicine to the soul,

 Which for translation pants.
 

For Adoration, beyond match,   385

The scholar bullfinch aims to catch

 The soft flute’s ivory touch:

And, careless, on the hazel spray

The daring redbreast keeps at bay

 The damsel’s greedy clutch.   390
 

For Adoration, in the skies,

The Lord’s philosopher espies

 The dog, the ram, and rose;

The planets’ ring, Orion’s sword;

Nor is his greatness less adored   395

 In the vile worm that glows.
 

For Adoration, on the strings

The western breezes work their wings,

 The captive ear to soothe — 

Hark!’tis a voice — how still, and small — 400

That makes the cataracts to fall,

 Or bids the sea be smooth!
 

For Adoration, incense comes

From bezoar, and Arabian gums,

 And from the civet’s fur:   405

But as for prayer, or e’er it faints,

Far better is the breath of saints

 Than galbanum or myrrh.
 

For Adoration, from the down

Of damsons to the anana’s crown,   410

 God sends to tempt the taste;

And while the luscious zest invites

The sense, that in the scene delights,

 Commands desire be chaste.
 

For Adoration, all the paths   415

Of grace are open, all the baths

 Of purity refresh;

And all the rays of glory beam

To deck the man of God’s esteem

 Who triumphs o’er the flesh.   420
 

For Adoration, in the dome

Of CHRIST, the sparrows find a home;

 And on his olives perch:

The swallow also dwells with thee

O Man of GOD’S humility,   425

 Within his Saviour’s Church.
 

Sweet is the dew that falls betimes,

And drops upon the leafy limes;

 Sweet, Hermon’s fragrant air:

Sweet is the lily’s silver bell,   430

And sweet the wakeful tapers’ smell

 That watch for early prayer.
 

Sweet the young nurse, with love intense,

Which smiles o’er sleeping innocence;

 Sweet when the lost arrive:   435

Sweet the musician’s ardour beats,

While his vague mind’s in quest of sweets

 The choicest flowers to hive.
 

Sweeter, in all the strains of love,

The language of thy turtle-dove,   440

 Paired to thy swelling chord;

Sweeter, with every grace endued,

The glory of thy gratitude.

 Respired unto the Lord.
 

Strong is the horse upon his speed;   445

Strong in pursuit the rapid glede,

 Which makes at once his game:

Strong the tall ostrich on the ground;

Strong through the turbulent profound

 Shoots Xiphias to his aim.   450
 

Strong is the lion — like a coal

His eyeball — like a bastion’s mole

 His chest against the foes:

Strong the gier-eagle on his sail,

Strong against tide the enormous whale   455

 Emerges as he goes.
 

But stronger still in earth and air,

And in the sea, the man of prayer,

 And far beneath the tide:

And in the seat to faith assigned,   460

Where ask is have, where seek is find,

 Where knock is open wide.
 

Beauteous the fleet before the gale;

Beauteous the multitudes in mail,

 Ranked arms, and crested heads;   465

Beauteous the garden’s umbrage mild

Walk, water, meditated wild,

 And all the bloomy beds.
 

Beauteous the moon full on the lawn;

And beauteous when the veil’s withdrawn,   470

 The virgin to her spouse:

Beauteous the temple, decked and filled,

When to the heaven of heavens they build

 Their heart-directed vows.
 

Beauteous, yea beauteous more than these,   475

The Shepherd King upon his knees,

 For his momentous trust;

With wish of infinite conceit,

For man, beast, mute, the small and great,

 And prostrate dust to dust.   480
 

Precious the bounteous widow’s mite;

And precious, for extreme delight,

 The largess from the churl:

Precious the ruby’s blushing blaze,

And alba’s blest imperial rays,   485

 And pure cerulean pearl.
 

Precious the penitential tear;

And precious is the sigh sincere;

 Acceptable to God:

And precious are the winning flowers,   490

In gladsome Israel’s feast of bowers,

 Bound on the hallowed sod.
 

More precious that diviner part

Of David, even the Lord’s own heart

 Great, beautiful, and new;   495

In all things where it was intent,

In all extremes, in each event,

 Proof — answering true to true.
 

Glorious the sun in mid career;

Glorious the assembled fires appear;   500

 Glorious the comet’s train:

Glorious the trumpet and alarm;

Glorious the Almighty’s stretched-out arm;

 Glorious the enraptured main:
 

Glorious the northern lights a-stream;   505

Glorious the song, when God’s the theme;

 Glorious the thunder’s roar:

Glorious Hosannah from the den;

Glorious the catholic Amen;

 Glorious the martyr’s gore:   510
 

Glorious, — more glorious, — is the crown

Of Him that brought salvation down,

 By meekness called Thy Son;

Thou that stupendous truth believed; — 

And now the matchless deed’s achieved,   515

 Determined, Dared, and Done.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








John Logan
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








The Braes of Yarrow
 

John Logan (1748–1788)
 

THY braes were bonny, Yarrow stream,

When first on them I met my lover;

Thy braes how dreary, Yarrow stream,

When now thy waves his body cover!

For ever now, O Yarrow stream!   5

Thou art to me a stream of sorrow;

For never on thy banks shall I

Behold my Love, the flower of Yarrow.
 

He promised me a milk-white steed

To bear me to his father’s bowers;   10

He promised me a little page

To squire me to his father’s towers;

He promised me a wedding-ring, — 

Now he is wedded to his grave,

Alas, his watery grave, in Yarrow!   15
 

Sweet were his words when last we met;

My passion I as freely told him;

Clasp’d in his arms, I little thought

That I should never more behold him!

Scarce was he gone, I saw his ghost;   20

It vanish’d with a shriek of sorrow;

Thrice did the water-wraith ascend,

And gave a doleful groan thro’ Yarrow.
 

His mother from the window look’d

With all the longing of a mother;   25

His little sister weeping walk’d

The green-wood path to meet her brother;

They sought him east, they sought him west,

They sought him all the forest thorough;

They only saw the cloud of night,   30

They only heard the roar of Yarrow.
 

No longer from thy window look — 

Thou hast no son, thou tender mother!

No longer walk, thou lovely maid;

Alas, thou hast no more a brother!   35

No longer seek him east or west

And search no more the forest thorough;

For, wandering in the night so dark,

He fell a lifeless corpse in Yarrow.
 

The tear shall never leave my cheek,   40

No other youth shall be my marrow — 

I’ll seek thy body in the stream,

 — The tear did never leave her cheek,

No other youth became her marrow;

She found his body in the stream,   45

And now with him she sleeps in Yarrow.
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Beachy Head.
 

Charlotte Smith (1749–1806)
 

ON thy stupendous summit, rock sublime!
 That o’er the channel rear’d, half way at sea
 The mariner at early morning hails,
 I would recline; while Fancy should go forth,
 And represent the strange and awful hour
 Of vast concussion; when the Omnipotent
 Stretch’d forth his arm, and rent the solid hills,
 Bidding the impetuous main flood rush between
 The rifted shores, and from the continent
 Eternally divided this green isle.
 Imperial lord of the high southern coast!
 From thy projecting head-land I would mark
 Far in the east the shades of night disperse,
 Melting and thinned, as from the dark blue wave
 Emerging, brilliant rays of arrowy light
 Dart from the horizon; when the glorious sun
 Just lifts above it his resplendent orb.
 Advances now, with feathery silver touched,
 The rippling tide of flood; glisten the sands,
 While, inmates of the chalky clefts that scar
 Thy sides precipitous, with shrill harsh cry,
 Their white wings glancing in the level beam,
 The terns, and gulls, and tarrocks, seek their food,
 And thy rough hollows echo to the voice
 Of the gray choughs, and ever restless daws,
 With clamour, not unlike the chiding hounds,
 While the lone shepherd, and his baying dog,
 Drive to thy turfy crest his bleating flock.
 

The high meridian of the day is past,
 And Ocean now, reflecting the calm Heaven,
 Is of cerulean hue; and murmurs low
 The tide of ebb, upon the level sands.
 The sloop, her angular canvas shifting still,
 Catches the light and variable airs
 That but a little crisp the summer sea.
 Dimpling its tranquil surface.
 

Afar off,
 And just emerging from the arch immense
 Where seem to part the elements, a fleet
 Of fishing vessels stretch their lesser sails;
 While more remote, and like a dubious spot
 Just hanging in the horizon, laden deep,
 The ship of commerce richly freighted, makes
 Her slower progress, on her distant voyage,
 Bound to the orient climates, where the sun
 Matures the spice within its odorous shell,
 And, rivalling the gray worm’s filmy toil,
 Bursts from its pod the vegetable down;
 Which in long turban’d wreaths, from torrid heat
 Defends the brows of Asia’s countless casts.
 There the Earth hides within her glowing breast
 The beamy adamant, and the round pearl
 Enchased in rugged covering; which the slave,
 With perilous and breathless toil, tears off
 From the rough sea-rock, deep beneath the waves.
 These are the toys of Nature; and her sport
 Of little estimate in Reason’s eye:
 And they who reason, with abhorrence see
 Man, for such gaudes and baubles, violate
 The sacred freedom of his fellow man — 
 Erroneous estimate! As Heaven’s pure air,
 Fresh as it blows on this aërial height,
 Or sound of seas upon the stony strand,
 Or inland, the gay harmony of birds,
 And winds that wander in the leafy woods;
 Are to the unadulterate taste more worth
 Than the elaborate harmony, brought out
 From fretted stop, or modulated airs
 Of vocal science. — So the brightest gems,
 Glancing resplendent on the regal crown,
 Or trembling in the high born beauty’s ear,
 Are poor and paltry, to the lovely light
 Of the fair star, that as the day declines,
 Attendant on her queen, the crescent moon,
 Bathes her bright tresses in the eastern wave.
 For now the sun is verging to the sea,
 And as he westward sinks, the floating clouds
 Suspended, move upon the evening gale,
 And gathering round his orb, as if to shade
 The insufferable brightness, they resign
 Their gauzy whiteness; and more warm’d, assume
 All hues of purple.  There, transparent gold
 Mingles with ruby tints, and sapphire gleams,
 And colours, such as Nature through her works
 Shews only in the ethereal canopy.
 Thither aspiring Fancy fondly soars,
 Wandering sublime thro’ visionary vales,
 Where bright pavilions rise, and trophies, fann’d
 By airs celestial; and adorn’d with wreaths
 Of flowers that bloom amid elysian bowers.
 Now bright, and brighter still the colours glow,
 Till half the lustrous orb within the flood
 Seems to retire: the flood reflecting still
 Its splendor, and in mimic glory drest;
 Till the last ray shot upward, fires the clouds
 With blazing crimson; then in paler light,
 Long lines of tenderer radiance, lingering yield
 To partial darkness; and on the opposing side
 The early moon distinctly rising, throws
 Her pearly brilliance on the trembling tide.
 

The fishermen, who at set seasons pass
 Many a league off at sea their toiling night,
 Now hail their comrades, from their daily task
 Returning; and make ready for their own,
 With the night tide commencing: — The night tide
 Bears a dark vessel on, whose hull and sails
 Mark her a coaster from the north.  Her keel
 Now ploughs the sand; and sidelong now she leans,
 While with loud clamours her athletic crew
 Unload her; and resounds the busy hum
 Along the wave-worn rocks.  Yet more remote,
 Where the rough cliff hangs beetling o’er its base,
 All breathes repose; the water’s rippling sound
 Scarce heard; but now and then the sea-snipe’s cry
 Just tells that something living is abroad;
 And sometimes crossing on the moonbright line,
 Glimmers the skiff, faintly discern’d awhile,
 Then lost in shadow.
 

Contemplation here,
 High on her throne of rock, aloof may sit,
 And bid recording Memory unfold
 Her scroll voluminous — bid her retrace
 The period, when from Neustria’s hostile shore
 The Norman launch’d his galleys, and the bay
 O’er which that mass of ruin frowns even now
 In vain and sullen menace, then received
 The new invaders; a proud martial race,
 Of Scandinavia the undaunted sons,
 Whom Dogon, Fier-a-bras, and Humfroi led
 To conquest: while Trinacria to their power
 Yielded her wheaten garland; and when thou,
 Parthenope! within thy fertile bay
 Receiv’d the victors — 
 

In the mailed ranks
 Of Normans landing on the British coast
 Rode Taillefer; and with astounding voice
 Thunder’d the war song daring Roland sang
 First in the fierce contention: vainly brave,
 One not inglorious struggle England made — 
 But failing, saw the Saxon heptarchy
 Finish for ever. — Then the holy pile,
 Yet seen upon the field of conquest, rose,
 Where to appease heaven’s wrath for so much blood,
 The conqueror bade unceasing prayers ascend,
 And requiems for the slayers and the slain.
 But let not modern Gallia form from hence
 Presumptuous hopes, that ever thou again,
 Queen of the isles! shalt crouch to foreign arms.
 The enervate sons of Italy may yield;
 And the Iberian, all his trophies torn
 And wrapp’d in Superstition’s monkish weed,
 May shelter his abasement, and put on
 Degrading fetters.   Never, never thou!
 Imperial mistress of the obedient sea;
 But thou, in thy integrity secure,
 Shalt now undaunted meet a world in arms.
 

England! ’twas where this promontory rears
 Its rugged brow above the channel wave,
 Parting the hostile nations, that thy fame,
 Thy naval fame was tarnish’d, at what time
 Thou, leagued with the Batavian, gavest to France
 One day of triumph — triumph the more loud,
 Because even then so rare.  Oh! well redeem’d,
 Since, by a series of illustrious men,
 Such as no other country ever rear’d,
 To vindicate her cause.  It is a list
 Which, as Fame echoes it, blanches the cheek
 Of bold Ambition; while the despot feels
 The extorted sceptre tremble in his grasp.
 

From even the proudest roll by glory fill’d,
 How gladly the reflecting mind returns
 To simple scenes of peace and industry,
 Where, bosom’d in some valley of the hills
 Stands the lone farm; its gate with tawny ricks
 Surrounded, and with granaries and sheds,
 Roof’d with green mosses, and by elms and ash
 Partially shaded; and not far remov’d
 The hut of sea-flints built; the humble home
 Of one, who sometimes watches on the heights,
 When hid in the cold mist of passing clouds,
 The flock, with dripping fleeces, are dispers’d
 O’er the wide down; then from some ridged point
 That overlooks the sea, his eager eye
 Watches the bark that for his signal waits
 To land its merchandize: — Quitting for this
 Clandestine traffic his more honest toil,
 The crook abandoning, he braves himself
 The heaviest snow-storm of December’s night,
 When with conflicting winds the ocean raves,
 And on the tossing boat, unfearing mounts
 To meet the partners of the perilous trade,
 And share their hazard.  Well it were for him,
 If no such commerce of destruction known,
 He were content with what the earth affords
 To human labour; even where she seems
 Reluctant most.   More happy is the hind,
 Who, with his own hands rears on some black moor,
 Or turbary, his independent hut
 Cover’d with heather, whence the slow white smoke
 Of smouldering peat arises —— A few sheep,
 His best possession, with his children share
 The rugged shed when wintry tempests blow;
 But, when with Spring’s return the green blades rise
 Amid the russet heath, the household live
 Joint tenants of the waste throughout the day,
 And often, from her nest, among the swamps,
 Where the gemm’d sun-dew grows, or fring’d buck-bean,
 They scare the plover, that with plaintive cries
 Flutters, as sorely wounded, down the wind.
 Rude, and but just remov’d from savage life
 Is the rough dweller among scenes like these,
 “Scenes all unlike the poet’s fabling dreams
 Describing Arcady” — But he is free;
 The dread that follows on illegal acts
 He never feels; and his industrious mate
 Shares in his labour.  Where the brook is traced
 By crouding osiers, and the black coot hides
 Among the plashy reeds, her diving brood,
 The matron wades; gathering the long green rush
 That well prepar’d hereafter lends its light
 To her poor cottage, dark and cheerless else
 Thro’ the drear hours of Winter.  Otherwhile
 She leads her infant group where charlock grows
 “Unprofitably gay,” or to the fields,
 Where congregate the linnet and the finch,
 That on the thistles, so profusely spread,
 Feast in the desert; the poor family
 Early resort, extirpating with care
 These, and the gaudier mischief of the ground;
 Then flames the high rais’d heap; seen afar off
 Like hostile war-fires flashing to the sky.
 Another task is theirs: On fields that shew
 As angry Heaven had rain’d sterility,
 Stony and cold, and hostile to the plough,
 Where clamouring loud, the evening curlew runs
 And drops her spotted eggs among the flints;
 The mother and the children pile the stones
 In rugged pyramids; — and all this toil
 They patiently encounter; well content
 On their flock bed to slumber undisturb’d
 Beneath the smoky roof they call their own.
 Oh! little knows the sturdy hind, who stands
 Gazing, with looks where envy and contempt
 Are often strangely mingled, on the car
 Where prosperous Fortune sits; what secret care
 Or sick satiety is often hid,
 Beneath the splendid outside: He knows not
 How frequently the child of Luxury
 Enjoying nothing, flies from place to place
 In chase of pleasure that eludes his grasp;
 And that content is e’en less found by him,
 Than by the labourer, whose pick-axe smooths
 The road before his chariot; and who doffs
 What was an hat; and as the train pass on,
 Thinks how one day’s expenditure, like this,
 Would cheer him for long months, when to his toil
 The frozen earth closes her marble breast.
 

Ah! who is happy?  Happiness! a word
 That like false fire, from marsh effluvia born,
 Misleads the wanderer, destin’d to contend
 In the world’s wilderness, with want or woe — 
 Yet they are happy, who have never ask’d
 What good or evil means.  The boy
 That on the river’s margin gaily plays,
 Has heard that Death is there — He knows not Death,
 And therefore fears it not; and venturing in
 He gains a bullrush, or a minnow — then,
 At certain peril, for a worthless prize,
 A crow’s, or raven’s nest, he climbs the boll,
 Of some tall pine; and of his prowess proud,
 Is for a moment happy.  Are your cares,
 Ye who despise him, never worse applied?
 The village girl is happy, who sets forth
 To distant fair, gay in her Sunday suit,
 With cherry colour’d knots, and flourish’d shawl,
 And bonnet newly purchas’d.  So is he
 Her little brother, who his mimic drum
 Beats, till he drowns her rural lovers’ oaths
 Of constant faith, and still increasing love;
 Ah! yet a while, and half those oaths believ’d,
 Her happiness is vanish’d; and the boy
 While yet a stripling, finds the sound he lov’d
 Has led him on, till he has given up
 His freedom, and his happiness together.
 

I once was happy, when while yet a child,
 I learn’d to love these upland solitudes,
 And, when elastic as the mountain air,
 To my light spirit, care was yet unknown
 And evil unforeseen: — Early it came,
 And childhood scarcely passed, I was condemned,
 A guiltless exile, silently to sigh,
 While Memory, with faithful pencil, drew
 The contrast; and regretting, I compar’d
 With the polluted smoky atmosphere
 And dark and stifling streets, the southern hills
 That to the setting Sun, their graceful heads
 Rearing, o’erlook the frith, where Vecta breaks
 With her white rocks, the strong impetuous tide,
 When western winds the vast Atlantic urge
 To thunder on the coast — Haunts of my youth!
 

Scenes of fond day dreams, I behold ye yet!
 Where ’twas so pleasant by thy northern slopes
 To climb the winding sheep-path, aided oft
 By scatter’d thorns: whose spiny branches bore
 Small woolly tufts, spoils of the vagrant lamb
 There seeking shelter from the noon-day sun;
 And pleasant, seated on the short soft turf,
 To look beneath upon the hollow way
 While heavily upward mov’d the labouring wain,
 And stalking slowly by, the sturdy hind
 To ease his panting team, stopp’d with a stone
 The grating wheel.
 

Advancing higher still
 The prospect widens, and the village church
 But little, o’er the lowly roofs around
 Rears its gray belfry, and its simple vane;
 Those lowly roofs of thatch are half conceal’d
 By the rude arms of trees, lovely in spring,
 When on each bough, the rosy-tinctur’d bloom
 Sits thick, and promises autumnal plenty.
 For even those orchards round the Norman farms,
 Which, as their owners mark the promis’d fruit,
 Console them for the vineyards of the south,
 Surpass not these.
 

Where woods of ash, and beech,
 And partial copses, fringe the green hill foot,
 The upland shepherd rears his modest home,
 There wanders by, a little nameless stream
 That from the hill wells forth, bright now and clear,
 Or after rain with chalky mixture gray,
 But still refreshing in its shallow course,
 The cottage garden; most for use design’d,
 Yet not of beauty destitute.  The vine
 Mantles the little casement; yet the briar
 Drops fragrant dew among the July flowers;
 And pansies rayed, and freak’d and mottled pinks
 Grow among balm, and rosemary and rue:
 There honeysuckles flaunt, and roses blow
 Almost uncultured: Some with dark green leaves
 Contrast their flowers of pure unsullied white;
 Others, like velvet robes of regal state
 Of richest crimson, while in thorny moss
 Enshrined and cradled, the most lovely, wear
 The hues of youthful beauty’s glowing cheek. — 
 With fond regret I recollect e’en now
 In Spring and Summer, what delight I felt
 Among these cottage gardens, and how much
 Such artless nosegays, knotted with a rush
 By village housewife or her ruddy maid,
 Were welcome to me; soon and simply pleas’d.
 

An early worshipper at Nature’s shrine;
 I loved her rudest scenes — warrens, and heaths,
 And yellow commons, and birch-shaded hollows,
 And hedge rows, bordering unfrequented lanes
 Bowered with wild roses, and the clasping woodbine
 Where purple tassels of the tangling vetch
 With bittersweet, and bryony inweave,
 And the dew fills the silver bindweed’s cups — 
 I loved to trace the brooks whose humid banks
 Nourish the harebell, and the freckled pagil;
 And stroll among o’ershadowing woods of beech,
 Lending in Summer, from the heats of noon
 A whispering shade; while haply there reclines
 Some pensive lover of uncultur’d flowers,
 Who, from the tumps with bright green mosses clad,
 Plucks the wood sorrel, with its light thin leaves,
 Heart-shaped, and triply folded; and its root
 Creeping like beaded coral; or who there
 Gathers, the copse’s pride, anémones,
 With rays like golden studs on ivory laid
 Most delicate: but touch’d with purple clouds,
 Fit crown for April’s fair but changeful brow.
 

Ah! hills so early loved! in fancy still
 I breathe your pure keen air; and still behold
 Those widely spreading views, mocking alike
 The Poet and the Painter’s utmost art.
 

And still, observing objects more minute,
 Wondering remark the strange and foreign forms
 Of sea-shells; with the pale calcareous soil
 Mingled, and seeming of resembling substance.
 Tho’ surely the blue Ocean “from the heights
 Where the downs westward trend, but dimly seen”
 Here never roll’d its surge.  Does Nature then
 Mimic, in wanton mood, fantastic shapes
 Of bivalves, and inwreathed volutes, that cling
 To the dark sea-rock of the wat’ry world?
 Or did this range of chalky mountains, once
 Form a vast bason, where the Ocean waves
 Swell’d fathomless? What time these fossil shells,
 Buoy’d on their native element, were thrown
 Among the imbedding calx: when the huge hill
 Its giant bulk heaved, and in strange ferment
 Grew up a guardian barrier, ‘twixt the sea
 And the green level of the sylvan weald.
 

Ah! very vain is Science’ proudest boast,
 And but a little light its flame yet lends
 To its most ardent votaries; since from whence
 These fossil forms are seen, is but conjecture,
 Food for vague theories, or vain dispute,
 While to his daily task the peasant goes,
 Unheeding such inquiry; with no care
 But that the kindly change of sun and shower,
 Fit for his toil the earth he cultivates.
 As little recks the herdsman of the hill,
 Who on some turfy knoll, idly reclined,
 Watches his wether flock; that deep beneath
 Rest the remains of men, of whom is left
 No traces in the records of mankind,
 Save what these half obliterated mounds
 And half fill’d trenches doubtfully impart
 To some lone antiquary; who on times remote,
 Since which two thousand years have roll’d away,
 Loves to contemplate.  He perhaps may trace,
 Or fancy he can trace, the oblong square
 Where the mail’d legions, under Claudius, rear’d,
 The rampire, or excavated fossé delved;
 What time the huge unwieldy Elephant
 Auxiliary reluctant, hither led,
 From Afric’s forest glooms and tawny sands,
 First felt the Northern blast, and his vast frame
 Sunk useless; whence in after ages found,
 The wondering hinds, on those enormous bones
 Gaz’d; and in giants dwelling on the hills
 Believed and marvell’d — 
 

Hither, Ambition, come!
 Come and behold the nothingness of all
 For which you carry thro’ the oppressed Earth,
 War, and its train of horrors — see where tread
 The innumerous hoofs of flocks above the works
 By which the warrior sought to register
 His glory, and immortalize his name — 
 The pirate Dane, who from his circular camp
 Bore in destructive robbery, fire and sword
 Down thro’ the vale, sleeps unremember’d here;
 And here, beneath the green sward, rests alike
 The savage native, who his acorn meal
 Shar’d with the herds, that ranged the pathless woods;
 And the centurion, who on these wide hills
 Encamping, planted the Imperial Eagle.
 All, with the lapse of Time, have passed away,
 Even as the clouds, with dark and dragon shapes,
 Or like vast promontories crown’d with towers,
 Cast their broad shadows on the downs: then sail
 Far to the northward, and their transient gloom
 Is soon forgotten.
 

But from thoughts like these,
 By human crimes suggested, let us turn
 To where a more attractive study courts
 The wanderer of the hills; while shepherd girls
 Will from among the fescue bring him flowers,
 Of wonderous mockery; some resembling bees
 In velvet vest, intent on their sweet toil,
 While others mimic flies, that lightly sport
 In the green shade, or float along the pool,
 But here seem perch’d upon the slender stalk,
 And gathering honey dew.  While in the breeze
 That wafts the thistle’s plumed seed along,
 Blue bells wave tremulous.   The mountain thyme
 Purples the hassock of the heaving mole,
 And the short turf is gay with tormentil,
 And bird’s foot trefoil, and the lesser tribes
 Of hawkweed; spangling it with fringed stars. — 
 Near where a richer tract of cultur’d land
 Slopes to the south; and burnished by the sun,
 Bend in the gale of August, floods of corn;
 The guardian of the flock, with watchful care,
 Repels by voice and dog the encroaching sheep — 
 While his boy visits every wired trap
 That scars the turf; and from the pit-falls takes
 The timid migrants, who from distant wilds,
 Warrens, and stone quarries, are destined thus
 To lose their short existence.  But unsought
 By Luxury yet, the Shepherd still protects
 The social bird, who from his native haunts
 Of willowy current, or the rushy pool,
 Follows the fleecy croud, and flirts and skims,
 In fellowship among them.
 

Where the knoll
 More elevated takes the changeful winds,
 The windmill rears its vanes; and thitherward
 With his white load, the master travelling,
 Scares the rooks rising slow on whispering wings,
 While o’er his head, before the summer sun
 Lights up the blue expanse, heard more than seen,
 The lark sings matins; and above the clouds
 Floating, embathes his spotted breast in dew.
 

Beneath the shadow of a gnarled thorn,
 Bent by the sea blast, from a seat of turf
 With fairy nosegays strewn, how wide the view!
 Till in the distant north it melts away,
 And mingles indiscriminate with clouds:
 But if the eye could reach so far, the mart
 Of England’s capital, its domes and spires
 Might be perceived — Yet hence the distant range
 Of Kentish hills, appear in purple haze;
 And nearer, undulate the wooded heights,
 And airy summits, that above the mole
 Rise in green beauty; and the beacon’d ridge
 Of Black-down shagg’d with heath, and swelling rude
 Like a dark island from the vale; its brow
 Catching the last rays of the evening sun
 That gleam between the nearer park’s old oaks,
 Then lighten up the river, and make prominent
 The portal, and the ruin’d battlements
 Of that dismantled fortress; rais’d what time

  The Conqueror’s successors fiercely fought,
 Tearing with civil feuds the desolate land.
 But now a tiller of the soil dwells there,
 And of the turret’s loop’d and rafter’d halls
 Has made an humbler homestead — Where he sees,
 Instead of armed foemen, herds that graze
 Along his yellow meadows; or his flocks
 At evening from the upland driv’n to fold — 
 

In such a castellated mansion once
 A stranger chose his home; and where hard by
 In rude disorder fallen, and hid with brushwood
 Lay fragments gray of towers and buttresses,
 Among the ruins, often he would muse — 
 His rustic meal soon ended, he was wont
 To wander forth, listening the evening sounds
 Of rushing milldam, or the distant team,
 Or night-jar, chasing fern-flies: the tir’d hind
 Pass’d him at nightfall, wondering he should sit
 On the hill top so late: they from the coast
 Who sought bye paths with their clandestine load,
 Saw with suspicious doubt, the lonely man
 Cross on their way: but village maidens thought
 His senses injur’d; and with pity say
 That he, poor youth! must have been cross’d in love — 
 For often, stretch’d upon the mountain turf
 With folded arms, and eyes intently fix’d
 Where ancient elms and firs obscured a grange,
 Some little space within the vale below,
 They heard him, as complaining of his fate,
 And to the murmuring wind, of cold neglect
 And baffled hope he told. — The peasant girls
 These plaintive sounds remember, and even now
 Among them may be heard the stranger’s songs.
 

 Were I a Shepherd on the hill

     And ever as the mists withdrew

  Could see the willows of the rill

  Shading the footway to the mill

     Where once I walk’d with you — 
 

 And as away Night’s shadows sail,

     And sounds of birds and brooks arise,

  Believe, that from the woody vale

  I hear your voice upon the gale

     In soothing melodies;
 

 And viewing from the Alpine height,

     The prospect dress’d in hues of air,

  Could say, while transient colours bright

  Touch’d the fair scene with dewy light,

     ’Tis, that her eyes are there!
 

 I think, I could endure my lot

     And linger on a few short years,

  And then, by all but you forgot,

  Sleep, where the turf that clothes the spot

     May claim some pitying tears.
 

 For ’tis not easy to forget

     One, who thro’ life has lov’d you still,

  And you, however late, might yet

  With sighs to Memory giv’n, regret

     The Shepherd of the Hill.
 

Yet otherwhile it seem’d as if young Hope
 Her flattering pencil gave to Fancy’s hand,
 And in his wanderings, rear’d to sooth his soul
 Ideal bowers of pleasure — Then, of Solitude
 And of his hermit life, still more enamour’d,
 His home was in the forest; and wild fruits
 And bread sustain’d him.  There in early spring
 The Barkmen found him, e’er the sun arose;
 There at their daily toil, the Wedgecutters
 Beheld him thro’ the distant thicket move.
 The shaggy dog following the truffle hunter,
 Bark’d at the loiterer; and perchance at night
 Belated villagers from fair or wake,
 While the fresh night-wind let the moonbeams in
 Between the swaying boughs, just saw him pass,
 And then in silence, gliding like a ghost
 He vanish’d! Lost among the deepening gloom. — 
 But near one ancient tree, whose wreathed roots
 Form’d a rude couch, love-songs and scatter’d rhymes,
 Unfinish’d sentences, or half erased,
 And rhapsodies like this, were sometimes found — 
 

 Let us to woodland wilds repair

     While yet the glittering night-dews seem

  To wait the freshly-breathing air,

     Precursive of the morning beam,

  That rising with advancing day,

  Scatters the silver drops away.
 

 An elm, uprooted by the storm,

     The trunk with mosses gray and green,

  Shall make for us a rustic form,

     Where lighter grows the forest scene;

  And far among the bowery shades,

  Are ferny lawns and grassy glades.
 

 Retiring May to lovely June

     Her latest garland now resigns;

  The banks with cuckoo-flowers are strewn,

     The woodwalks blue with columbines,

  And with its reeds, the wandering stream

  Reflects the flag-flower’s golden gleam.
 

 There, feathering down the turf to meet,

     Their shadowy arms the beeches spread,

  While high above our sylvan seat,

     Lifts the light ash its airy head;

  And later leaved, the oaks between

  Extend their bows of vernal green.
 

 The slender birch its paper rind

     Seems offering to divided love,

  And shuddering even without a wind

     Aspins, their paler foliage move,

  As if some spirit of the air

  Breath’d a low sigh in passing there.
 

 The Squirrel in his frolic mood,

     Will fearless bound among the boughs;

  Yaffils laugh loudly thro’ the wood,

     And murmuring ring-doves tell their vows;

  While we, as sweetest woodscents rise,

  Listen to woodland melodies.
 

 And I’ll contrive a sylvan room

     Against the time of summer heat,

  Where leaves, inwoven in Nature’s loom,

     Shall canopy our green retreat;

  And gales that “close the eye of day”

  Shall linger, e’er they die away.
 

    And when a sear and sallow hue

     From early frost the bower receives,

  I’ll dress the sand rock cave for you,

     And strew the floor with heath and leaves,

  That you, against the autumnal air

  May find securer shelter there.
 

 The Nightingale will then have ceas’d

     To sing her moonlight serenade;

  But the gay bird with blushing breast,

     And Woodlarks still will haunt the shade,

  And by the borders of the spring

  Reed-wrens will yet be carolling.
 

 The forest hermit’s lonely cave

     None but such soothing sounds shall reach,

  Or hardly heard, the distant wave

     Slow breaking on the stony beach;

  Or winds, that now sigh soft and low,

  Now make wild music as they blow.
 

 And then, before the chilling North

     The tawny foliage falling light,

  Seems, as it flits along the earth,

     The footfall of the busy Sprite,

  Who wrapt in pale autumnal gloom,

  Calls up the mist-born Mushroom.
 

 Oh! could I hear your soft voice there,

     And see you in the forest green

  All beauteous as you are, more fair

     You’ld look, amid the sylvan scene,

  And in a wood-girl’s simple guise,

  Be still more lovely in mine eyes.
 

 Ye phantoms of unreal delight,

     Visions of fond delirium born!

  Rise not on my deluded sight,

     Then leave me drooping and forlorn

  To know, such bliss can never be,

  Unless    loved like me.
 

The visionary, nursing dreams like these,
 Is not indeed unhappy.  Summer woods
 Wave over him, and whisper as they wave,
 Some future blessings he may yet enjoy.
 And as above him sail the silver clouds,
 He follows them in thought to distant climes,
 Where, far from the cold policy of this,
 Dividing him from her he fondly loves,
 He, in some island of the southern sea,
 May haply build his cane-constructed bower
 Beneath the bread-fruit, or aspiring palm,
 With long green foliage rippling in the gale.
 Oh! let him cherish his ideal bliss — 
 For what is life, when Hope has ceas’d to strew
 Her fragile flowers along its thorny way?
 And sad and gloomy are his days, who lives
 Of Hope abandon’d!
 

Just beneath the rock
 Where Beachy overpeers the channel wave,
 Within a cavern mined by wintry tides
 Dwelt one, who long disgusted with the world
 And all its ways, appear’d to suffer life
 Rather than live; the soul-reviving gale,
 Fanning the bean-field, or the thymy heath,
 Had not for many summers breathed on him; 
 And nothing mark’d to him the season’s change,
 Save that more gently rose the placid sea,
 And that the birds which winter on the coast
 Gave place to other migrants; save that the fog,
 Hovering no more above the beetling cliffs
 Betray’d not then the little careless sheep
 On the brink grazing, while their headlong fall
 Near the lone Hermit’s flint-surrounded home,
 Claim’d unavailing pity; for his heart
 Was feelingly alive to all that breath’d;
 And outraged as he was, in sanguine youth,
 By human crimes, he still acutely felt
 For human misery.
 

Wandering on the beach,
 He learn’d to augur from the clouds of heaven,
 And from the changing colours of the sea,
 And sullen murmurs of the hollow cliffs,
 Or the dark porpoises, that near the shore
 Gambol’d and sported on the level brine
 When tempests were approaching: then at night
 He listen’d to the wind; and as it drove
 The billows with o’erwhelming vehemence
 He, starting from his rugged couch, went forth
 And hazarding a life, too valueless,
 He waded thro’ the waves, with plank or pole
 Towards where the mariner in conflict dread
 Was buffeting for life the roaring surge;
 And now just seen, now lost in foaming gulphs,
 The dismal gleaming of the clouded moon
 Shew’d the dire peril.   Often he had snatch’d
 From the wild billows, some unhappy man
 Who liv’d to bless the hermit of the rocks.
 But if his generous cares were all in vain,
 And with slow swell the tide of morning bore
 Some blue swol’n cor’se to land; the pale recluse
 Dug in the chalk a sepulchre — above
 Where the dank sea-wrack mark’d the utmost tide,
 And with his prayers perform’d the obsequies
 For the poor helpless stranger.
 

One dark night
 The equinoctial wind blew south by west,
 Fierce on the shore; — the bellowing cliffs were shook
 Even to their stony base, and fragments fell
 Flashing and thundering on the angry flood.
 

At day-break, anxious for the lonely man,
 His cave the mountain shepherds visited,
 Tho’ sand and banks of weeds had choak’d their way — 
 He was not in it; but his drowned cor’se
 By the waves wafted, near his former home
 Receiv’d the rites of burial.  Those who read
 Chisel’d within the rock, these mournful lines,
 Memorials of his sufferings, did not grieve,
 That dying in the cause of charity
 His spirit, from its earthly bondage freed,
 Had to some better region fled for ever.
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A Hunting Song
 

Henry Fielding (1707–1754)
 

THE DUSKY night rides down the sky,

 And ushers in the morn;

The hounds all join in glorious cry,

 The huntsman winds his horn,

   And a-hunting we will go.   5
 

The wife around her husband throws

 Her arms, and begs his stay;

‘My dear, it rains, and hails, and snows,

 You will not hunt to-day?’

   But a-hunting we will go.   10
 

‘A brushing fox in yonder wood

 Secure to find we seek:

For why? I carried, sound and good,

 A cartload there last week,

   And a-hunting we will go.’   15
 

Away he goes, he flies the rout,

 Their steeds all spur and switch,

Some are thrown in, and some thrown out,

 And some thrown in the ditch;

   But a-hunting we will go.   20
 

At length his strength to faintness worn,

 Poor Reynard ceases flight;

Then, hungry, homeward we return,

 To feast away the night.

   Then a-drinking we will go.   25
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Tom Bowling
 

Charles Dibdin (1745–1814)
 

HERE, a sheer hulk, lies poor Tom Bowling,

 The darling of our crew;

No more he’ll hear the tempest howling,

 For Death has broached him to.

His form was of the manliest beauty,   5

 His heart was kind and soft;

Faithful below he did his duty,

 And now he’s gone aloft.
 

Tom never from his word departed,

 His virtues were so rare;   10

His friends were many and true-hearted,

 His Poll was kind and fair:

And then he’d sing so blithe and jolly,

 Ah, many’s the time and oft!

But mirth is turned to melancholy,   15

 For Tom is gone aloft.
 

Yet shall poor Tom find pleasant weather,

 When He, who all commands,

Shall give, to call Life’s crew together,

 The word to ‘pipe all hands.’   20

Thus Death, who kings and tars dispatches,

 In vain Tom’s life has doffed;

For though his body’s under hatches,

 His soul is gone aloft.
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On the Death of Dr. Robert Levet
 

Samuel Johnson (1709–1784)
 

CONDEMN’D to Hope’s delusive mine,

 As on we toil from day to day,

By sudden blasts or slow decline

 Our social comforts drop away.
 

Well tried through many a varying year,   5

 See Levet to the grave descend,

Officious, innocent, sincere,

 Of every friendless name the friend.
 

Yet still he fills affection’s eye,

 Obscurely wise and coarsely kind;   10

Nor, letter’d Arrogance, deny

 Thy praise to merit unrefined.
 

When fainting nature called for aid,

 And hovering death prepared the blow,

His vigorous remedy display’d   15

 The power of art without the show.
 

In misery’s darkest cavern known,

 His useful care was ever nigh,

Where hopeless anguish pour’d his groan,

 And lonely want retired to die.   20
 

No summons mock’d by chill delay,

 No petty gain disdain’d by pride;

The modest wants of every day

 The toil of every day supplied.
 

His virtues walked their narrow round,   25

 Nor made a pause, nor left a void;

And sure the eternal Master found

 The single talent well employ’d.
 

The busy day, the peaceful night,

 Unfelt, uncounted, glided by;   30

His frame was firm — his powers were bright,

 Though now his eightieth year was nigh.
 

Then with no fiery throbbing pain,

 No cold gradations of decay,

Death broke at once the vital chain,   35

 And freed his soul the nearest way.
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A Satire
 

Samuel Johnson (1709–1784)
 

LONG-EXPECTED one-and-twenty,

 Ling’ring year, at length is flown;

Pride and pleasure, pomp and plenty,

 Great (Sir John), are now your own.
 

Loosen’d from the minor’s tether,   5

 Free to mortgage or to sell,

Wild as wind, and light as feather,

 Bid the sons of thrift farewell.
 

Call the Betseys, Kates, and Jennies,

 All the names that banish care;   10

Lavish of your grandsire’s guineas,

 Show the spirits of an heir.
 

All that prey on vice and folly,

 Joy to see their quarry fly;

There the gamester, light and jolly,   15

 There the lender, grave and sly.
 

Wealth, my lad, was made to wander,

 Let it wander as it will;

Call the jockey, call the pander,

 Bid them come and take their fill.   20
 

When the bonny blade carouses,

 Pockets full, and spirits high — 

What are acres? What are houses?

 Only dirt, or wet or dry.
 

Should the guardian, friend, or mother,   25

 Tell the woes of wilful waste,

Scorn their counsel, scorn their pother, — 

 You can hang or drown at last!
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When Lovely Woman Stoops
 

Oliver Goldsmith (1728–1774)
 

WHEN lovely woman stoops to folly,

 And finds too late that men betray, — 

What charm can soothe her melancholy,

 What art can wash her guilt away?
 

The only art her guilt to cover,   5

 To hide her shame from every eye,

To give repentance to her lover,

 And wring his bosom, is — to die.
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Retaliation
 

Oliver Goldsmith (1728–1774)
 

OF old, when Scarron his companions invited,

Each guest brought his dish, and the feast was united.

If our landlord supplies us with beef and with fish,

Let each guest bring himself, and he brings the best dish:

Our Dean shall be venison, just fresh from the plains,   5

Our Burke shall be tongue, with the garnish of brains,

Our Will shall be wild fowl, of excellent flavour,

And Dick with his pepper, shall heighten the savour:

Our Cumberland’s sweetbread its place shall obtain,

And Douglas is pudding, substantial and plain:   10

Our Garrick’s a salad; for in him we see

Oil, vinegar, sugar, and saltness agree:

To make out the dinner full certain I am,

That Ridge is anchovy, and Reynolds is lamb:

That Hickey’s a capon, and by the same rule,   15

Magnanimous Goldsmith a gooseberry fool.

At a dinner so various, at such a repast,

Who’d not be a glutton, and stick to the last?

Here, waiter, more wine, let me sit while I’m able,

Till all my companions sink under the table;   20

Then, with chaos and blunders encircling my head,

Let me ponder, and tell what I think of the dead.

 Here lies the good Dean, reunited to earth,

Who mixed reason with pleasure, and wisdom with mirth:

If he had any faults, he has left us in doubt,   25

At least, in six weeks I could not find them out;

Yet some have declared, and it can’t be denied’em,

That sly-boots was cursedly cunning to hide’em.

 Here lies our good Edmund, whose genius was such,

We scarcely can praise it, or blame it too much;   30

Who, born for the universe, narrow’d his mind,

And to party gave up what was meant for mankind:

Tho’fraught with all learning, yet straining his throat

To persuade Tommy Townshend to lend him a vote;

Who, too deep for his hearers, still went on refining,   35

And thought of convincing, while they thought of dining;

Though equal to all things, for all things unfit;

Too nice for a statesman, too proud for a wit;

For a patriot, too cool; for a drudge, disobedient;

And too fond of the right to pursue the expedient.   40

In short, ’twas his fate, unemploy’d, or in place, sir,

To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a razor.

 Here lies honest William, whose heart was a mint,

While the owner ne’er knew half the good that was in’t;

The pupil of impulse, it forced him along,   45

His conduct still right, with his argument wrong;

Still aiming at honour, yet fearing to roam,

The coachman was tipsy, the chariot drove home;

Would you ask for his merits? alas! he had none;

What was good was spontaneous, his faults were his own.   50

 Here lies honest Richard whose fate I must sigh at;

Alas! that such frolic should now be so quiet!

What spirits were his! what wit and what whim!

Now breaking a jest, and now breaking a limb!

Now wrangling and grumbling to keep up the ball!   55

Now teasing and vexing, yet laughing at all!

In short, so provoking a devil was Dick,

That we wish’d him full ten times a day at Old Nick;

But, missing his mirth and agreeable vein,

As often we wish’d to have Dick back again.   60

 Here Cumberland lies, having acted his parts,

The Terence of England, the mender of hearts;

A flattering painter, who made it his care

To draw men as they ought to be, not as they are.

His gallants are all faultless, his women divine,   65

And comedy wonders at being so fine:

Like a tragedy queen he has dizen’d her out,

Or rather like tragedy giving a rout.

His fools have their follies so lost in a crowd

Of virtues and feelings that folly grows proud;   70

And coxcombs, alike in their failings alone,

Adopting his portraits, are pleased with their own.

Say, where has our poet this malady caught?

Or wherefore his characters thus without fault?

Say, was it that vainly directing his view   75

To find out men’s virtues, and finding them few,

Quite sick of pursuing each troublesome elf,

He grew lazy at last, and drew from himself?

 Here Douglas retires from his toils to relax,

The scourge of impostors, the terror of quacks:   80

Come, all ye quack bards, and ye quacking divines,

Come, and dance on the spot where your tyrant reclines:

When satire and censure encircled his throne,

I fear’d for your safety, I fear’d for my own;

But now he is gone, and we want a detector,   85

Our Dodds shall be pious, our Kendricks shall lecture;

Macpherson write bombast, and call it a style;

Our Townshend make speeches, and I shall compile;

New Lauders and Bowers the Tweed shall cross over,

No countryman living their tricks to discover;   90

Detection her taper shall quench to a spark,

And Scotchman meet Scotchman, and cheat in the dark.

 Here lies David Garrick, describe him who can,

An abridgment of all that was pleasant in man:

As an actor, confess’d without rival to shine;   95

As a wit, if not first, in the very first line:

Yet, with talents like these, and an excellent heart,

The man had his failings — a dupe to his art.

Like an ill-judging beauty, his colours he spread,

And beplaster’d with rouge his own natural red.   100

On the stage he was natural, simple, affecting;

’Twas only that when he was off he was acting.

With no reason on earth to go out of his way,

He turn’d and he varied full ten times a day:

Though secure of our hearts, yet confoundedly sick   105

If they were not his own by finessing and trick:

He cast off his friends, as a huntsman his pack,

For he knew when he pleased he could whistle them back.

Of praise a mere glutton, he swallow’d what came,

And the puff of a dunce he mistook it for fame;   110

Till his relish grown callous, almost to disease,

Who pepper’d the highest was surest to please.

But let us be candid, and speak out our mind,

If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind.

Ye Kendricks, ye Kellys, and Woodfalls so grave,   115

What a commerce was yours while you got and you gave!

How did Grub-street re-echo the shouts that you raised,

While he was be-Roscius’d, and you were be-praised!

But peace to his spirit, wherever it flies,

To act as an angel and mix with the skies:   120

Those poets, who owe their best fame to his skill,

Shall still be his flatterers, go where he will;

Old Shakespeare receive him with praise and with love,

And Beaumonts and Bens be his Kellys above.

 Here Hickey reclines, a most blunt, pleasant creature,   125

And slander itself must allow him good nature;

He cherish’d his friend, and he relish’d a bumper;

Yet one fault he had, and that was a thumper.

Perhaps you may ask if the man was a miser?

I answer, no, no, for he always was wiser:   130

Too courteous perhaps, or obligingly flat?

His very worse foe can’t accuse him of that:

Perhaps he confided in men as they go,

And so was too foolishly honest? Ah no!

Then what was his failing? come, tell it, and burn ye, — 135

He was, could he help it? a special attorney.

 Here Reynolds is laid, and, to tell you my mind,

He has not left a wiser or better behind.

His pencil was striking, resistless, and grand;

His manners were gentle, complying, and bland;   140

Still born to improve us in every part,

His pencil our faces, his manners our heart:

To coxcombs averse, yet most civilly steering,

When they judged without skill he was still hard of hearing;

When they talk of their Raphaels, Correggios, and stuff,   145

He shifted his trumpet, and only took snuff.
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The Deserted Village
 

Oliver Goldsmith (1728–1774)
 

SWEET Auburn! loveliest village of the plain,

Where health and plenty cheer’d the labouring swain,

Where smiling Spring its earliest visit paid,

And parting Summer’s lingering blooms delay’d;

Dear lovely bowers of innocence and ease,   5

Seats of my youth, when every sport could please:

How often have I loiter’d o’er thy green,

Where humble happiness endear’d each scene!

How often have I paused on every charm,

The shelter’d cot, the cultivated farm,   10

The never-failing brook, the busy mill,

The decent church that topp’d the neighbouring hill;

The hawthorn bush, with seats beneath the shade,

For talking age and whispering lovers made!

How often have I bless’d the coming day,   15

When toil, remitting, lent its turn to play,

And all the village train, from labour free,

Led up their sports beneath the spreading tree!

While many a pastime circled in the shade,

The young contending as the old survey’d;   20

And many a gambol frolick’d o’er the ground,

And sleights of art and feats of strength went round;

And still, as each repeated pleasure tired,

Succeeding sports the mirthful band inspired — 

The dancing pair that simply sought renown,   25

By holding out to tire each other down;

The swain mistrustless of his smutted face,

While secret laughter titter’d round the place;

The bashful virgin’s side-long looks of love;

The matron’s glance, that would those looks reprove.   30

These were thy charms, sweet village! sports like these,

With sweet succession, taught e’en toil to please;

These round thy bowers their cheerful influence shed;

These were thy charms — but all these charms are fled.

 Sweet smiling village, loveliest of the lawn,   35

Thy sports are fled, and all thy charms withdrawn;

Amidst thy bowers the tyrant’s hand is seen,

And Desolation saddens all thy green:

One only master grasps the whole domain,

And half a tillage stints thy smiling plain.   40

No more thy glassy brook reflects the day,

But, choked with sedges, works its weedy way;

Along thy glades, a solitary guest,

The hollow-sounding bittern guards its nest;

Amidst thy desert walks the lapwing flies,   45

And tires their echoes with unvaried cries:

Sunk are thy bowers in shapeless ruin all,

And the long grass o’ertops the mouldering wall;

And, trembling, shrinking from the spoiler’s hand,

Far, far away thy children leave the land.   50

 Ill fares the land, to hastening ills a prey,

Where wealth accumulates, and men decay.

princes and lords may flourish, or may fade;

A breath can make them, as a breath has made:

But a bold peasantry, their country’s pride,   55

When once destroy’d, can never be supplied.

 A time there was, ere England’s griefs began,

When every rood of ground maintain’d its man;

For him light Labour spread her wholesome store,

Just gave what life required, but gave no more:   60

His best companions, Innocence and Health;

And his best riches, ignorance of wealth.

 But times are alter’d; Trade’s unfeeling train

Usurp the land, and dispossess the swain;

Along the lawn, where scatter’d hamlets rose,   65

Unwieldy wealth and cumbrous pomp repose;

And every want to luxury allied,

And every pang that folly pays to pride.

Those gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom,

Those calm desires that ask’d but little room,   70

Those healthful sports that graced the peaceful scene,

Lived in each look, and brighten’d all the green — 

These, far departing, seek a kinder shore,

And rural mirth and manners are no more.

 Sweet Auburn! parent of the blissful hour,   75

Thy glades forlorn confess the tyrant’s power.

Here, as I take my solitary rounds,

Amidst thy tangling walks and ruin’d grounds,

And, many a year elapsed, return to view

Where once the cottage stood, the hawthorn grew — 80

Remembrance wakes with all her busy train,

Swells at my breast, and turns the past to pain.

 In all my wanderings through this world of care,

In all my griefs — and God has given my share — 

I still had hopes, my latest hours to crown,   85

Amidst these humble bowers to lay me down;

To husband out life’s taper at the close,

And keep the flame from wasting, by repose:

I still had hopes, for pride attends us still,

Amidst the swains to show my book-learn’d skill,   90

Around my fire an evening group to draw,

And tell of all I felt, and all I saw;

And, as a hare, whom hounds and horns pursue,

Pants to the place from whence at first she flew,

I still had hopes, my long vexations past,   95

Here to return — and die at home at last.

 O blest retirement, friend to life’s decline,

Retreats from care, that never must be mine,

How blest is he who crowns, in shades like these,

A youth of labour with an age of ease;   100

Who quits a world where strong temptations try,

And, since ’tis hard to combat, learns to fly!

For him no wretches, born to work and weep,

Explore the mine, or tempt the dangerous deep;

No surly porter stands, in guilty state,   105

To spurn imploring famine from the gate;

But on he moves to meet his latter end,

Angels around befriending virtue’s friend;

Sinks to the grave with unperceived decay,

While resignation gently slopes the way;   110

And, all his prospects brightening to the last,

His heaven commences ere the world be past!

 Sweet was the sound, when oft, at evening’s close,

Up yonder hill the village murmur rose.

There, as I pass’d with careless steps and slow,   115

The mingled notes came soften’d from below;

The swain responsive as the milk-maid sung,

The sober herd that low’d to meet their young,

The noisy geese that gabbled o’er the pool,

The playful children just let loose from school;   120

The watch dog’s voice that bay’d the whispering wind,

And the loud laugh that spoke the vacant mind; — 

These all in sweet confusion sought the shade,

And fill’d each pause the nightingale had made.

But now the sounds of population fail,   125

No cheerful murmurs fluctuate in the gale,

No busy steps the grass-grown footway tread

But all the bloomy flush of life is fled — 

All but yon widow’d, solitary thing,

That feebly bends beside the plashy spring;   130

She, wretched matron, — forced, in age, for bread,

To strip the brook with mantling cresses spread,

To pick her wintry faggot from the thorn,

To seek her nightly shed, and weep till morn, — 

She only left of all the harmless train,   135

The sad historian of the pensive plain.

 Near yonder copse, where once the garden smiled,

And still where many a garden-flower grows wild,

There, where a few torn shrubs the place disclose,

The village preacher’s modest mansion rose.   140

A man he was to all the country dear,

And passing rich with forty pounds a year.

Remote from towns he ran his godly race,

Nor e’er had changed, nor wish’d to change, his place;

Unskilful he to fawn, or seek for power   145

By doctrines fashion’d to the varying hour;

Far other aims his heart had learn’d to prize,

More bent to raise the wretched than to rise.

His house was known to all the vagrant train;

He chid their wanderings, but relieved their pain;   150

The long-remember’d beggar was his guest,

Whose beard descending swept his aged breast;

The ruin’d spendthrift, now no longer proud,

Claim’d kindred there, and had his claims allow’d;

The broken soldier, kindly bid to stay,   155

Sat by his fire, and talk’d the night away; — 

Wept o’er his wounds, or, tales of sorrow done,

Shoulder’d his crutch, and show’d how fields were won.

Pleased with his guests, the good man learn’d to glow,

And quite forgot their vices in their woe;   160

Careless their merits or their faults to scan,

His pity gave ere charity began.

 Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride,

And even his failings lean’d to virtue’s side;

But in his duty prompt at every call,   165

He watch’d and wept, he pray’d and felt for all:

And, as a bird each fond endearment tries,

To tempt its new-fledged offspring to the skies,

He tried each art, reproved each dull delay,

Allured to brighter worlds, and led the way.   170

 Beside the bed where parting life was laid,

And sorrow, guilt, and pain, by turns dismay’d,

The reverend champion stood. At his control,

Despair and anguish fled the struggling soul;

Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raise,   175

And his last faltering accents whisper’d praise.

 At church, with meek and unaffected grace,

His looks adorn’d the venerable place;

Truth from his lips prevail’d with double sway,

And fools, who came to scoff, remain’d to pray.   180

The service past, around the pious man

With steady zeal, each honest rustic ran;

E’en children follow’d, with endearing wile,

And pluck’d his gown, to share the good man’s smile;

His ready smile a parent’s warmth express’d;   185

Their welfare pleased him, and their cares distress’d;

To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given

But all his serious thoughts had rest in heaven.

As some tall cliff that lifts its awful form,

Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm,   190

Though round its breast the rolling clouds are spread,

Eternal sunshine settles on its head.

 Beside yon straggling fence that skirts the way,

With blossom’d furze unprofitably gay,

There, in his noisy mansion, skill’d to rule,   195

The village master taught his little school.

A man severe he was, and stern to view;

I knew him well, and every truant knew:

Well had the boding tremblers learn’d to trace

The day’s disasters in his morning face;   200

Full well they laugh’d with counterfeited glee

At all his jokes, for many a joke had he;

Full well the busy whisper, circling round,

Convey’d the dismal tidings when he frown’d.

Yet he was kind, or if severe in aught,   205

The love he bore to learning was in fault.

The village all declared how much he knew;

’Twas certain he could write, and cipher too;

Lands he could measure, terms and tides presage,

And even the story ran that he could gauge.   210

In arguing, too, the parson own’d his skill,

For even though vanquish’d, he could argue still;

While words of learned length and thundering sound

Amazed the gazing rustics ranged around;

And still they gazed, and still the wonder grew,   215

That one small head could carry all he knew.

But past is all his fame; — the very spot

Where many a time he triumph’d, is forgot.

 Near yonder thorn, that lifts its head on high,

Where once the sign-post caught the passing eye,   220

Now lies that house where nut-brown draughts inspired,

Where grey-beard mirth and smiling toil retired,

Where village statesmen talk’d with looks profound,

And news much older than their ale went round.

Imagination fondly stoops to trace   225

The parlour splendours of that festive place;

The whitewash’d wall, the nicely sanded floor,

The varnish’d clock that click’d behind the door,

The chest, contrived a double debt to pay,

A bed by night, a chest of drawers by day,   230

The pictures placed for ornament and use,

The twelve good rules, the royal game of goose,

The hearth, except when winter chill’d the day,

With aspen boughs, and flowers, and fennel gay; — 

While broken tea-cups, wisely kept for show,   235

Ranged o’er the chimney, glisten’d in a row.

 Vain transitory splendours! Could not all

Reprieve the tottering mansion from its fall?

Obscure it sinks, nor shall it more impart

An hour’s importance to the poor man’s heart.   240

Thither no more the peasant shall repair,

To sweet oblivion of his daily care;

No more the farmer’s news, the barber’s tale,

No more the woodman’s ballad shall prevail;

No more the smith his dusky brow shall clear,   245

Relax his ponderous strength, and lean to hear;

The host himself no longer shall be found

Careful to see the mantling bliss go round;

Nor the coy maid, half willing to be prest,

Shall kiss the cup to pass it to the rest.   250

 Yes! let the rich deride, the proud disdain,

These simple blessings of the lowly train;

To me more dear, congenial to my heart,

One native charm, than all the gloss of art.

Spontaneous joys, where nature has its play,   255

The soul adopts, and owns their first-born sway;

Lightly they frolic o’er the vacant mind,

Unenvied, unmolested, unconfined:

But the long pomp, the midnight masquerade,

With all the freaks of wanton wealth array’d,   260

In these, ere triflers half their wish obtain,

The toiling pleasure sickens into pain;

And, even while Fashion’s brightest arts decoy,

The heart distrusting asks, if this be joy?

 Ye friends to truth, ye statesmen, who survey   265

The rich man’s joys increase, the poor’s decay,

’Tis yours to judge how wide the limits stand

Between a splendid and a happy land.

Proud swells the tide with loads of freighted ore,

And shouting Folly hails them from her shore;   270

Hoards, even beyond the miser’s wish, abound,

And rich men flock from all the world around.

Yet count our gains. This wealth is but a name

That leaves our useful products still the same.

Not so the loss. The man of wealth and pride   275

Takes up a space that many poor supplied;

Space for his lake, his park’s extended bounds,

Space for his horses, equipage, and hounds;

The robe that wraps his limbs in silken sloth,

Has robb’d the neighbouring fields of half their growth;   280

His seat, where solitary sports are seen,

Indignant spurns the cottage from the green;

Around the world each needful product flies,

For all the luxuries the world supplies;

While thus the land, adorn’d for pleasure all,   285

In barren splendour feebly waits the fall.

 As some fair female, unadorn’d and plain,

Secure to please while youth confirms her reign,

Slights every borrow’d charm that dress supplies,

Nor shares with art the triumph of her eyes;   290

But when those charms are past, for charms are frail,

When time advances, and when lovers fail,

She then shines forth, solicitous to bless,

In all the glaring impotence of dress;

Thus fares the land by luxury betray’d;   295

In nature’s simplest charms at first array’d; — 

But verging to decline, its splendours rise,

Its vistas strike, its palaces surprise;

While, scourged by famine, from the smiling land

The mournful peasant leads his humble band;   300

And while he sinks, without one arm to save,

The country blooms — a garden and a grave!

 Where, then, ah! where shall poverty reside,

To ‘scape the pressure of contiguous pride?

If to some common’s fenceless limits stray’d,   305

He drives his flock to pick the scanty blade,

Those fenceless fields the sons of wealth divide,

And even the bare-worn common is denied.

 If to the city sped — what waits him there?

To see profusion that he must not share;   310

To see ten thousand baneful arts combined

To pamper luxury and thin mankind;

To see each joy the sons of pleasure know

Extorted from his fellow-creature’s woe:

Here while the courtier glitters in brocade,   315

There the pale artist plies the sickly trade;

Here while the proud their long-drawn pomp display,

There the black gibbet glooms beside the way:

The dome where Pleasure holds her midnight reign,

Here, richly deck’d, admits the gorgeous train;   320

Tumultuous grandeur crowds the blazing square,

The rattling chariots clash, the torches glare.

Sure scenes like these no troubles e’er annoy!

Sure these denote one universal joy! — 

Are these thy serious thoughts? — Ah, turn thine eyes   325

Where the poor houseless shivering female lies:

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

Has wept at tales of innocence distress’d;

Her modest looks the cottage might adorn,

Sweet as the primrose peeps beneath the thorn:
  330

Now lost to all, her friends, her virtue, fled,

Near her betrayer’s door she lays her head,

And, pinch’d with cold, and shrinking from the shower,

With heavy heart deplores that luckless hour,

When idly first, ambitious of the town,   335

She left her wheel, and robes of country brown.

 Do thine, sweet Auburn, thine, the loveliest train,

Do thy fair tribes participate her pain?

E’en now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led,

At proud men’s doors they ask a little bread!   340

 Ah, no. To distant climes, a dreary scene,

Where half the convex world intrudes between,

Through torrid tracts with fainting steps they go,

Where wild Altama murmurs to their woe.

Far different there from all that charm’d before,   345

The various terrors of that horrid shore;

Those blazing suns that dart a downward ray,

And fiercely shed intolerable day;

Those matted woods where birds forget to sing,

But silent bats in drowsy clusters cling;   350

Those poisonous fields, with rank luxuriance crown’d,

Where the dark scorpion gathers death around;

Where at each step the stranger fears to wake

The rattling terrors of the vengeful snake;

Where crouching tigers wait their hapless prey,   355

And savage men more murderous still than they:

While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies,

Mingling the ravaged landscape with the skies.

Far different these from every former scene,

The cooling brook, the grassy-vested green,   360

The breezy covert of the warbling grove,

That only shelter’d thefts of harmless love.

 Good Heaven! what sorrows gloom’d that parting day,

That call’d them from their native walks away;

When the poor exiles, every pleasure past,   365

Hung round their bowers, and fondly looked their last,

And took a long farewell, and wish’d in vain,

For seats like these beyond the western main;

And shuddering still to face the distant deep,

Return’d and wept, and still return’d to weep!   370

The good old sire the first prepared to go

To new-found worlds, and wept for others’ woe;

But for himself, in conscious virtue brave,

He only wish’d for worlds beyond the grave.

His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears,   375

The fond companion of his helpless years,

Silent went next, neglectful of her charms,

And left a lover’s for a father’s arms.

With louder plaints the mother spoke her woes,

And bless’d the cot where every pleasure rose,   380

And kiss’d her thoughtless babes with many a tear,

And clasp’d them close, in sorrow doubly dear;

Whilst her fond husband strove to lend relief

In all the silent manliness of grief.

 O Luxury, thou cursed by Heaven’s decree,   385

How ill exchanged are things like these for thee!

How do thy potions, with insidious joy,

Diffuse their pleasures only to destroy!

Kingdoms by thee to sickly greatness grown,

Boast of a florid vigour not their own;   390

At every draught more large and large they grow,

A bloated mass of rank unwieldy woe;

Till sapp’d their strength, and every part unsound,

Down, down they sink, and spread a ruin round.

 E’en now the devastation is begun,   395

And half the business of destruction done;

E’en now, methinks, as pondering here I stand,

I see the rural Virtues leave the land.

Down where yon anchoring vessel spreads the sail

That idly waiting flaps with every gale,   400

Downward they move, a melancholy band,

Pass from the shore, and darken all the strand;

Contented Toil, and hospitable Care,

And kind connubial Tenderness are there;

And Piety with wishes placed above,   405

And steady Loyalty, and faithful Love.

 And thou, sweet Poetry, thou loveliest maid

Still first to fly where sensual joys invade!

Unfit, in these degenerate times of shame,

To catch the heart, or strike for honest fame;   410

Dear charming nymph, neglected and decried,

My shame in crowds, my solitary pride;

Thou source of all my bliss and all my woe,

That found’st me poor at first, and keep’st me so;

Thou guide by which the nobler arts excel,   415

Thou nurse of every virtue, fare thee well!

Farewell! and oh! where’er thy voice be tried,

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

Whether where equinoctial fervours glow,

Or winter wraps the polar world in snow,   420

Still let thy voice, prevailing over time,

Redress the rigours of th’ inclement clime;

Aid slighted Truth with thy persuasive strain;

Teach erring man to spurn the rage of gain;

Teach him that states of native strength possest,   425

Though very poor, may still be very blest;

That Trade’s proud empire hastes to swift decay,

As ocean sweeps the labour’d mole away;

While self-dependent power can time defy

As rocks resist the billows and the sky.   430
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The Traveller
 

Or, a Prospect of Society
 

Oliver Goldsmith (1728–1774)
 

REMOTE, unfriended, melancholy, slow,

Or by the lazy Scheldt, or wandering Po;

Or onward, where the rude Carinthian boor,

Against the houseless stranger shuts the door;

Or where Campania’s plain forsaken lies,   5

A weary waste expanding to the skies:

Where’er I roam, whatever realms to see,

My heart untravell’d fondly turns to thee;

Still to my brother turns, with ceaseless pain,

And drags at each remove a lengthening chain.   10
 

 Eternal blessings crown my earliest friend,

And round his dwelling guardian saints attend:

Bless’d be that spot, where cheerful guests retire

To pause from toil, and trim their ev’ning fire;

Bless’d that abode, where want and pain repair,   15

And every stranger finds a ready chair;

Bless’d be those feasts with simple plenty crown’d,

Where all the ruddy family around

Laugh at the jests or pranks that never fail,

Or sigh with pity at some mournful tale,   20

Or press the bashful stranger to his food,

And learn the luxury of doing good.
 

 But me, not destin’d such delights to share,

My prime of life in wand’ring spent and care,

Impell’d, with steps unceasing, to pursue   25

Some fleeting good, that mocks me with the view

That, like the circle bounding earth and skies,

Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies;

My fortune leads to traverse realms alone,

And find no spot of all the world my own.   30
 

 Even now, where Alpine solitudes ascend,

I sit me down a pensive hour to spend;

And, plac’d on high above the storm’s career,

Look downward where an hundred realms appear;

Lakes, forests, cities, plain, extending wide,   35

The pomp of kings, the shepherd’s humbler pride.
 

 When thus Creation’s charms around combine,

Amidst the store, should thankless pride repine?

Say, should the philosophic mind disdain

That good, which makes each humbler bosom vain?   40

Let school-taught pride dissemble all it can,

These little things are great to little man;

And wiser he, whose sympathetic mind

Exults in all the good of all mankind.

Ye glitt’ring towns, with wealth and splendour crown’d,   45

Ye fields, where summer spreads profusion round,

Ye lakes, whose vessels catch the busy gale,

Ye bending swains, that dress the flow’ry vale,

For me your tributary stores combine;

Creation’s heir, the world, the world is mine!   50
 

 As some lone miser visiting his store,

Bends at his treasure, counts, re-counts it o’er;

Hoards after hoards his rising raptures fill,

Yet still he sighs, for hoards are wanting still:

Thus to my breast alternate passions rise,   55

Pleas’d with each good that heaven to man supplies:

Yet oft a sigh prevails, and sorrows fall,

To see the hoard of human bliss so small;

And oft I wish, amidst the scene, to find

Some spot to real happiness consign’d,   60

Where my worn soul, each wand’ring hope at rest

May gather bliss to see my fellows bless’d.
 

 But where to find that happiest spot below,

Who can direct, when all pretend to know?

The shudd’ring tenant of the frigid zone   65

Boldly proclaims that happiest spot his own,

Extols the treasures of his stormy seas,

And his long nights of revelry and ease;

The naked negro, panting at the line,

Boasts of his golden sands and palmy wine,   70

Basks in the glare, or stems the tepid wave,

And thanks his gods for all the good they gave.

Such is the patriot’s boast, where’er we roam,

His first, best country ever is, at home.

And yet, perhaps, if countries we compare,   75

And estimate the blessings which they share,

Though patriots flatter, still shall wisdom find

An equal portion dealt to all mankind,

As different good, by Art or Nature given,

To different nations makes their blessings even.   80
 

 Nature, a mother kind alike to all,

Still grants her bliss at Labour’s earnest call;

With food as well the peasant is supplied

On Idra’s cliffs as Arno’s shelvy side;

And though the rocky-crested summits frown,   85

These rocks, by custom, turn to beds of down.

From Art more various are the blessings sent;

Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty, content.

Yet these each other’s power so strong contest,

That either seems destructive of the rest.   90

Where wealth and freedom reign contentment fails,

And honour sinks where commerce long prevails.

Hence every state, to one lov’d blessing prone,

Conforms and models life to that alone.

Each to the favourite happiness attends,   95

And spurns the plan that aims at other ends;

Till, carried to excess in each domain,

This favourite good begets peculiar pain.
 

 But let us try these truths with closer eyes,

And trace them through the prospect as it lies:   100

Here for a while my proper cares resign’d,

Here let me sit in sorrow for mankind,

Like yon neglected shrub at random cast,

That shades the steep, and sighs at every blast.
 

 Far to the right where Apennine ascends,   105

Bright as the summer, Italy extends;

Its uplands sloping deck the mountain’s side,

Woods over woods in gay theatric pride;

While oft some temple’s mould’ring tops between

With venerable grandeur mark the scene.   110
 

 Could Nature’s bounty satisfy the breast,

The sons of Italy were surely blest.

Whatever fruits in different climes were found,

That proudly rise, or humbly court the ground;

Whatever blooms in torrid tracts appear,   115

Whose bright succession decks the varied year;

Whatever sweets salute the northern sky

With vernal lives that blossom but to die;

These, here disporting, own the kindred soil,

Nor ask luxuriance from the planter’s toil;   120

While sea-born gales their gelid wings expand

To winnow fragrance round the smiling land.
 

 But small the bliss that sense alone bestows,

And sensual bliss is all the nation knows.

In florid beauty groves and fields appear,   125

Man seems the only growth that dwindles here.

Contrasted faults through all his manners reign,

Though poor, luxurious; though submissive, vain,

Though grave, yet trifling; zealous, yet untrue;

And e’en in penance planning sins anew.   130

All evils here contaminate the mind

That opulence departed leaves behind;

For wealth was theirs, not far remov’d the date,

When commerce proudly flourish’d through the state;

At her command the palace learn’d to rise,   135

Again the long-fall’n column sought the skies;

The canvas glow’d beyond e’en Nature warm,

The pregnant quarry teem’d with human form;

Till, more unsteady than the southern gale,

Commerce on other shores display’d her sail;   140

While nought remain’d of all that riches gave,

But towns unmann’d, and lords without a slave;

And late the nation found with fruitless skill

Its former strength was but plethoric ill.
 

 Yet still the loss of wealth is here supplied   145

By arts, the splendid wrecks of former pride;

From these the feeble heart and long-fall’n mind

An easy compensation seem to find.

Here may be seen, in bloodless pomp array’d,

The paste-board triumph and the cavalcade;   150

Processions form’d for piety and love,

A mistress or a saint in every grove.

By sports like these are all their cares beguil’d,

The sports of children satisfy the child;

Each nobler aim, represt by long control,   155

Now sinks at last, or feebly mans the soul;

While low delights, succeeding fast behind,

In happier meanness occupy the mind:

As in those domes, where Cæsars once bore sway,

Defac’d by time and tottering in decay,   160

There in the ruin, heedless of the dead,

The shelter-seeking peasant builds his shed,

And, wond’ring man could want the larger pile,

Exults, and owns his cottage with a smile.
 

 My soul, turn from them, turn we to survey   165

Where rougher climes a nobler race display,

Where the bleak Swiss their stormy mansions tread,

And force a churlish soil for scanty bread;

No product here the barren hills afford,

But man and steel, the soldier and his sword.   170

No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array,

But winter ling’ring chills the lap of May;

No Zephyr fondly sues the mountain’s breast,

But meteors glare, and stormy glooms invest.
 

 Yet still, ev’n here, content can spread a charm,   175

Redress the clime, and all its rage disarm.

Though poor the peasant’s hut, his feasts though small,

He sees his little lot the lot of all;

Sees no contiguous palace rear its head

To shame the meanness of his humble shed;   180

No costly lord the sumptuous banquet deal,

To make him loathe his vegetable meal;

But calm, and bred in ignorance and toil,

Each wish contracting, fits him to the soil.

Cheerful at morn he wakes from short repose,   185

Breasts the keen air, and carols as he goes;

With patient angle trolls the finny deep,

Or drives his venturous ploughshare to the steep,

Or seeks the den where snow-tracks mark the way,

And drags the struggling savage into day.   190

At night returning, every labour sped,

He sits him down the monarch of a shed;

Smiles by his cheerful fire, and round surveys

His children’s looks, that brighten at the blaze;

While his lov’d partner, boastful of her hoard,   195

Displays her cleanly platter on the board:

And haply too some pilgrim, thither led,

With many a tale repays the nightly bed.
 

 Thus every good his native wilds impart,

Imprints the patriot passion on his heart,   200

And ev’n those ills, that round his mansion rise,

Enhance the bliss his scanty fund supplies.

Dear is that shed to which his soul conforms,

And dear that hill which lifts him to the storms;

And as a child, when scaring sounds molest,   205

Clings close and closer to the mother’s breast,

So the loud torrent, and the whirlwind’s roar,

But bind him to his native mountains more.
 

 Such are the charms to barren states assigned;

Their wants but few, their wishes all confin’d.   210

Yet let them only share the praises due,

If few their wants, their pleasures are but few;

For every want that stimulates the breast

Becomes a source of pleasure when redrest.

Whence from such lands each pleasing science flies,   215

That first excites desire, and then supplies;

Unknown to them, when sensual pleasures cloy,

To fill the languid pause with finer joy;

Unknown those powers that raise the soul to flame,

Catch every nerve, and vibrate through the frame.   220

Their level life is but a smould’ring fire,

Unquench’d by want, unfann’d by strong desire;

Unfit for raptures, or, if raptures cheer

On some high festival of once a year,

In wild excess the vulgar breast takes fire,   225

Till, buried in debauch, the bliss expire.
 

 But not their joys alone thus coarsely flow:

Their morals, like their pleasures, are but low,

For, as refinement stops, from sire to son

Unalter’d, unimprov’d, the manners run;   230

And love’s and friendship’s finely pointed dart

Fall blunted from each indurated heart.

Some sterner virtues o’er the mountain’s breast

May sit, like falcons cow’ring on the nest;

But all the gentler morals, such as play   235

Through life’s more cultur’d walks, and charm the way,

These, far dispers’d, on timorous pinions fly,

To sport and flutter in a kinder sky.
 

 To kinder skies, where gentler manners reign,

I turn; and France displays her bright domain.   240

Gay sprightly land of mirth and social ease,

Pleas’d with thyself, whom all the world can please,

How often have I led thy sportive choir,

With tuneless pipe, beside the murmuring Loire?

Where shading elms along the margin grew,   245

And freshen’d from the wave the zephyr flew;

And haply, though my harsh touch, faltering still,

But mock’d all tune, and marr’d the dancer’s skill;

Yet would the village praise my wondrous power,

And dance, forgetful of the noontide hour.   250

Alike all ages. Dames of ancient days

Have led their children through the mirthful maze,

And the gay grandsire, skill’d in gestic lore,

Has frisk’d beneath the burthen of threescore.
 

 So blest a life these thoughtless realms display,   255

Thus idly busy rolls their world away:

Theirs are those arts that mind to mind endear,

For honour forms the social temper here:

Honour, that praise which real merit gains,

Or even imaginary worth obtains,   260

Here passes current; paid from hand to hand,

It shifts in splendid traffic round the land:

From courts to camps to cottages it strays,

And all are taught an avarice of praise.

They please, are pleas’d, they give to get esteem,   265

Till seeming blest, they grow to what they seem.
 

 But while this softer art their bliss supplies,

It gives their follies also room to raise;

For praise too dearly lov’d, or warmly sought,

Enfeebles all internal strength of thought;   270

And the weak soul, within itself unblest,

Leans for all pleasure on another’s breast.

Hence ostentation here, with tawdry art,

Pants for the vulgar praise which fools impart;

Here vanity assumes her pert grimace,   275

And trims her robes of frieze with copper lace;

Here beggar pride defrauds her daily cheer,

To boast one splendid banquet once a year;

The mind still turns where shifting fashion draws,

Nor weighs the solid worth of self-applause.   280
 

 To men of other minds my fancy flies,

Embosom’d in the deep where Holland lies.

Methinks her patient sons before me stand,

Where the broad ocean leans against the land,

And, sedulous to stop the coming tide,   285

Lift the tall rampire’s artificial pride.

Onward, methinks, and diligently slow,

The firm-connected bulwark seems to grow;

Spreads its long arms amidst the watery roar,

Scoops out an empire, and usurps the shore:   290

While the pent ocean rising o’er the pile,

Sees an amphibious world beneath him smile;

The slow canal, the yellow-blossom’d vale,

The willow-tufted bank, the gliding sail,

The crowded mart, the cultivated plain, — 295

A new creation rescued from his reign.
 

 Thus, while around the wave-subjected soil

Impels the native to repeated toil,

Industrious habits in each bosom reign,

And industry begets a love of gain.   300

Hence all the good from opulence that springs,

With all those ills superfluous treasure brings,

Are here displayed. Their much lov’d wealth imparts

Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts;

But view them closer, craft and fraud appear,   305

Ev’n liberty itself is barter’d here.

At gold’s superior charms all freedom flies,

The needy sell it, and the rich man buys;

A land of tyrants, and a den of slaves,

Here wretches seek dishonourable graves,   310

And calmly bent, to servitude conform,

Dull as their lakes that slumber in the storm.
 

 Heavens! how unlike their Belgic sires of old!

Rough, poor, content, ungovernably bold;

War in each breast, and freedom on each brow;   315

How much unlike the sons of Britain now!
 

 Fir’d at the sound, my genius spreads her wing,

And flies where Britain courts the western spring;

Where lawns extend that scorn Arcadian pride,

And brighter streams than fam’d Hydaspes glide.   320

There all around the gentlest breezes stray,

There gentle music melts on every spray;

Creation’s mildest charms are there combin’d,

Extremes are only in the master’s, mind!

Stern o’er each bosom Reason holds her state,   325

With daring aims irregularly great,

Pride in their port, defiance in their eye,

I see the lords of human kind pass by,

Intent on high designs, a thoughtful band,

By forms unfashion’d, fresh from Nature’s hand;   330

Fierce in their native hardiness of soul,

True to imagin’d right, above control,

While ev’n the peasant boasts these rights to scan,

And learns to venerate himself as man.
 

 Thine, Freedom, thine the blessings pictur’d here,   335

Thine are those charms that dazzle and endear;

Too bless’d, indeed, were such without alloy,

But foster’d ev’n by Freedom, ills annoy:

That independence Britons prize too high,

Keeps man from man, and breaks the social tie;   340

The self-dependent lordlings stand alone,

All claims that bind and sweeten life unknown;

Here by the bonds of nature feebly held,

Minds combat minds, repelling and repell’d.

Ferments arise, imprison’d factions roar,   345

Repress’d ambition struggles round her shore,

Till over-wrought, the general system feels

Its motions stop, or phrenzy fires the wheels.
 

 Nor this the worst. As nature’s ties decay,

As duty, love, and honour fail to sway,   350

Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law,

Still gather strength, and force unwilling awe.

Hence all obedience bows to these alone,

And talent sinks, and merit weeps unknown;

Till time may come, when stripp’d of all her charms,   355

The land of scholars, and the nurse of arms,

Where noble stems transmit the patriot flame,

Where kings have toil’d, and poets wrote for fame,

One sink of level avarice shall lie,

And scholars, soldiers, kings, unhonour’d die.   360
 

 Yet think not, thus when Freedom’s ills I state,

I mean to flatter kings, or court the great;

Ye powers of truth, that bid my soul aspire,

Far from my bosom drive the low desire;

And thou, fair Freedom, taught alike to feel   365

The rabble’s rage, and tyrant’s angry steel;

Thou transitory flower, alike undone

By proud contempt, or favour’s fostering sun,

Still may thy blooms the changeful clime endure!

I only would repress them to secure:   370

For just experience tells, in every soil,

That those who think must govern those that toil;

And all that Freedom’s highest aims can reach,

Is but to lay proportion’d loads on each.

Hence, should one order disproportion’d grow,   375

Its double weight must ruin all below.
 

 O then how blind to all that earth requires,

Who think it freedom when a part aspires!

Calm is my soul, nor apt to rise in arms,

Except when fast-approaching danger warms:   380

But when contending chiefs blockade the throne,

Contracting regal power to stretch their own,

When I behold a factious band agree

To call it freedom when themselves are free;

Each wanton judge new penal statutes draw,   385

Laws grind the poor, and rich men rule the law;

The wealth of climes, where savage nations roam,

Pillag’d from slaves to purchase slaves at home;

Fear, pity, justice, indignation start,

Tear off reserve, and bare my swelling heart;   390

Till half a patriot, half a coward grown,

I fly from petty tyrants to the throne.
 

 Yes, brother, curse with me that baleful hour,

When first ambition struck at regal power;

And thus polluting honour in its source,   395

Gave wealth to sway the mind with double force.

Have we not seen, round Britain’s peopled shore,

Her useful sons exchanged for useless ore?

Seen all her triumphs but destruction haste,

Like flaring tapers brightening as they waste;   400

Seen Opulence, her grandeur to maintain,

Lead stern Depopulation in her train,

And over fields where scatter’d hamlets rose,

In barren solitary pomp repose?

Have we not seen at pleasure’s lordly call,   405

The smiling long-frequented village fall?

Beheld the duteous son, the sire decay’d,

The modest matron, and the blushing maid,

Forc’d from their homes, a melancholy train,

To traverse climes beyond the western main;   410

Where wild Oswego spreads her swamps around,

And Niagara stuns with thund’ring sound?
 

 Even now, perhaps, as there some pilgrim strays

Through tangled forests, and through dangerous ways;

Where beasts with man divided empire claim,   415

And the brown Indian marks with murderous aim;

There, while above the giddy tempest flies,

And all around distressful yells arise,

The pensive exile, bending with his woe,

To stop too fearful, and too faint to go,   420

Casts a long look where England’s glories shine,

And bids his bosom sympathise with mine.
 

 Vain, very vain, my weary search to find

That bliss which only centres in the mind:

Why have I stray’d from pleasure and repose,   425

To seek a good each government bestows?

In every government, though terrors reign,

Though tyrant kings, or tyrant laws restrain,

How small, of all that human hearts endure,

That part which laws or kings can cause or cure!   430

Still to ourselves in every place consign’d,

Our own felicity we make or find:

With secret course, which no loud storms annoy,

Glides the smooth current of domestic joy.

The lifted axe, the agonising wheel,   435

Luke’s iron crown, and Damien’s bed of steel,

To men remote from power but rarely known,

Leave reason, faith, and conscience, all our own.
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If Doughty Deeds
 

Robert Graham of Gartmore (1735–1797)
 

IF doughty deeds my lady please

 Right soon I’ll mount my steed;

And strong his arm, and fast his seat

 That bears frae me the meed.
 

I’ll wear thy colours in my cap,   5

 Thy picture in my heart;

And he that bends not to thine eye

 Shall rue it to his smart!

  Then tell me how to woo thee, Love;

   O tell me how to woo thee!   10

  For thy dear sake, nae care I’ll take

   Tho’ ne’er another trow me.

If gay attire delight thine eye

 I’ll dight me in array;

I’ll tend thy chamber door all night,   15

 And squire thee all the day.

If sweetest sounds can win thine ear,

 These sounds I’ll strive to catch;

Thy voice I’ll steal to woo thysell,

 That voice that nane can match.   20
 

But if fond love thy heart can gain,

 I never broke a vow;

Nae maiden lays her skaith to me,

 I never loved but you.

For you alone I ride the ring,   25

 For you I wear the blue;

For you alone I strive to sing,

 O tell me how to woo!

  Then tell me how to woo thee, Love;

   O tell me how to woo thee!   30

  For thy dear sake, nae care I’ll take,

   Tho’ ne’er another trow me.
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For Lack of Gold
 

Adam Austin (1726–1774)
 

FOR lack of gold she’s left me, O,

And of all that’s dear bereft me, O;

She me forsook for Athole’s duke,

 And to endless woe she has left me, O.

A star and garter have more art   5

Than youth, a true and faithful heart;

For empty titles we must part,

 And for glittering show she’s left me, O.
 

No cruel fair shall ever move

My injured heart again to love;   10

Through distant climates I must rove,

 Since Jeanie she has left me, O.

Ye powers above, I to your care

Give up my faithless, lovely fair;

Your choicest blessings be her share,   15

 Though she’s for ever left me, O!
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The Task. Book I. The Sofa.
 

William Cowper (1731–1800)
 

 [“The history of the following production is briefly this: — A lady, fond of blank verse, demanded a poem of that kind from the author, and gave him the SOFA for a subject. He obeyed, and having much leisure, connected another subject with it; and, pursuing the train of thought to which his situation and turn of mind led him, brought forth, at length, instead of the trifle which he at first intended, a serious affair — a volume.]

I sing the Sofa. I, who lately sang

 Truth, Hope, and Charity, and touched with awe

 The solemn chords, and with a trembling hand,

 Escaped with pain from that advent’rous flight,

 Now seek repose upon a humbler theme:

 The theme though humble, yet august and proud

 The occasion — for the Fair commands the song.
 

Time was, when clothing sumptuous or for use,

 Save their own painted skins, our sires had none.

 As yet black breeches were not; satin smooth,

 Or velvet soft, or plush with shaggy pile:

 The hardy chief upon the rugged rock

 Washed by the sea, or on the gravelly bank

 Thrown up by wintry torrents roaring loud,

 Fearless of wrong, reposed his weary strength.

 Those barbarous ages past, succeeded next

 The birthday of invention; weak at first,

 Dull in design, and clumsy to perform.

 Joint-stools were then created; on three legs

 Upborne they stood. Three legs upholding firm

 A massy slab, in fashion square or round.

 On such a stool immortal Alfred sat,

 And swayed the sceptre of his infant realms;

 And such in ancient halls and mansions drear

 May still be seen, but perforated sore

 And drilled in holes the solid oak is found,

 By worms voracious eating through and through.
 

At length a generation more refined

 Improved the simple plan, made three legs four,

 Gave them a twisted form vermicular,

 And o’er the seat, with plenteous wadding stuffed,

 Induced a splendid cover green and blue,

 Yellow and red, of tapestry richly wrought

 And woven close, or needlework sublime.

 There might ye see the peony spread wide,

 The full-blown rose, the shepherd and his lass,

 Lapdog and lambkin with black staring eyes,

 And parrots with twin cherries in their beak.
 

Now came the cane from India, smooth and bright

 With Nature’s varnish; severed into stripes

 That interlaced each other, these supplied,

 Of texture firm, a lattice-work that braced

 The new machine, and it became a chair.

 But restless was the chair; the back erect

 Distressed the weary loins that felt no ease;

 The slippery seat betrayed the sliding part

 That pressed it, and the feet hung dangling down,

 Anxious in vain to find the distant floor.

 These for the rich: the rest, whom fate had placed

 In modest mediocrity, content

 With base materials, sat on well-tanned hides

 Obdurate and unyielding, glassy smooth,

 With here and there a tuft of crimson yarn,

 Or scarlet crewel in the cushion fixed:

 If cushion might be called, what harder seemed

 Than the firm oak of which the frame was formed.

 No want of timber then was felt or feared

 In Albion’s happy isle. The lumber stood

 Ponderous, and fixed by its own massy weight.

 But elbows still were wanting; these, some say,

 An alderman of Cripplegate contrived,

 And some ascribe the invention to a priest

 Burly and big, and studious of his ease.

 But rude at first, and not with easy slope

 Receding wide, they pressed against the ribs,

 And bruised the side, and elevated high

 Taught the raised shoulders to invade the ears.

 Long time elapsed or e’er our rugged sires

 Complained, though incommodiously pent in,

 And ill at ease behind. The ladies first

 Gan murmur, as became the softer sex.

 Ingenious fancy, never better pleased

 Than when employed to accommodate the fair,

 Heard the sweet moan with pity, and devised

 The soft settee; one elbow at each end,

 And in the midst an elbow, it received,

 United yet divided, twain at once.

 So sit two kings of Brentford on one throne;

 And so two citizens who take the air,

 Close packed and smiling in a chaise and one.

 But relaxation of the languid frame

 By soft recumbency of outstretched limbs,

 Was bliss reserved for happier days; so slow

 The growth of what is excellent, so hard

 To attain perfection in this nether world.

 Thus first necessity invented stools,

 Convenience next suggested elbow-chairs,

 And luxury the accomplished Sofa last.
 

The nurse sleeps sweetly, hired to watch the sick,

 Whom snoring she disturbs. As sweetly he

 Who quits the coach-box at the midnight hour

 To sleep within the carriage more secure,

 His legs depending at the open door.

 Sweet sleep enjoys the curate in his desk,

 The tedious rector drawling o’er his head,

 And sweet the clerk below; but neither sleep

 Of lazy nurse, who snores the sick man dead,

 Nor his who quits the box at midnight hour

 To slumber in the carriage more secure,

 Nor sleep enjoyed by curate in his desk,

 Nor yet the dozings of the clerk are sweet,

 Compared with the repose the Sofa yields.
 

Oh, may I live exempted (while I live

 Guiltless of pampered appetite obscene)

 From pangs arthritic that infest the toe

 Of libertine excess. The Sofa suits

 The gouty limb, ’tis true; but gouty limb,

 Though on a Sofa, may I never feel:

 For I have loved the rural walk through lanes

 Of grassy swarth, close cropped by nibbling sheep,

 And skirted thick with intertexture firm

 Of thorny boughs: have loved the rural walk

 O’er hills, through valleys, and by river’s brink,

 E’er since a truant boy I passed my bounds

 To enjoy a ramble on the banks of Thames.

 And still remember, nor without regret

 Of hours that sorrow since has much endeared,

 How oft, my slice of pocket store consumed,

 Still hungering penniless and far from home,

 I fed on scarlet hips and stony haws,

 Or blushing crabs, or berries that emboss

 The bramble, black as jet, or sloes austere.

 Hard fare! but such as boyish appetite

 Disdains not, nor the palate undepraved

 By culinary arts unsavoury deems.

 No Sofa then awaited my return,

 No Sofa then I needed. Youth repairs

 His wasted spirits quickly, by long toil

 Incurring short fatigue; and though our years,

 As life declines, speed rapidly away,

 And not a year but pilfers as he goes

 Some youthful grace that age would gladly keep,

 A tooth or auburn lock, and by degrees

 Their length and colour from the locks they spare;

 The elastic spring of an unwearied foot

 That mounts the stile with ease, or leaps the fence,

 That play of lungs inhaling and again

 Respiring freely the fresh air, that makes

 Swift pace or steep ascent no toil to me,

 Mine have not pilfered yet; nor yet impaired

 My relish of fair prospect; scenes that soothed

 Or charmed me young, no longer young, I find

 Still soothing and of power to charm me still.

 And witness, dear companion of my walks,

 Whose arm this twentieth winter I perceive

 Fast locked in mine, with pleasure such as love,

 Confirmed by long experience of thy worth

 And well-tried virtues, could alone inspire — 

 Witness a joy that thou hast doubled long.

 Thou know’st my praise of Nature most sincere,

 And that my raptures are not conjured up

 To serve occasions of poetic pomp,

 But genuine, and art partner of them all.

 How oft upon yon eminence, our pace

 Has slackened to a pause, and we have borne

 The ruffling wind scarce conscious that it blew,

 While admiration feeding at the eye,

 And still unsated, dwelt upon the scene!

 Thence with what pleasure have we just discerned

 The distant plough slow-moving, and beside

 His labouring team, that swerved not from the track,

 The sturdy swain diminished to a boy!

 Here Ouse, slow winding through a level plain

 Of spacious meads with cattle sprinkled o’er,

 Conducts the eye along his sinuous course

 Delighted. There, fast rooted in his bank

 Stand, never overlooked, our favourite elms

 That screen the herdsman’s solitary hut;

 While far beyond and overthwart the stream

 That, as with molten glass, inlays the vale,

 The sloping land recedes into the clouds;

 Displaying on its varied side the grace

 Of hedgerow beauties numberless, square tower,

 Tall spire, from which the sound of cheerful bells

 Just undulates upon the listening ear;

 Groves, heaths, and smoking villages remote.

 Scenes must be beautiful which daily viewed

 Please daily, and whose novelty survives

 Long knowledge and the scrutiny of years:

 Praise justly due to those that I describe.
 

Nor rural sights alone, but rural sounds

 Exhilarate the spirit, and restore

 The tone of languid Nature. Mighty winds,

 That sweep the skirt of some far-spreading wood

 Of ancient growth, make music not unlike

 The dash of ocean on his winding shore,

 And lull the spirit while they fill the mind,

 Unnumbered branches waving in the blast,

 And all their leaves fast fluttering, all at once.

 Nor less composure waits upon the roar

 Of distant floods, or on the softer voice

 Of neighbouring fountain, or of rills that slip

 Through the cleft rock, and, chiming as they fall

 Upon loose pebbles, lose themselves at length

 In matted grass, that with a livelier green

 Betrays the secret of their silent course.

 Nature inanimate employs sweet sounds,

 But animated Nature sweeter still

 To soothe and satisfy the human ear.

 Ten thousand warblers cheer the day, and one

 The livelong night: nor these alone whose notes

 Nice-fingered art must emulate in vain,

 But cawing rooks, and kites that swim sublime

 In still repeated circles, screaming loud,

 The jay, the pie, and even the boding owl

 That hails the rising moon, have charms for me.

 Sounds inharmonious in themselves and harsh,

 Yet heard in scenes where peace for ever reigns,

 And only there, please highly for their sake.
 

Peace to the artist, whose ingenious thought

 Devised the weather-house, that useful toy!

 Fearless of humid air and gathering rains

 Forth steps the man — an emblem of myself!

 More delicate his timorous mate retires.

 When Winter soaks the fields, and female feet,

 Too weak to struggle with tenacious clay,

 Or ford the rivulets, are best at home,

 The task of new discoveries falls on me.

 At such a season and with such a charge

 Once went I forth, and found, till then unknown,

 A cottage, whither oft we since repair:

 ’Tis perched upon the green hill-top, but close

 Environed with a ring of branching elms

 That overhang the thatch, itself unseen

 Peeps at the vale below; so thick beset

 With foliage of such dark redundant growth,

 I called the low-roofed lodge the PEASANT’S NEST.

 And hidden as it is, and far remote

 From such unpleasing sounds as haunt the ear

 In village or in town, the bay of curs

 Incessant, clinking hammers, grinding wheels,

 And infants clamorous whether pleased or pained,

 Oft have I wished the peaceful covert mine.

 Here, I have said, at least I should possess

 The poet’s treasure, silence, and indulge

 The dreams of fancy, tranquil and secure.

 Vain thought! the dweller in that still retreat

 Dearly obtains the refuge it affords.

 Its elevated site forbids the wretch

 To drink sweet waters of the crystal well;

 He dips his bowl into the weedy ditch,

 And heavy-laden brings his beverage home,

 Far-fetched and little worth: nor seldom waits

 Dependent on the baker’s punctual call,

 To hear his creaking panniers at the door,

 Angry and sad and his last crust consumed.

 So farewell envy of the PEASANT’S NEST.

 If solitude make scant the means of life,

 Society for me! Thou seeming sweet,

 Be still a pleasing object in my view,

 My visit still, but never mine abode.
 

Not distant far, a length of colonnade

 Invites us; monument of ancient taste,

 Now scorned, but worthy of a better fate.

 Our fathers knew the value of a screen

 From sultry suns, and, in their shaded walks

 And long-protracted bowers, enjoyed at noon

 The gloom and coolness of declining day.

 We bear our shades about us; self-deprived

 Of other screen, the thin umbrella spread,

 And range an Indian waste without a tree.

 Thanks to Benevolus — he spares me yet

 These chestnuts ranged in corresponding lines,

 And, though himself so polished, still reprieves

 The obsolete prolixity of shade.
 

Descending now (but cautious, lest too fast)

 A sudden steep, upon a rustic bridge

 We pass a gulf, in which the willows dip

 Their pendent boughs, stooping as if to drink.

 Hence ankle-deep in moss and flowery thyme

 We mount again, and feel at every step

 Our foot half sunk in hillocks green and soft,

 Raised by the mole, the miner of the soil.

 He, not unlike the great ones of mankind,

 Disfigures earth, and plotting in the dark

 Toils much to earn a monumental pile,

 That may record the mischiefs he has done.
 

The summit gained, behold the proud alcove

 That crowns it! yet not all its pride secures

 The grand retreat from injuries impressed

 By rural carvers, who with knives deface

 The panels, leaving an obscure rude name

 In characters uncouth, and spelt amiss.

 So strong the zeal to immortalise himself

 Beats in the breast of man, that even a few

 Few transient years, won from the abyss abhorred

 Of blank oblivion, seem a glorious prize,

 And even to a clown. Now roves the eye,

 And posted on this speculative height

 Exults in its command. The sheepfold here

 Pours out its fleecy tenants o’er the glebe.

 At first, progressive as a stream, they seek

 The middle field; but scattered by degrees,

 Each to his choice, soon whiten all the land.

 There, from the sunburnt hay-field homeward creeps

 The loaded wain; while, lightened of its charge,

 The wain that meets it passes swiftly by,

 The boorish driver leaning o’er his team,

 Vociferous, and impatient of delay.

 Nor less attractive is the woodland scene

 Diversified with trees of every growth,

 Alike yet various. Here the gray smooth trunks

 Of ash, or lime, or beech, distinctly shine,

 Within the twilight of their distant shades;

 There, lost behind a rising ground, the wood

 Seems sunk, and shortened to its topmost boughs.

 No tree in all the grove but has its charms,

 Though each its hue peculiar; paler some,

 And of a wannish gray; the willow such,

 And poplar that with silver lines his leaf,

 And ash far-stretching his umbrageous arm;

 Of deeper green the elm; and deeper still,

 Lord of the woods, the long-surviving oak.

 Some glossy-leaved and shining in the sun,

 The maple, and the beech of oily nuts

 Prolific, and the lime at dewy eve

 Diffusing odours; nor unnoted pass

 The sycamore, capricious in attire,

 Now green, now tawny, and ere autumn yet

 Have changed the woods, in scarlet honours bright.

 O’er these, but far beyond (a spacious map

 Of hill and valley interposed between),

 The Ouse, dividing the well-watered land,

 Now glitters in the sun, and now retires,

 As bashful, yet impatient to be seen.
 

Hence the declivity is sharp and short,

 And such the re-ascent; between them weeps

 A little Naiad her impoverished urn,

 All summer long, which winter fills again.

 The folded gates would bar my progress now,

 But that the lord of this enclosed demesne,

 Communicative of the good he owns,

 Admits me to a share: the guiltless eye

 Commits no wrong, nor wastes what it enjoys.

 Refreshing change! where now the blazing sun?

 By short transition we have lost his glare,

 And stepped at once into a cooler clime.

 Ye fallen avenues! once more I mourn

 Your fate unmerited, once more rejoice

 That yet a remnant of your race survives.

 How airy and how light the graceful arch,

 Yet awful as the consecrated roof

 Re-echoing pious anthems! while beneath,

 The chequered earth seems restless as a flood

 Brushed by the wind. So sportive is the light

 Shot through the boughs, it dances as they dance,

 Shadow and sunshine intermingling quick,

 And darkening and enlightening, as the leaves

 Play wanton, every moment, every spot.
 

And now, with nerves new-braced and spirits cheered,

 We tread the wilderness, whose well-rolled walks,

 With curvature of slow and easy sweep — 

 Deception innocent — give ample space

 To narrow bounds. The grove receives us next;

 Between the upright shafts of whose tall elms

 We may discern the thresher at his task.

 Thump after thump resounds the constant flail,

 That seems to swing uncertain and yet falls

 Full on the destined ear. Wide flies the chaff,

 The rustling straw sends up a frequent mist

 Of atoms, sparkling in the noonday beam.

 Come hither, ye that press your beds of down

 And sleep not: see him sweating o’er his bread

 Before he eats it.— ’Tis the primal curse,

 But softened into mercy; made the pledge

 Of cheerful days, and nights without a groan.
 

By ceaseless action, all that is subsists.

 Constant rotation of the unwearied wheel

 That Nature rides upon, maintains her health,

 Her beauty, her fertility. She dreads

 An instant’s pause, and lives but while she moves.

 Its own revolvency upholds the world.

 Winds from all quarters agitate the air,

 And fit the limpid element for use,

 Else noxious: oceans, rivers, lakes, and streams

 All feel the freshening impulse, and are cleansed

 By restless undulation: even the oak

 Thrives by the rude concussion of the storm:

 He seems indeed indignant, and to feel

 The impression of the blast with proud disdain,

 Frowning as if in his unconscious arm

 He held the thunder. But the monarch owes

 His firm stability to what he scorns,

 More fixed below, the more disturbed above.

 The law, by which all creatures else are bound,

 Binds man the lord of all. Himself derives

 No mean advantage from a kindred cause,

 From strenuous toil his hours of sweetest ease.

 The sedentary stretch their lazy length

 When custom bids, but no refreshment find,

 For none they need: the languid eye, the cheek

 Deserted of its bloom, the flaccid, shrunk,

 And withered muscle, and the vapid soul,

 Reproach their owner with that love of rest

 To which he forfeits even the rest he loves.

 Not such the alert and active. Measure life

 By its true worth, the comforts it affords,

 And theirs alone seems worthy of the name

 Good health, and, its associate in the most,

 Good temper; spirits prompt to undertake,

 And not soon spent, though in an arduous task;

 The powers of fancy and strong thought are theirs;

 Even age itself seems privileged in them

 With clear exemption from its own defects.

 A sparkling eye beneath a wrinkled front

 The veteran shows, and gracing a gray beard

 With youthful smiles, descends towards the grave

 Sprightly, and old almost without decay.
 

Like a coy maiden, Ease, when courted most,

 Farthest retires — an idol, at whose shrine

 Who oftenest sacrifice are favoured least.

 The love of Nature and the scene she draws

 Is Nature’s dictate. Strange, there should be found

 Who, self-imprisoned in their proud saloons,

 Renounce the odours of the open field

 For the unscented fictions of the loom;

 Who, satisfied with only pencilled scenes,

 Prefer to the performance of a God

 The inferior wonders of an artist’s hand.

 Lovely indeed the mimic works of Art,

 But Nature’s works far lovelier. I admire,

 None more admires, the painter’s magic skill,

 Who shows me that which I shall never see,

 Conveys a distant country into mine,

 And throws Italian light on English walls.

 But imitative strokes can do no more

 Than please the eye, sweet Nature every sense.

 The air salubrious of her lofty hills,

 The cheering fragrance of her dewy vales,

 And music of her woods — no works of man

 May rival these; these all bespeak a power

 Peculiar, and exclusively her own.

 Beneath the open sky she spreads the feast;

 ’Tis free to all— ’tis ev’ry day renewed,

 Who scorns it, starves deservedly at home.

 He does not scorn it, who, imprisoned long

 In some unwholesome dungeon, and a prey

 To sallow sickness, which the vapours dank

 And clammy of his dark abode have bred

 Escapes at last to liberty and light;

 His cheek recovers soon its healthful hue,

 His eye relumines its extinguished fires,

 He walks, he leaps, he runs — is winged with joy,

 And riots in the sweets of every breeze.

 He does not scorn it, who has long endured

 A fever’s agonies, and fed on drugs.

 Nor yet the mariner, his blood inflamed

 With acrid salts; his very heart athirst

 To gaze at Nature in her green array.

 Upon the ship’s tall side he stands, possessed

 With visions prompted by intense desire;

 Fair fields appear below, such as he left

 Far distant, such as he would die to find — 

 He seeks them headlong, and is seen no more.
 

The spleen is seldom felt where Flora reigns;

 The lowering eye, the petulance, the frown,

 And sullen sadness that o’ershade, distort,

 And mar the face of beauty, when no cause

 For such immeasurable woe appears,

 These Flora banishes, and gives the fair

 Sweet smiles, and bloom less transient than her own.

 It is the constant revolution, stale

 And tasteless, of the same repeated joys

 That palls and satiates, and makes languid life

 A pedlar’s pack that bows the bearer down.

 Health suffers, and the spirits ebb; the heart

 Recoils from its own choice — at the full feast

 Is famished — finds no music in the song,

 No smartness in the jest, and wonders why.

 Yet thousands still desire to journey on,

 Though halt and weary of the path they tread.

 The paralytic, who can hold her cards

 But cannot play them, borrows a friend’s hand

 To deal and shuffle, to divide and sort

 Her mingled suits and sequences, and sits

 Spectatress both and spectacle, a sad

 And silent cipher, while her proxy plays.

 Others are dragged into the crowded room

 Between supporters; and once seated, sit

 Through downright inability to rise,

 Till the stout bearers lift the corpse again.

 These speak a loud memento. Yet even these

 Themselves love life, and cling to it as he,

 That overhangs a torrent, to a twig.

 They love it, and yet loathe it; fear to die,

 Yet scorn the purposes for which they live.

 Then wherefore not renounce them? No — the dread,

 The slavish dread of solitude, that breeds

 Reflection and remorse, the fear of shame,

 And their inveterate habits, all forbid.
 

Whom call we gay? That honour has been long

 The boast of mere pretenders to the name.

 The innocent are gay — the lark is gay,

 That dries his feathers saturate with dew

 Beneath the rosy cloud, while yet the beams

 Of day-spring overshoot his humble nest.

 The peasant too, a witness of his song,

 Himself a songster, is as gay as he.

 But save me from the gaiety of those

 Whose headaches nail them to a noonday bed;

 And save me, too, from theirs whose haggard eyes

 Flash desperation, and betray their pangs

 For property stripped off by cruel chance;

 From gaiety that fills the bones with pain,

 The mouth with blasphemy, the heart with woe.
 

The earth was made so various, that the mind

 Of desultory man, studious of change,

 And pleased with novelty, might be indulged.

 Prospects however lovely may be seen

 Till half their beauties fade; the weary sight,

 Too well acquainted with their smiles, slides off

 Fastidious, seeking less familiar scenes.

 Then snug enclosures in the sheltered vale,

 Where frequent hedges intercept the eye,

 Delight us, happy to renounce a while,

 Not senseless of its charms, what still we love,

 That such short absence may endear it more.

 Then forests, or the savage rock may please,

 That hides the sea-mew in his hollow clefts

 Above the reach of man: his hoary head

 Conspicuous many a league, the mariner,

 Bound homeward, and in hope already there,

 Greets with three cheers exulting. At his waist

 A girdle of half-withered shrubs he shows,

 And at his feet the baffled billows die.

 The common overgrown with fern, and rough

 With prickly gorse, that, shapeless and deformed

 And dangerous to the touch, has yet its bloom,

 And decks itself with ornaments of gold,

 Yields no unpleasing ramble; there the turf

 Smells fresh, and, rich in odoriferous herbs

 And fungous fruits of earth, regales the sense

 With luxury of unexpected sweets.
 

There often wanders one, whom better days

 Saw better clad, in cloak of satin trimmed

 With lace, and hat with splendid ribbon bound.

 A serving-maid was she, and fell in love

 With one who left her, went to sea and died.

 Her fancy followed him through foaming waves

 To distant shores, and she would sit and weep

 At what a sailor suffers; fancy too,

 Delusive most where warmest wishes are,

 Would oft anticipate his glad return,

 And dream of transports she was not to know.

 She heard the doleful tidings of his death,

 And never smiled again. And now she roams

 The dreary waste; there spends the livelong day,

 And there, unless when charity forbids,

 The livelong night. A tattered apron hides,

 Worn as a cloak, and hardly hides, a gown

 More tattered still; and both but ill conceal

 A bosom heaved with never-ceasing sighs.

 She begs an idle pin of all she meets,

 And hoards them in her sleeve; but needful food,

 Though pressed with hunger oft, or comelier clothes,

 Though pinched with cold, asks never. — Kate is crazed!
 

I see a column of slow-rising smoke

 O’ertop the lofty wood that skirts the wild.

 A vagabond and useless tribe there eat

 Their miserable meal. A kettle slung

 Between two poles upon a stick transverse,

 Receives the morsel; flesh obscene of dog,

 Or vermin, or, at best, of cock purloined

 From his accustomed perch. Hard-faring race!

 They pick their fuel out of every hedge,

 Which, kindled with dry leaves, just saves unquenched

 The spark of life. The sportive wind blows wide

 Their fluttering rags, and shows a tawny skin,

 The vellum of the pedigree they claim.

 Great skill have they in palmistry, and more

 To conjure clean away the gold they touch,

 Conveying worthless dross into its place;

 Loud when they beg, dumb only when they steal.

 Strange! that a creature rational, and cast

 In human mould, should brutalise by choice

 His nature, and, though capable of arts

 By which the world might profit and himself,

 Self-banished from society, prefer

 Such squalid sloth to honourable toil.

 Yet even these, though feigning sickness oft

 They swathe the forehead, drag the limping limb,

 And vex their flesh with artificial sores,

 Can change their whine into a mirthful note

 When safe occasion offers, and with dance,

 And music of the bladder and the bag,

 Beguile their woes, and make the woods resound.

 Such health and gaiety of heart enjoy

 The houseless rovers of the sylvan world;

 And breathing wholesome air, and wandering much,

 Need other physic none to heal the effects

 Of loathsome diet, penury, and cold.
 

Blest he, though undistinguished from the crowd

 By wealth or dignity, who dwells secure

 Where man, by nature fierce, has laid aside

 His fierceness, having learnt, though slow to learn

 The manners and the arts of civil life.

 His wants, indeed, are many; but supply

 Is obvious; placed within the easy reach

 Of temperate wishes and industrious hands.

 Here virtue thrives as in her proper soil;

 Not rude and surly, and beset with thorns,

 And terrible to sight, as when she springs

 (If e’er she spring spontaneous) in remote

 And barbarous climes, where violence prevails,

 And strength is lord of all; but gentle, kind,

 By culture tamed, by liberty refreshed,

 And all her fruits by radiant truth matured.

 War and the chase engross the savage whole;

 War followed for revenge, or to supplant

 The envied tenants of some happier spot;

 The chase for sustenance, precarious trust!

 His hard condition with severe constraint

 Binds all his faculties, forbids all growth

 Of wisdom, proves a school in which he learns

 Sly circumvention, unrelenting hate,

 Mean self-attachment, and scarce aught beside.

 Thus fare the shivering natives of the north,

 And thus the rangers of the western world,

 Where it advances far into the deep,

 Towards the Antarctic. Even the favoured isles

 So lately found, although the constant sun

 Cheer all their seasons with a grateful smile,

 Can boast but little virtue; and inert

 Through plenty, lose in morals what they gain

 In manners, victims of luxurious ease.

 These therefore I can pity, placed remote

 From all that science traces, art invents,

 Or inspiration teaches; and enclosed

 In boundless oceans, never to be passed

 By navigators uninformed as they,

 Or ploughed perhaps by British bark again.

 But far beyond the rest, and with most cause,

 Thee, gentle savage! whom no love of thee

 Or thine, but curiosity perhaps,

 Or else vain-glory, prompted us to draw

 Forth from thy native bowers, to show thee here

 With what superior skill we can abuse

 The gifts of Providence, and squander life.

 The dream is past. And thou hast found again

 Thy cocoas and bananas, palms, and yams,

 And homestall thatched with leaves. But hast thou found

 Their former charms? And, having seen our state,

 Our palaces, our ladies, and our pomp

 Of equipage, our gardens, and our sports,

 And heard our music; are thy simple friends,

 Thy simple fare, and all thy plain delights

 As dear to thee as once? And have thy joys

 Lost nothing by comparison with ours?

 Rude as thou art (for we returned thee rude

 And ignorant, except of outward show),

 I cannot think thee yet so dull of heart

 And spiritless, as never to regret

 Sweets tasted here, and left as soon as known.

 Methinks I see thee straying on the beach,

 And asking of the surge that bathes the foot

 If ever it has washed our distant shore.

 I see thee weep, and thine are honest tears,

 A patriot’s for his country. Thou art sad

 At thought of her forlorn and abject state,

 From which no power of thine can raise her up.

 Thus fancy paints thee, and, though apt to err,

 Perhaps errs little when she paints thee thus.

 She tells me too that duly every morn

 Thou climb’st the mountain-top, with eager eye

 Exploring far and wide the watery waste,

 For sight of ship from England. Every speck

 Seen in the dim horizon turns thee pale

 With conflict of contending hopes and fears.

 But comes at last the dull and dusky eve,

 And sends thee to thy cabin, well prepared

 To dream all night of what the day denied.

 Alas, expect it not. We found no bait

 To tempt us in thy country. Doing good,

 Disinterested good, is not our trade.

 We travel far, ’tis true, but not for naught;

 And must be bribed to compass earth again

 By other hopes, and richer fruits than yours.
 

But though true worth and virtue, in the mild

 And genial soil of cultivated life

 Thrive most, and may perhaps thrive only there,

 Yet not in cities oft. In proud and gay

 And gain-devoted cities, thither flow,

 As to a common and most noisome sewer,

 The dregs and feculence of every land.

 In cities, foul example on most minds

 Begets its likeness. Rank abundance breeds

 In gross and pampered cities sloth and lust,

 And wantonness and gluttonous excess.

 In cities, vice is hidden with most ease,

 Or seen with least reproach; and virtue, taught

 By frequent lapse, can hope no triumph there,

 Beyond the achievement of successful flight.

 I do confess them nurseries of the arts,

 In which they flourish most; where, in the beams

 Of warm encouragement, and in the eye

 Of public note, they reach their perfect size.

 Such London is, by taste and wealth proclaimed

 The fairest capital in all the world,

 By riot and incontinence the worst.

 There, touched by Reynolds, a dull blank becomes

 A lucid mirror, in which nature sees

 All her reflected features. Bacon there

 Gives more than female beauty to a stone,

 And Chatham’s eloquence to marble lips.

 Nor does the chisel occupy alone

 The powers of sculpture, but the style as much;

 Each province of her art her equal care.

 With nice incision of her guided steel

 She ploughs a brazen field, and clothes a soil

 So sterile with what charms soe’er she will,

 The richest scenery and the loveliest forms.

 Where finds philosophy her eagle eye,

 With which she gazes at yon burning disk

 Undazzled, and detects and counts his spots?

 In London. Where her implements exact,

 With which she calculates, computes, and scans

 All distance, motion, magnitude, and now

 Measures an atom, and now girds a world?

 In London. Where has commerce such a mart,

 So rich, so thronged, so drained, and so supplied,

 As London, opulent, enlarged, and still

 Increasing London? Babylon of old

 Not more the glory of the earth, than she

 A more accomplished world’s chief glory now.
 

She has her praise. Now mark a spot or two

 That so much beauty would do well to purge;

 And show this queen of cities, that so fair

 May yet be foul; so witty, yet not wise.

 It is not seemly, nor of good report,

 That she is slack in discipline; more prompt

 To avenge than to prevent the breach of law:

 That she is rigid in denouncing death

 On petty robbers, and indulges life

 And liberty, and ofttimes honour too,

 To peculators of the public gold:

 That thieves at home must hang; but he, that puts

 Into his overgorged and bloated purse

 The wealth of Indian provinces, escapes.

 Nor is it well, nor can it come to good,

 That through profane and infidel contempt

 Of holy writ, she has presumed to annul

 And abrogate, as roundly as she may,

 The total ordinance and will of God;

 Advancing fashion to the post of truth,

 And centring all authority in modes

 And customs of her own, till Sabbath rites

 Have dwindled into unrespected forms,

 And knees and hassocks are wellnigh divorced.
 

God made the country, and man made the town.

 What wonder, then, that health and virtue, gifts

 That can alone make sweet the bitter draught

 That life holds out to all, should most abound

 And least be threatened in the fields and groves?

 Possess ye therefore, ye who, borne about

 In chariots and sedans, know no fatigue

 But that of idleness, and taste no scenes

 But such as art contrives, possess ye still

 Your element; there only ye can shine,

 There only minds like yours can do no harm.

 Our groves were planted to console at noon

 The pensive wanderer in their shades. At eve

 The moonbeam, sliding softly in between

 The sleeping leaves, is all the light they wish,

 Birds warbling all the music. We can spare

 The splendour of your lamps, they but eclipse

 Our softer satellite. Your songs confound

 Our more harmonious notes. The thrush departs

 Scared, and the offended nightingale is mute.

 There is a public mischief in your mirth;

 It plagues your country. Folly such as yours,

 Graced with a sword, and worthier of a fan,

 Has made, which enemies could ne’er have done,

 Our arch of empire, steadfast but for you,

 A mutilated structure, soon to fall.
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Loss of the Royal George
 

William Cowper (1731–1800)
 

TOLL for the Brave!

The brave that are no more!

All sunk beneath the wave

Fast by their native shore!
 

Eight hundred of the brave   5

Whose courage well was tried,

Had made the vessel heel

And laid her on her side.
 

A land-breeze shook the shrouds

And she was overset;   10

Down went the Royal George,

With all her crew complete.
 

Toll for the brave!

Brave Kempenfelt is gone;

His last sea-fight is fought,   15

His work of glory done.
 

It was not in the battle;

No tempest gave the shock;

She sprang no fatal leak,

She ran upon no rock.   20
 

His sword was in its sheath,

His fingers held the pen,

When Kempenfelt went down

With twice four hundred men.
 

Weigh the vessel up   25

Once dreaded by our foes!

And mingle with our cup

The tears that England owes.
 

Her timbers yet are sound,

And she may float again   30

Full charged with England’s thunder,

And plough the distant main:
 

But Kempenfelt is gone,

His victories are o’er;

And he and his eight hundred   35

Shall plough the wave no more.
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To a Young Lady
 

William Cowper (1731–1800)
 

SWEET stream, that winds through yonder glade,

Apt emblem of a virtuous maid — 

Silent and chaste she steals along,

Far from the world’s gay busy throng:

With gentle yet prevailing force,   5

Intent upon her destined course;

Graceful and useful all she does;

Blessing and blest where’er she goes;

Pure-bosom’d as that watery glass,

And Heaven reflected in her face.   10
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The Poplar Field
 

William Cowper (1731–1800)
 

THE POPLARS are fell’d, farewell to the shade

And the whispering sound of the cool colonnade;

The winds play no longer and sing in the leaves,

Nor Ouse on his bosom their image receives.
 

Twelve years have elapsed since I first took a view   5

Of my favourite field, and the bank where they grew:

And now in the grass behold they are laid,

And the tree is my seat that once lent me a shade.
 

The blackbird has fled to another retreat

Where the hazels afford him a screen from the heat;   10

And the scene where his melody charm’d me before

Resounds with his sweet-flowing ditty no more.
 

My fugitive years are all hasting away,

And I must ere long lie as lowly as they,

With a turf on my breast and a stone at my head,   15

Ere another such grove shall arise in its stead.
 

’Tis a sight to engage me, if anything can,

To muse on the perishing pleasures of man;

Short-lived as we are, our enjoyments, I see,

Have a still shorter date; and die sooner than we.   20
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The Solitude of Alexander Selkirk
 

William Cowper (1731–1800)
 

I AM monarch of all I survey;

My right there is none to dispute;

From the centre all round to the sea

I am lord of the fowl and the brute.

O Solitude! where are the charms   5

That sages have seen in thy face?

Better dwell in the midst of alarms,

Than reign in this horrible place.
 

I am out of humanity’s reach,

I must finish my journey alone,   10

Never hear the sweet music of speech;

I start at the sound of my own.

The beasts that roam over the plain

My form with indifference see;

They are so unacquainted with man,   15

Their tameness is shocking to me.
 

Society, Friendship, and Love

Divinely bestow’d upon man,

O, had I the wings of a dove

How soon would I taste you again!   20

My sorrows I then might assuage

In the ways of religion and truth;

Might learn from the wisdom of age,

And be cheer’d by the sallies of youth.
 

Ye winds that have made me your sport,   25

Convey to this desolate shore

Some cordial endearing report

Of a land I shall visit no more:

My friends, do they now and then send

A wish or a thought after me?   30

O tell me I yet have a friend,

Though a friend I am never to see.
 

How fleet is a glance of the mind!

Compared with the speed of its flight,

The tempest itself lags behind,   35

And the swift-wingèd arrows of light.

When I think of my own native land

In a moment I seem to be there;

But alas! recollection at hand

Soon hurries me back to despair.   40
 

But the sea-fowl is gone to her nest,

The beast is laid down in his lair;

Even here is a season of rest,

And I to my cabin repair.

There’s mercy in every place,   45

And mercy, encouraging thought!

Gives even affliction a grace

And reconciles man to his lot.
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To Mary Unwin
 

William Cowper (1731–1800)
 

MARY! I want a lyre with other strings,

Such aid from heaven as some have feign’d they drew,

An eloquence scarce given to mortals, new

And undebased by praise of meaner things,
 

That ere through age or woe I shed my wings   5

I may record thy worth with honour due,

In verse as musical as thou art true,

And that immortalizes whom it sings: — 
 

But thou hast little need. There is a Book

By seraphs writ with beams of heavenly light,   10

On which the eyes of God not rarely look,
 

A chronicle of actions just and bright — 

There all thy deeds, my faithful Mary, shine;

And since thou own’st that praise, I spare thee mine.
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To the Same
 

William Cowper (1731–1800)
 

THE TWENTIETH year is well-nigh past

Since first our sky was overcast;

Ah would that this might be the last!

    My Mary!
 

Thy spirits have a fainter flow,   5

I see thee daily weaker grow — 

’Twas my distress that brought thee low,

    My Mary!
 

Thy needles, once a shining store,

For my sake restless heretofore,   10

Now rust disused, and shine no more;

    My Mary!
 

For though thou gladly wouldst fulfil

The same kind office for me still,

Thy sight now seconds not thy will,   15

    My Mary!
 

But well thou play’dst the housewife’s part,

And all thy threads with magic art

Have wound themselves about this heart,

    My Mary!   20
 

Thy indistinct expressions seem

Like language utter’d in a dream;

Yet me they charm, whate’er the theme,

    My Mary!
 

Thy silver locks, once auburn bright,   25

Are still more lovely in my sight

Than golden beams of orient light,

    My Mary!
 

For could I view nor them nor thee,

What sight worth seeing could I see?   30

The sun would rise in vain for me,

    My Mary!
 

Partakers of thy sad decline,

Thy hands their little force resign;

Yet, gently press’d, press gently mine,   35

    My Mary!
 

Such feebleness of limbs thou prov’st

That now at every step thou mov’st

Upheld by two; yet still thou lov’st,

    My Mary!   40
 

And still to love, though press’d with ill,

In wintry age to feel no chill,

With me is to be lovely still,

    My Mary!
 

But ah! by constant heed I know   45

How oft the sadness that I show

Transforms thy smiles to looks of woe,

    My Mary!
 

And should my future lot be cast

With much resemblance of the past,   50

Thy worn-out heart will break at last — 

    My Mary!
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Boadicea: An Ode
 

William Cowper (1731–1800)
 

WHEN the British warrior queen,

 Bleeding from the Roman rods,

Sought, with an indignant mien,

 Counsel of her country’s gods,
 

Sage beneath a spreading oak   5

 Sat the Druid, hoary chief;

Every burning word he spoke

 Full of rage, and full of grief.
 

‘Princess! if our aged eyes

 Weep upon thy matchless wrongs,   10

’Tis because resentment ties

 All the terrors of our tongues.
 

‘Rome shall perish — write that word

 In the blood that she has spilt;

Perish, hopeless and abhorred,   15

 Deep in ruin as in guilt.
 

‘Rome, for empire far renowned,

 Tramples on a thousand states;

Soon her pride shall kiss the ground — 

 Hark! the Gaul is at her gates!   20
 

‘Other Romans shall arise,

 Heedless of a soldier’s name;

Sounds, not arms, shall win the prize — 

 Harmony the path to fame.
 

‘Then the progeny that springs   25

 From the forests of our land,

Armed with thunder, clad with wings,

 Shall a wider world command.
 

‘Regions Cæsar never knew

 Thy posterity shall sway,   30

Where his eagles never flew,

 None invincible as they.’
 

Such the bard’s prophetic words,

 Pregnant with celestial fire,

Bending, as he swept the chords   35

 Of his sweet but awful lyre.
 

She, with all a monarch’s pride,

 Felt them in her bosom glow;

Rushed to battle, fought, and died;

 Dying, hurled them at the foe.   40
 

‘Ruffians, pitiless as proud,

 Heaven awards the vengeance due:

Empire is on us bestowed,

 Shame and ruin wait for you.’
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The Castaway
 

William Cowper (1731–1800)
 

OBSCUREST night involved the sky,

 The Atlantic billows roared,

When such a destined wretch as I,

 Washed headlong from on board,

Of friends, of hope, of all bereft,   5

His floating home for ever left.
 

No braver chief could Albion boast

 Than he with whom he went,

Nor ever ship left Albion’s coast

 With warmer wishes sent.   10

He loved them both, but both in vain,

Nor him beheld, nor her again.
 

Not long beneath the whelming brine,

 Expert to swim, he lay;

Nor soon he felt his strength decline,   15

 Or courage die away;

But waged with death a lasting strife,

Supported by despair of life.
 

He shouted: nor his friends had failed

 To check the vessel’s course,   20

But so the furious blast prevailed

 That, pitiless perforce,

They left their outcast mate behind,

And scudded still before the wind.
 

Some succour yet they could afford;   25

 And such as storms allow,

The cask, the coop, the floated cord,

 Delayed not to bestow.

But he (they knew) nor ship nor shore,

Whate’er they gave, should visit more.   30
 

Nor, cruel as it seemed, could he

 Their haste himself condemn,

Aware that flight, in such a sea,

 Alone could rescue them;

Yet bitter felt it still to die   35

Deserted, and his friends so nigh.
 

He long survives, who lives an hour

 In ocean, self-upheld;

And so long he, with unspent power,

 His destiny repelled;   40

And ever, as the minutes flew,

Entreated help, or cried ‘Adieu!’
 

At length, his transient respite past,

 His comrades, who before

Had heard his voice in every blast,   45

 Could catch the sound no more:

For then, by toil subdued, he drank

The stifling wave, and then he sank.
 

No poet wept him; but the page

 Of narrative sincere,   50

That tells his name, his worth, his age

 Is wet with Anson’s tear:

And tears by bards or heroes shed

Alike immortalize the dead.
 

I therefore purpose not, or dream,   55

 Descanting on his fate,

To give the melancholy theme

 A more enduring date:

But misery still delights to trace

Its semblance in another’s case.   60
 

No voice divine the storm allayed,

 No light propitious shone,

When, snatched from all effectual aid,

 We perished, each alone:

But I beneath a rougher sea,   65

And whelmed in deeper gulfs than he.
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The Shrubbery
 

William Cowper (1731–1800)
 

O HAPPY shades! to me unblest!

 Friendly to peace, but not to me!

How ill the scene that offers rest,

 And heart that cannot rest, agree!
 

This glassy stream, that spreading pine,   5

 Those alders quivering to the breeze,

Might soothe a soul less hurt than mine,

 And please, if anything could please.
 

But fixed unalterable Care

 Foregoes not what she feels within,   10

Shows the same sadness everywhere,

 And slights the season and the scene.
 

For all that pleased in wood or lawn,

 While Peace possessed these silent bowers,

Her animating smile withdrawn,   15

 Has lost its beauties and its powers.
 

The saint or moralist should tread

 This moss-grown alley, musing, slow;

They seek, like me, the secret shade,

 But not, like me, to nourish woe!
  20
 

Me fruitful scenes and prospects waste,

 Alike admonish not to roam;

These tell me of enjoyments past,

 And those of sorrows yet to come.
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On the Receipt of My Mother’s Picture out of Norfolk
 

William Cowper (1731–1800)
 

OH that those lips had language! Life has passed

With me but roughly since I heard thee last.

Those lips are thine — thy own sweet smile I see,

The same that oft in childhood solaced me;

Voice only fails, else how distinct they say,   5

‘Grieve not, my child, chase all thy fears away!’

The meek intelligence of those dear eyes

(Blessed be the art that can immortalize,

The art that baffles Time’s tyrannic claim

To quench it) here shines on me still the same.   10

 Faithful remembrancer of one so dear,

O welcome guest, though unexpected here!

Who bidst me honour with an artless song,

Affectionate, a mother lost so long,

I will obey, not willingly alone,   15

But gladly, as the precept were her own:

And, while that face renews my filial grief,

Fancy shall weave a charm for my relief,

Shall steep me in Elysian reverie,

A momentary dream that thou art she.   20

 My mother! when I learnt that thou wast dead,

Say, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed?

Hovered thy spirit o’er thy sorrowing son,

Wretch even then, life’s journey just begun?

Perhaps thou gavest me, though unfelt, a kiss:   25

Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in bliss — 

Ah, that maternal smile! It answers — Yes.

I heard the bell toll on thy burial day,

I saw the hearse that bore thee slow away,

And, turning from my nursery window, drew   30

A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu!

But was it such? — It was. — Where thou art gone

Adieus and farewells are a sound unknown.

May I but meet thee on that peaceful shore,

The parting word shall pass my lips no more!   35

Thy maidens, grieved themselves at my concern,

Oft gave me promise of thy quick return.

What ardently I wished I long believed,

And, disappointed still, was still deceived.

By expectation every day beguiled,   40

Dupe of to-morrow even from a child.

Thus many a sad to-morrow came and went,

Till, all my stock of infant sorrow spent,

I learnt at last submission to my lot;

But, though I less deplored thee, ne’er forgot.   45

 Where once we dwelt our name is heard no more,

Children not thine have trod my nursery floor;

And where the gardener Robin, day by day,

Drew me to school along the public way,

Delighted with my bauble coach, and wrapped   50

In scarlet mantle warm, and velvet capped,

’Tis now become a history little known,

That once we called the pastoral house our own.

Short-lived possession! but the record fair

That memory keeps, of all thy kindness there,   55

Still outlives many a storm that has effaced

A thousand other themes less deeply traced.

The nightly visits to my chamber made,

That thou mightst know me safe and warmly laid;

Thy morning bounties ere I left my home,   60

The biscuit, or confectionary plum;

The fragrant waters on my cheeks bestowed

By thy own hand, till fresh they shone and glowed;

All this, and more endearing still than all,

Thy constant flow of love, that knew no fall,   65

Ne’er roughened by those cataracts and brakes

That humour interposed too often makes;

All this still legible in memory’s page,

And still to be so to my latest age,

Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay   70

Such honours to thee as my numbers may;

Perhaps a frail memorial, but sincere,

Not scorned in heaven, though little noticed here.

 Could Time, his flight reversed, restore the hours,

When, playing with thy vesture’s tissued flowers,   75

The violet, the pink, and jessamine,

I pricked them into paper with a pin

(And thou wast happier than myself the while,

Wouldst softly speak, and stroke my head and smile),

Could these few pleasant days again appear,   80

Might one wish bring them, would I wish them here?

I would not trust my heart — the dear delight

Seems so to be desired, perhaps I might. — 

But no — what here we call our life is such

So little to be loved, and thou so much,   85

That I should ill requite thee to constrain

Thy unbound spirit into bonds again.

 Thou, as a gallant bark from Albion’s coast

(The storms all weathered and the ocean crossed)

Shoots into port at some well-havened isle,   90

Where spices breathe, and brighter seasons smile,

There sits quiescent on the floods that show

Her beauteous form reflected clear below,

While airs impregnated with incense play

Around her, fanning light her streamers gay;   95

So thou, with sails how swift! hast reached the shore,

‘Where tempests never beat nor billows roar,’

And thy loved consort on the dangerous tide

Of life long since has anchored by thy side.

But me, scarce hoping to attain that rest,   100

Always from port withheld, always distressed — 

Me howling blasts drive devious, tempest tost,

Sails ripped, seams opening wide, and compass lost,

And day by day some current’s thwarting force

Sets me more distant from a prosperous course.   105

Yet, oh, the thought that thou art safe, and he!

That thought is joy, arrive what may to me.

My boast is not, that I deduce my birth

From loins enthroned and rulers of the earth;

But higher far my proud pretensions rise — 110

The son of parents passed into the skies!

And now, farewell! — Time unrevoked has run

His wonted course, yet what I wished is done.

By contemplation’s help, not sought in vain,

I seemed to have lived my childhood o’er again;   115

To have renewed the joys that once were mine,

Without the sin of violating thine:

And, while the wings of Fancy still are free,

And I can view this mimic show of thee,

Time has but half succeeded in his theft — 120

Thyself removed, thy power to soothe me left.
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The Diverting History of John Gilpin
 

William Cowper (1731–1800)
 

JOHN GILPIN was a citizen

 Of credit and renown,

A train-band captain eke was he

 Of famous London town.
 

John Gilpin’s spouse said to her dear,   5

 ‘Though wedded we have been

These twice ten tedious years, yet we

 No holiday have seen.
 

‘To-morrow is our wedding-day,

 And we will then repair   10

Unto the Bell at Edmonton,

 All in a chaise and pair.
 

‘My sister, and my sister’s child,

 Myself, and children three,

Will fill the chaise; so you must ride   15

 On horseback after we.’
 

He soon replied, ‘I do admire

 Of womankind but one,

And you are she, my dearest dear,

 Therefore it shall be done.   20
 

‘I 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;   25

 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,   30

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   35

 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.   40
 

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   45

 Seized fast the flowing mane,

And up he got, in haste to ride,

 But soon came down again;
 

For saddle-tree scarce reached had be,

 His journey to begin,   50

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,   55

 Would trouble him much more.
 

’Twas long before the customers

 Were suited to their mind,

When Betty screaming came down stairs,

 ‘The wine is left behind!’   60
 

‘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!)   65

 Had two stone bottles found,

To hold the liquor that she loved,

 And keep it safe and sound.
 

Each bottle had a curling ear,

 Through which the belt he drew,   70

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;   75

 He manfully did throw.
 

Now see him mounted once again

 Upon his nimble steed,

Full slowly pacing o’er the stones,

 With caution and good heed.   80
 

But finding soon a smoother road

 Beneath his well-shod feet,

The snorting beast began to trot,

 Which galled him in his seat.
 

So, ‘Fair and softly,’ John he cried,   85

 But John he called 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,   90

He grasped the mane with both his hands,

 And eke with all his might.
 

His horse, who never in that sort

 Had handled been before,

What thing upon his back had got   95

 Did wonder more and more.
 

Away went Gilpin, neck or nought;

 Away went hat and wig;

He little dreamt, when he set out,

 Of running such a rig.   100
 

The wind did blow, the cloak did fly,

 Like streamer long and gay,

Till, loop and button failing both,

 At last it flew away.
 

Then might all people well discern   105

 The bottles he had slung;

A bottle swinging at each side.

 As hath been said or sung.
 

The dogs did bark, the children screamed,

 Up flew the windows all;   110

And every soul cried out, ‘Well done!’

 As loud as he could bawl.
 

Away went Gilpin — who but he?

 His fame soon spread around;

‘He carries weight! He rides a race!’   115

 ‘’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.   120
 

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,   125

 Most piteous to be seen,

Which made his horse’s flanks to smoke

 As they had basted been.
 

But still he seemed to carry weight,

 With leathern girdle braced;   130

For all might see the bottle-necks

 Still dangling at his waist.
 

Thus all through merry Islington

 These gambols he did play,

Until he came unto the Wash   135

 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.   140
 

At Edmonton his loving wife

 From the balcony spied

Her tender husband, wondering much

 To see how he did ride.
 

‘Stop, stop, John Gilpin! — Here’s the house!’   145

 They all at once did cry;

‘The dinner waits, and we are tired;’ — 

 Said Gilpin— ‘So am I!’
 

But yet his horse was not a whit

 Inclined to tarry there!   150

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   155

 The middle of my song.
 

Away went Gilpin, out of breath,

 And sore against his will,

Till at his friend the calender’s

 His horse at last stood still.   160
 

The calender, amazed to see

 His neighbour in such trim,

Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate,

 And thus accosted him:
 

‘What news? what news? your tidings tell;   165

 Tell me you must and shall — 

Say why bareheaded you are come,

 Or why you come at all?’
 

Now Gilpin had a pleasant wit,

 And loved a timely joke;   170

And thus unto the calender

 In merry guise he spoke:
 

‘I came because your horse would come,

 And, if I well forebode,

My hat and wig will soon be here, — 175

 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;   180
 

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   185

 Thus showed his ready wit,

‘My head is twice as big as yours,

 They therefore needs must fit.
 

‘But let me scrape the dirt away

 That hangs upon your face;   190

And stop and eat, for well you may

 Be in a hungry case.’
 

Said John, ‘It is my wedding day,

 And all the world would stare,

If wife should dine at Edmonton,   195

 And I should dine at Ware.’
 

So turning to his horse, he said,

 ‘I am in haste to dine;

’Twas for your pleasure you came here,

 You shall go back for mine.’   200
 

Ah, luckless speech, and bootless boast!

 For which he paid full dear;

For, while he spake, a braying ass

 Did sing most loud and clear;
 

Whereat his horse did snort, as he   205

 Had 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;   210

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,   215

 She pulled out half a crown;
 

And thus unto the youth she said

 That drove them to the Bell,

‘This shall be yours, when you bring back

 My husband safe and well.’   220
 

The youth did ride, and soon did meet

 John coming back again:

Whom in a trice he tried to stop,

 By catching at his rein;
 

But not performing what he meant,   225

 And gladly would have done,

The frighted steed he frighted more,

 And made him faster run.
 

Away went Gilpin, and away

 Went postboy at his heels,   230

The postboy’s horse right glad to miss

 The lumbering of the wheels.
 

Six gentlemen upon the road,

 Thus seeing Gilpin fly,

With postboy scampering in the rear,   235

 They raised the hue and cry:
 

‘Stop thief! stop thief! — a highwayman!’

 Not one of them was mute;

And all and each that passed that way

 Did join in the pursuit.   240
 

And now the turnpike gates again

 Flew open in short space;

The toll-men thinking, as before,

 That Gilpin rode a race.
 

And so he did, and won it too,   245

 For he got first to town;

Nor stopped till where he had got up

 He did again get down.
 

Now let us sing, Long live the King!

 And Gilpin, long live he!   250

And when he next doth ride abroad

 May I be there to see!
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Richard Brinsley Sheridan
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Drinking Song
 

Richard Brinsley Sheridan (1751–1816)
 

HERE’S to the maiden of bashful fifteen,

 Here’s to the widow of fifty;

Here’s to the flaunting extravagant quean,

 And here’s to the housewife that’s thrifty;
 

Chorus. Let the toast pass,   5

    Drink to the lass,

I’ll warrant she’ll prove an excuse for the glass.
 

Here’s to the charmer, whose dimples we prize,

 And now to the maid who has none, sir,

Here’s to the girl with a pair of blue eyes,   10

 And here’s to the nymph with but one, sir.

    Let the toast pass, etc.
 

Here’s to the maid with a bosom of snow,

 And to her that’s as brown as a berry;

Here’s to the wife with a face full of woe,   15

 And now to the girl that is merry:

    Let the toast pass, etc.
 

For let’em be clumsy, or let’em be slim,

 Young or ancient, I care not a feather;

So fill a pint bumper quite up to the brim,   20

 And let us e’en toast them together.
 

Chorus. Let the toast pass,

    Drink to the lass,

I’ll warrant she’ll prove an excuse for the glass.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Anna Laetitia Barbauld
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Life
 

Anna Laetitia Barbauld (1743–1825)
 

LIFE! I know not what thou art,

But know that thou and I must part;

And when, or how, or where we met,

I own to me’s a secret yet.

But this I know, when thou art fled,   5

Where’er they lay these limbs, this head,

No clod so valueless shall be

As all that then remains of me.
 

O whither, whither, dost thou fly?

Where bend unseen thy trackless course?   10

 And in this strange divorce,

Ah, tell where I must seek this compound I?

To the vast ocean of empyreal flame

 From whence thy essence came

Dost thou thy flight pursue, when freed   15

From matter’s base encumbering weed?

 Or dost thou, hid from sight,

 Wait, like some spell-bound knight,

Through blank oblivious years th’ appointed hour

To break thy trance and reassume thy power?   20

Yet canst thou without thought or feeling be?

O say, what art thou, when no more thou’rt thee?
 

Life! we have been long together,

Through pleasant and through cloudy weather;

 ’Tis hard to part when friends are dear;
  25

 Perhaps ‘twill cost a sigh, a tear; — 

 Then steal away, give little warning,

   Choose thine own time;

Say not Good-night, but in some brighter clime

   Bid me Good-morning!   30
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Isobel Pagan
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Ca’ the Yowes to the Knowes
 

Isobel Pagan (1741–1821)
 

CA’ the yowes to the knowes,

Ca’ them where the heather grows,

Ca’ them where the burnie rows,

  My bonnie dearie.
 

As I gaed down the water side,   5

There I met my shepherd lad;

He row’d me sweetly in his plaid,

  And he ca’d me his dearie.
 

‘Will ye gang down the water side,

And see the waves sae sweetly glide   10

Beneath the hazels spreading wide?

  The moon it shines fu’ clearly.’
 

‘I was bred up at nae sic school,

My shepherd lad, to play the fool,

And a’ the day to sit in dool,   15

  And naebody to see me.’
 

‘Ye sall get gowns and ribbons meet,

Cauf-leather shoon upon your feet,

And in my arms ye’se lie and sleep,

  And ye sall be my dearie.’   20
 

‘If ye’ll but stand to what ye’ve said,

I’se gang wi’ you, my shepherd lad,

And ye may row me in your plaid,

  And I sall be your dearie.’
 

‘While waters wimple to the sea,   25

While day blinks in the lift sae hie,

Till clay-cauld death sall blin’ my e’e,

  Ye aye sall be my dearie!’
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Auld Robin Gray
 

Lady Anne Lindsay (1750–1825)
 

WHEN the sheep are in the fauld, and the kye at hame,

And a’ the warld to rest are gane,

The waes o’ my heart fa’ in showers frae my e’e,

While my gudeman lies sound by me.
 

Young Jamie lo’ed me weel, and sought me for his bride;   5

But saving a croun he had naething else beside:

To make the croun a pund, young Jamie gaed to sea;

And the croun and the pund were baith for me.
 

He hadna been awa’ a week but only twa,

When my father brak his arm, and the cow was stown awa;   10

My mother she fell sick, and my Jamie at the sea — 

And auld Robin Gray came a-courtin’ me.
 

My father couldna work, and my mother couldna spin;

I toil’d day and night, but their bread I couldna win;

Auld Rob maintain’d them baith, and wi’ tears in his e’e   15

Said, Jennie, for their sakes, O, marry me!
 

My heart it said nay; I look’d for Jamie back;

But the wind it blew high, and the ship it was a wrack;

His ship it was a wrack — why didna Jamie dee?

Or why do I live to cry, Wae’s me?   20
 

My father urgit sair: my mother didna speak;

But she look’d in my face till my heart was like to break:

They gi’ed him my hand, but my heart was at the sea;

Sae auld Robin Gray he was gudeman to me.
 

I hadna been a wife a week but only four,   25

When mournfu’ as I sat on the stane at the door,

I saw my Jamie’s wraith, for I couldna think it he

Till he said, I’m come hame to marry thee.
 

O sair, sair did we greet, and muckle did we say;

We took but ae kiss, and I bad him gang away;   30

I wish that I were dead, but I’m no like to dee;

And why was I born to say, Wae’s me!
 

I gang like a ghaist, and I carena to spin;

I daurna think on Jamie, for that wad be a sin;

But I’ll do my best a gude wife aye to be,   35

For auld Robin Gray he is kind unto me.
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Song from Ælla
 

Thomas Chatterton (1752–1770)
 

O SING unto my roundelay,

O drop the briny tear with me;

Dance no more at holyday,

Like a running river be:

  My love is dead,   5

  Gone to his death-bed

All under the willow-tree.
 

Black his cryne as the winter night,

White his rode as the summer snow,

Red his face as the morning light,   10

Cold he lies in the grave below:

  My love is dead,

  Gone to his death-bed

All under the willow-tree.
 

Sweet his tongue as the throstle’s note   15

Quick in dance as thought can be,

Deft his tabor, cudgel stout;

O he lies by the willow-tree!

  My love is dead,

  Gone to his death-bed   20

All under the willow-tree.
 

Hark! the raven flaps his wing

In the brier’d dell below;

Hark! the death-owl loud doth sing

To the nightmares, as they go:   25

  My love is dead,

  Gone to his death-bed

All under the willow-tree.
 

See! the white moon shines on high;

Whiter is my true-love’s shroud:   30

Whiter than the morning sky,

Whiter than the evening cloud:

  My love is dead,

  Gone to his death-bed

All under the willow-tree.   35
 

Here upon my true-love’s grave

Shall the barren flowers be laid;

Not one holy saint to save

All the coldness of a maid:

  My love is dead,   40

  Gone to his death-bed

All under the willow-tree.
 

With my hands I’ll dent the briers

Round his holy corse to gre:

Ouph and fairy, light your fires,   45

Here my body still shall be:

  My love is dead,

  Gone to his death-bed

All under the willow-tree.
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On the Last Epiphany (or Christ Coming To Judgment)
 

Thomas Chatterton (1752–1770)
 

Behold! just coming from above,
 The judge, with majesty and love!
 The sky divides, and rolls away,
 T’admit him through the realms of day!
 The sun, astonished, hides its face,
 The moon and stars with wonder gaze
 At Jesu’s bright superior rays!
 Dread lightnings flash, and thunders roar,
 And shake the earth and briny shore;
 The trumpet sounds at heaven’s command,
 And pierceth through the sea and land;
 The dead in each now hear the voice,
 The sinners fear and saints rejoice;
 For now the awful hour is come,
 When every tenant of the tomb
 Must rise, and take his everlasting doom.
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A Hymn for Christmas Day
 

Thomas Chatterton (1752–1770)
 

Almighty Framer of the Skies! 
 O let our pure devotion rise, 
 Like Incense in thy Sight! 
 Wrapt in impenetrable Shade 
 The Texture of our Souls were made 
 Till thy Command gave light. 
 The Sun of Glory gleam’d the Ray, 
 Refin’d the Darkness into Day, 
 And bid the Vapours fly; 
 Impell’d by his eternal Love 
 He left his Palaces above 
 To cheer our gloomy Sky.
 

How shall we celebrate the day, 
 When God appeared in mortal clay, 
 The mark of worldly scorn; 
 When the Archangel’s heavenly Lays, 
 Attempted the Redeemer’s Praise 
 And hail’d Salvation’s Morn!
 

A Humble Form the Godhead wore, 
 The Pains of Poverty he bore, 
 To gaudy Pomp unknown; 
 Tho’ in a human walk he trod 
 Still was the Man Almighty God 
 In Glory all his own.
 

Despis’d, oppress’d, the Godhead bears 
 The Torments of this Vale of tears; 
 Nor bade his Vengeance rise; 
 He saw the Creatures he had made, 
 Revile his Power, his Peace invade; 
 He saw with Mercy’s Eyes.
 

How shall we celebrate his Name, 
 Who groan’d beneath a Life of shame 
 In all Afflictions tried! 
 The Soul is raptured to concieve 
 A Truth, which Being must believe, 
 The God Eternal died.
 

My Soul exert thy Powers, adore, 
 Upon Devotion’s plumage sar 
 To celebrate the Day; 
 The God from whom Creation sprung 
 Shall animate my grateful Tongue; 
 From him I’ll catch the Lay!
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Sly Dick
 

Thomas Chatterton (1752–1770)
 

Sharp was the frost, the wind was high 
 And sparkling stars bedeckt the sky 
 Sly Dick in arts of cunning skill’d, 
 Whose rapine all his pockets fill’d, 
 Had laid him down to take his rest 
 And soothe with sleep his anxious breast. 
 ’Twas thus a dark infernal sprite 
 A native of the blackest night, 
 Portending mischief to devise 
 Upon Sly Dick he cast his eyes; 
 Then straight descends the infernal sprite, 
 And in his chamber does alight; 
 In visions he before him stands, 
 And his attention he commands. 
 Thus spake the sprite — hearken my friend, 
 And to my counsels now attend. 
 Within the garret’s spacious dome 
 There lies a well stor’d wealthy room, 
 Well stor’d with cloth and stockings too, 
 Which I suppose will do for you, 
 First from the cloth take thou a purse, 
 For thee it will not be the worse, 
 A noble purse rewards thy pains, 
 A purse to hold thy filching gains; 
 Then for the stockings let them reeve 
 And not a scrap behind thee leave, 
 Five bundles for a penny sell 
 And pence to thee will come pell mell; 
 See it be done with speed and care 
 Thus spake the sprite and sunk in air. 
 When in the morn with thoughts erect 
 Sly Dick did on his dreams reflect, 
 Why faith, thinks he, ’tis something too, 
 It might — perhaps — it might be true, 
 I’ll go and see — away he hies, 
 And to the garret quick he flies, 
 Enters the room, cuts up the clothes 
 And after that reeves up the hose; 
 Then of the cloth he purses made, 
 Purses to hold his filching trade.
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Robert Burns
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My Heart’s In The Highlands
 

Robert Burns (1759-1796)
 

Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North,
 The birth-place of Valour, the country of Worth;
 Wherever I wander, wherever I rove,
 The hills of the Highlands for ever I love.
 

My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here;
 My heart’s in the Highlands a-chasing the deer;
 A-chasing the wild-deer, and following the roe,
 My heart’s in the Highlands wherever I go.
 

Farewell to the mountains high covered with snow;
 Farewell to the straths and green valleys below;
 Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods;
 Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods.
 

My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here;
 My heart’s in the Highlands a-chasing the deer;
 A-chasing the wild-deer, and following the roe,
 My heart’s in the Highlands wherever I go.
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To a Louse, On Seeing one on a Lady’s Bonnet at Church
 

Robert Burns (1759-1796)
 

Ha! whare ye gaun, ye crowlan ferlie! 
 Your impudence protects you sairly; 
 I canna say but ye strunt rarely, 
 Owre gauze and lace; 
 Tho’, faith! I fear ye dine but sparely 
 On sic a place.
 

Ye ugly, creepan, blastit wonner, 
 Detested, shunn’d by saunt an’ sinner, 
 How daur ye set your fit upon her, 
 Sae fine a Lady! 
 Gae somewhere else and seek your dinner 
 On some poor body. 
 

Swith! in some beggar’s haffet squattle; 
 There ye may creep, and sprawl, and sprattle,
 Wi’ ither kindred, jumping cattle, 
 In shoals and nations; 
 Whare horn nor bane ne’er daur unsettle 
 Your thick plantations. 
 

Now haud you there, ye’re out o’ sight, 
 Below the fatt’rels, snug and tight,
 Na, faith ye yet! ye’ll no be right, 
 Till ye’ve got on it,
 The verra tapmost, towrin height 
 O’ Miss’s bonnet. 
 

My sooth! right bauld ye set your nose out, 
 As plump an’ grey as onie grozet: 
 O for some rank, mercurial rozet, 
 Or fell, red smeddum, 
 I’d gie you sic a hearty dose o’t, 
 Wad dress your droddum! 
 

I wad na been surpriz’d to spy 
 You on an auld wife’s flainen toy; 
 Or aiblins some bit duddie boy, 
 On’s wylecoat; 
 But Miss’s fine Lunardi, fye! 
 How daur ye do’t? 
 

O Jenny, dinna toss your head, 
 An’ set your beauties a’ abread! 
 Ye little ken what cursed speed 
 The blastie’s makin!
 Thae winks and finger-ends, I dread, 
 Are notice takin!
 

O wad some Pow’r the giftie gie us 
 To see oursels as others see us! 
 It wad frae monie a blunder free us, 
 An’ foolish notion: 
 What airs in dress an’ gait wad lea’e us, 
 And ev’n Devotion!
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A Winter Night
 

Robert Burns (1759-1796)
 

When biting Boreas, fell and doure,
 Sharp shivers thro’ the leafless bow’r; 
 When Phoebus gies a short-liv’d glow’r,
 Far south the lift,
 Dim-dark’ning thro’ the flaky show’r,
 Or whirling drift:
 

Ae night the storm the steeples rocked,
 Poor Labour sweet in sleep was locked,
 While burns, wi’ snawy wreeths upchoked,
 Wild-eddying swirl,
 Or thro’ the mining outlet bocked,
 Down headlong hurl.
 

List’ning, the doors an’ winnocks rattle,
 I thought me on the ourie cattle,
 Or silly sheep, wha bide this brattle
 O’ winter war,
 And thro’ the drift, deep-lairing, sprattle,
 Beneath a scar.
 

Ilk happing bird, wee, helpless thing! 
 That, in the merry months o’ spring,
 Delighted me to hear thee sing,
 What comes o’ thee? 
 Whare wilt thou cow’r thy chittering wing
 An’ close thy e’e? 
 

Ev’n you on murd’ring errands toil’d,
 Lone from your savage homes exil’d,
 The blood-stain’d roost, and sheep-cote spoil’d
 My heart forgets,
 While pityless the tempest wild
 Sore on you beats.
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Auld Lang Syne
 

Robert Burns (1759-1796)
 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 
 And never brought to mind? 
 Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 
 And auld lang syne! 
 

Chorus - For auld land syne, my dear, 
 For auld lang syne, 
 We’ll tak a cup o’ kindness yet, 
 For auld lang syne. 
 

And surely ye’ll be your pint stowp! 
 And surely I’ll be mine! 
 And we’ll tak a cup o’ kindness yet, 
 For auld lang syne. 
 

Chorus... 
 

We twa hae run about the braes, 
 And pou’d the gowans fine; 
 But we’ve wander’d mony a weary fit 
 Sin’ auld lang syne. 
 

Chorus... 
 

We twa hae paidl’d in the burn, 
 Frae morning sun till dine; 
 But seas between us briad hae roar’d 
 Sin’ auld lang syne. 
 

Chorus... 
 

And there’s a hand, my trusty fere! 
 And gie’s a hand o’ thine! 
 And we’ll tak’ a right gude-willie waught, 
 For auld lang syne. 
 

Chorus...
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Address To A Haggis
 

Robert Burns (1759-1796)
 

Fair fa’ your honest, sonsie face,
 Great chieftain o’ the puddin-race!
 Aboon them a’ ye tak your place,
 Painch, tripe, or thairm:
 Weel are ye wordy of a grace
 As lang’s my arm.
 

The groaning trencher there ye fill,
 Your hurdies like a distant hill,
 Your pin wad help to mend a mill
 In time o’ need,
 While thro’ your pores the dews distil
 Like amber bead.
 

His knife see rustic Labour dight,
 An’ cut ye up wi’ ready slight,
 Trenching your gushing entrails bright
 Like onie ditch;
 And then, O what a glorious sight,
 Warm-reekin, rich!
 

Then, horn for horn, they strech an’ strive:
 Deil tak the hindmost! on they drive,
 Till a’ their weel-swall’d kytes belyve,
 Are bent like drums;
 Then auld Guidman, maist like to rive,
 ‘Bethankit!’ hums.
 

Is there that owre his French ragout
 Or olio that wad staw a sow,
 Or fricassee wad mak her spew
 Wi’ perfect sconner,
 Looks down wi’ sneering, scornfu’ view
 On sic a dinner?
 

Poor devil! see him owre his trash,
 As feckless as a wither’d rash,
 His spindle shank, a guid whip-lash,
 His nieve a nit;
 Thro’ bluidy flood or field to dash,
 O how unfit!
 

But mark the Rustic, haggis-fed,
 The trembling earth resounds his tread.
 Clap in his walie nieve a blade,
 He’ll make it whissle;
 An’ legs, an’ arms, an’ heads will sned,
 Like taps o’ thrissle.
 

Ye Pow’rs wha mak mankind your care,
 And dish them out their bill o ‘fare,
 Auld Scotland wants nae skinking ware
 That jaups in luggies;
 But, if ye wish her gratefu’ prayer,
 Gie her a Haggis!
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Tam O’ Shanter
 

Robert Burns (1759-1796)
 

A Tale
 

“Of Brownyis and of Bogillis full is this Buke.” 
 Gawin Douglas.
 

When chapman billies leave the street, 
 And drouthy neibors neibors meet; 
 As market days are wearing late, 
 And folk begin to tak the gate, 
 While we sit bousing at the nappy, 
 An’ getting fou and unco happy, 
 We think na on the lang Scots miles, 
 The mosses, waters, slaps and stiles, 
 That lie between us and our hame, 
 Where sits our sulky, sullen dame, 
 Gathering her brows like gathering storm, 
 Nursing her wrath to keep it warm. 
 

This truth fand honest Tam o’ Shanter, 
 As he frae Ayr ae night did canter: 
 (Auld Ayr, wham ne’er a town surpasses, 
 For honest men and bonie lasses). 
 

O Tam! had’st thou but been sae wise, 
 As taen thy ain wife Kate’s advice! 
 She tauld thee weel thou was a skellum, 
 A blethering, blustering, drunken blellum; 
 That frae November till October, 
 Ae market-day thou was na sober; 
 That ilka melder wi’ the Miller, 
 Thou sat as lang as thou had siller; 
 That ev’ry naig was ca’d a shoe on 
 The Smith and thee gat roarin fou on; 
 That at the Lord’s house, ev’n on Sunday, 
 Thou drank wi’ Kirkton Jean till Monday; 
 She prophesied that late or soon, 
 Thou wad be found, deep drown’d in Doon, 
 Or catch’d wi’ warlocks in the mirk, 
 By Alloway’s auld, haunted kirk. 
 

Ah, gentle dames! it gars me greet, 
 To think how mony counsels sweet, 
 How mony lengthen’d, sage advices, 
 The husband frae the wife despises! 
 

But to our tale: - Ae market night, 
 Tam had got planted unco right, 
 Fast by the ingle, bleezing finely, 
 Wi’ reaming swats that drank divinely; 
 And at his elbow, Souter Johnie, 
 His ancient, trusty, drouthy crony: 
 Tam lo’ed him like a very brither; 
 They had been fou for weeks thegither. 
 The night drave on wi’ sangs an’ clatter; 
 And aye the ale was growing better: 
 The Landlady and Tam grew gracious, 
 Wi’ favours secret, sweet and precious: 
 The Souter tauld his queerest stories; 
 The Landlord’s laugh was ready chorus: 
 The storm without might rair and rustle, 
 Tam did na mind the storm a whistle. 
 

Care, mad to see a man sae happy, 
 E’en drown’d himsel amang the nappy. 
 As bees flee hame wi’ lades o’ treasure, 
 The minutes wing’d their way wi’ pleasure: 
 Kings may be blest, but Tam was glorious, 
 O’er a’ the ills o’ life victorious! 
 

But pleasures are like poppies spread, 
 You seize the flow’r, its bloom is shed; 
 Or like the snow falls in the river, 
 A moment white - then melts for ever; 
 Or like the Borealis race, 
 That flit ere you can point their place; 
 Or like the Rainbow’s lovely form 
 Evanishing amid the storm. - 
 

Nae man can tecther Time nor Tide, 
 The hour approaches Tam maun ride; 
 That hour, o’ night’s black arch the key-stane, 
 That dreary hour he mounts his beast in; 
 And sic a night he taks the road in, 
 As ne’er poor sinner was abroad in. 
 

The wind blew as ‘twad blawn its last; 
 The rattling showers rose on the blast; 
 The speedy gleams the darkness swallow’d; 
 Loud, deep, and lang the thunder bellow’d: 
 That night, a child might understand, 
 The deil had business on his hand. 
 

Weel-mounted on his grey mare Meg, 
 A better never leg, 
 Tam skelpit on thro’ dub and mire, 
 Despising wind, and rain, and fire; 
 Whiles holding fast his gude blue bonnett, 
 Whiles crooning o’er some auld Scots sonnet, 
 Whiles glow’rin round wi’ prudent cares, 
 Lest bogles catch him unawares; 
 Kirk-Alloway was drawing nigh, 
 Where ghaists and houlets nightly cry. 
 

By this time he was cross the ford, 
 Where in the snaw the chapman smoor’d; 
 And past the birks and meikle stane, 
 Where drunken Charlie brak’s neck-bane; 
 And thro’ the whins, and by the cairn, 
 Where hunters fand the murder’d bairn; 
 And near the thorn, aboon the well, 
 Where Mungo’s mither hang’d hersel’. 
 Before him Doon pours all his floods, 
 The doubling storm roars thro’ the woods, 
 The lightnings flash from pole to pole, 
 Near and more near the thunders roll, 
 When, glimmering thro’ the groaning trees, 
 Kirk-Alloway seem’d in a bleeze, 
 Thro’ ilka bore the beams were glancing, 
 And loud resounded mirth and dancing. 
 

Inspiring bold John Barleycorn! 
 What dangers thou canst make us scorn! 
 Wi’ tippeny, we fear nae evil; 
 Wi’ usquabae, we’ll face the devil! 
 The swats sae ream’d in Tammie’s noddle, 
 Fair play, he car’d na deils a boddle, 
 But Maggie stood, right sair astonish’d, 
 Till, by the heel and hand admonish’d, 
 She ventur’d forward on the light; 
 And wow! Tam saw an unco sight! 
 

Warlocks and witches in a dance: 
 Nae cotillon, brent new frae France, 
 But hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys, and reels, 
 Put life and mettle in their heels. 
 A winnock-bunker in the east, 
 There sat auld Nick, in shape o’ beast; 
 A tousie tyke, black, grim, and large, 
 To gie them music was his charge. 
 He screw’d the pipes and gart them skirl, 
 Till roof and rafters a’ did dirl. - 
 Coffins stood round, like open presses, 
 That shaw’d the Dead in their last dresses; 
 And (by some devilish cantraip sleight) 
 Each in its cauld hand held a light. 
 By which heroic Tam was able 
 To note upon the haly table, 
 A murderer’s banes, in gibbet-airns; 
 Twa span-lang, wee, unchristened bairns; 
 A thief, new-cutted frae a rape, 
 Wi’ his last gasp his gab did gape; 
 Five tomahawks, wi’ blude red-rusted: 
 Five scimitars, wi’ murder crusted; 
 A garter which a babe had strangled: 
 A knife, a father’s throat had mangled, 
 Whom his ain son of life bereft, 
 The grey hairs yet stack to the heft; 
 Wi’ mair of horrible and awfu’, 
 Which even to name was be unlawfu’. 
 

As Tammie glowr’d, amaz’d, and curious, 
 The mirth and fun grew fast and furious; 
 The Piper loud and louder blew, 
 The dancers quick and quicker flew, 
 They reel’d, they set, they cross’d, they cleekit, 
 Till ilka carlin swat and reekit, 
 And coost her duddies to the wark, 
 And linkit at it in her sark! 
 

Now Tam, O Tam! had they been queans, 
 A’ plump and strapping in their teens! 
 Their sarks, instead o’ creeshie flainen, 
 Been snaw-white seventeen-hunder linen! - 
 Thir breeks o’ mine, my only pair, 
 That aince were plush, o’ guid blue hair, 
 I wud hae gien them off my hurdies, 
 For ae blink o’ the bonie burdies! 
 But wither’d beldams, auld and droll, 
 Rigwoodie hags wad spean a foal, 
 Louping an’ flinging on a crummock, 
 I wonder did na turn thy stomach. 
 

But Tam kent what was what fu’ brawlie: 
 There was ae winsome wench and waulie 
 That night enlisted in the core, 
 Lang after ken’d on Carrick shore 
 (For mony a beast to dead she shot, 
 And perish’d mony a bonie boat, 
 And shook baith meikle corn and bear, 
 And kept the country-side in fear); 
 Her cutty sark, o’ Paisley harn, 
 That while a lassie she had worn, 
 In longitude tho’ sorely scanty, 
 It was her best, and she was vauntie. 
 Ah! little ken’d thy reverend grannie, 
 That sark she coft for her wee Nannie, 
 Wi’ twa pund Scots (’twas a’ her riches), 
 Wad ever grac’d a dance of witches! 
 

But here my Muse her wing maun cour, 
 Sic flights are far beyond her power; 
 To sing how Nannie lap and flang 
 (A souple jade she was and strang), 
 And how Tam stood, like ane bewitch’d, 
 And thought his very een enrich’d: 
 Even Satan glowr’d, and fidg’d fu’ fain, 
 And hotch’d and blew wi’ might and main: 
 Till first ae caper, syne anither, 
 Tam tint his reason a’ thegither, 
 And roars out, “Weel done, Cutty-sark!” 
 And in an instant all was dark: 
 And scarcely had he Maggie rallied, 
 When out the hellish legion sallied. 
 

As bees bizz out wi’ angry fyke, 
 When plundering herds assail their byke; 
 As open pussie’s mortal foes, 
 When, pop! she starts before their nose; 
 As eager runs the market-crowd, 
 When “Catch the thief!” resounds aloud; 
 So Maggie runs, the witches follow, 
 Wi’ mony an eldritch skreich and hollo. 
 

Ah, Tam! Ah, Tam! thou’ll get thy fairin! 
 In hell they’ll roast thee like a herrin! 
 In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin! 
 Kate soon will be a woefu’ woman! 
 Now, do thy speedy utmost, Meg, 
 And win the key-stane o’ the brig; 
 There, at them thou thy tail may toss, 
 A running stream they dare ne cross. 
 But ere the key-stane she could make, 
 The fient a tail she had to shake! 
 For Nannie, far before the rest, 
 Hard upon noble Maggie prest, 
 And flew at Tam wi’ furious ettle; 
 But little wist she Maggie’s mettle! 
 Ae spring brought off her master hale, 
 But left behind her ain grey tale: 
 The carlin claught her by the rump, 
 And left poor Maggie scarce a stump. 
 

Now, wha this tale o’ truth shall read, 
 Ilk man, and mother’s son, take heed: 
 Whene’er to Drink you are inclin’d, 
 Or Cutty-sarks rin in your mind, 
 Think ye may buy the joys o’er dear; 
 Remember Tam o’ Shanter’s mare.
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A Bard’s Epitaph
 

Robert Burns (1759-1796)
 

Is there a whim-inspired fool, 
 Owre fast for thought, owre hot for rule, 
 Owre blate to seek, owre proud to snool, 
 Let him draw near; 
 And owre this grassy heap sing dool, 
 And drap a tear. 
 

Is there a bard of rustic song, 
 Who, noteless, steals the crowds among, 
 That weekly this area throng, 
 O, pass not by! 
 But, with a frater-feeling strong, 
 Here, heave a sigh. 
 

Is there a man, whose judgment clear 
 Can others teach the course to steer, 
 Yet runs, himself, life’s mad career, 
 Wild as the wave, 
 Here pause-and, thro’ the starting tear, 
 Survey this grave. 
 

The poor inhabitant below 
 Was quick to learn the wise to know, 
 And keenly felt the friendly glow, 
 And softer flame; 
 But thoughtless follies laid him low, 
 And stain’d his name! 
 

Reader, attend! whether thy soul 
 Soars fancy’s flights beyond the pole, 
 Or darkling grubs this earthly hole, 
 In low pursuit: 
 Know, prudent, cautious, self-control 
 Is wisdom’s root.
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Ae Fond Kiss
 

Robert Burns (1759-1796)
 

 Ae fond kiss, and then we sever; 

 Ae fareweel, and then forever! 

 Deep in heart-wrung tears I’ll pledge thee, 

 Warring sighs and groans I’ll wage thee. 

 Who shall say that Fortune grieves him, 

 While the star of hope she leaves him? 

 Me, nae cheerfu’ twinkle lights me; 

 Dark despair around benights me.
 

 I’ll ne’er blame my partial fancy, 

 Naething could resist my Nancy; 

 But to see her was to love her; 

 Love but her, and love forever. 

 Had we never lov’d sae kindly, 

 Had we never lov’d sae blindly, 

 Never met — or never parted — 

 We had ne’er been broken-hearted.
 

 Fare thee weel, thou first and fairest! 

 Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest! 

 Thine be ilka joy and treasure, 

 Peace. enjoyment, love, and pleasure! 

 Ae fond kiss, and then we sever; 

 Ae fareweel, alas, forever! 

 Deep in heart-wrung tears I’ll pledge thee, 

 Warring sighs and groans I’ll wage thee!
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The Banks O’ Doon
 

Robert Burns (1759-1796)
 

Ye banks and braes o’ bonie Doon, 
 How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair? 
 How can ye chant, ye little birds, 
 And I sae weary fu’ o’ care! 
 Thou’ll break my heart, thou warbling bird, 
 That wantons thro’ the flowering thorn: 
 Thou minds me o’ departed joys, 
 Departed never to return. 
 

Aft I rov’d by Bonie Doon, 
 To see the rose and woodbine twine: 
 And ilka bird sang o’ its luve, 
 And fondly sae did I o’ mine. 
 Wi’ lightsome heart I pu’d a rose, 
 Fu’ sweet upon its thorny tree! 
 Any my fause luver staw my rose, 
 But ah! he left the thorn wi’ me.
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Highland Mary
 

Robert Burns (1759-1796)
 

Ye banks, and braes, and streams around
 The castle o’ Montgomery,
 Green be your woods, and fair your flowers,
 Your waters never drumlie!
 There Simmer first unfald her robes,
 And there the langest tarry:
 For there I took the last Fareweel
 O’ my sweet Highland Mary.
 

How sweetly bloom’d the gay, green birk,
 How rich the hawthorn’s blossom;
 As underneath their fragrant shade,
 I clasp’d her to my bosom!
 The golden Hours, on angel wings,
 Flew o’er me and my Dearie;
 For dear to me as light and life
 Was my sweet Highland Mary.
 

Wi’ mony a vow, and lock’d embrace,
 Our parting was fu’ tender;
 And pledging aft to meet again,
 We tore oursels asunder:
 But Oh, fell Death’s untimely frost,
 That nipt my Flower sae early!
 Now green’s the sod, and cauld’s the clay,
 That wraps my Highland Mary!
 

O pale, pale now, those rosy lips
 I aft hae kiss’d sae fondly!
 And clos’d for ay, the sparkling glance,
 That dwalt on me sae kindly!
 And mouldering now in silent dust,
 That heart that lo’ed me dearly!
 But still within my bosom’s core
 Shall live my Highland Mary.
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Handsome Nell
 

Robert Burns (1759-1796)
 

O, once I lov’d a bonnie lass,
 Aye, and I love her still;
 And whilst that virtue warms my breast
 I’ll love my handsome Nell.
 

As bonnie lasses I hae seen,
 And mony full as braw,
 But for a modest gracefu’ mien
 The like I never saw.
 

A bonnie lass, I will confess,
 Is pleasant to the ee,
 But without some letter qualities
 She’s no a lass for me.
 

But Nellie’s looks are blithe and sweet,
 And what is best of a’
 Her reputation is complete,
 And fair without a flaw.
 

She dresses aye sae clean and neat,
 Both decent and genteel;
 And then there’s something in her gait
 Gars ony dress look weel.
 

A gaudy dress and gentle air
 May slightly touch the heart,
 But it’s innocence and modesty
 That polishes the dart.
 

’Tis this in Nelly pleases me,
 ’Tis this enchants my soul
 For absolutely in my breast
 She reigns without control.
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John Anderson My Jo
 

Robert Burns (1759-1796)
 

John Anderson my jo, John,
 When we were first acquent,
 Your locks were like the raven,
 Your bonny brow was brent;
 But now your brow is bled, John,
 Your locks are like the straw,
 But blessings on your frosty pow,
 John Anderson my jo!
 

John Anderson my jo, John,
 We clamb the hill thegither
 And monie a cantie day, John,
 We’ve had wi’ ane anither;
 Now we maun totter down, John,
 And hand in hand we’ll go,
 And sleep thegither at the foot,
 John Anderson my jo!
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A Red, Red Rose
 

Robert Burns (1759-1796)
 

O my Luve’s like a red, red rose
 That’s newly sprung in June; 
 O my Luve’s like the melodie
 That’s sweetly play’d in tune.
 

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass,
 So deep in luve am I:
 And I will luve thee still, my dear,
 Till a’ the seas gang dry:
 

Till a’ the seas gang dry, my dear,
 And the rocks melt wi’ the sun:
 I will luve thee still, my dear,
 While the sands o’ life shall run.
 

And fare thee well, my only Luve
 And fare thee well, a while! 
 And I will come again, my Luve,
 Tho’ it were ten thousand mile.
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A Man’s a Man for A’ That
 

Robert Burns (1759-1796)
 

Is there for honesty poverty 
 That hings his head, an’ a’ that; 
 The coward slave - we pass him by, 
 We dare be poor for a’ that! 
 For a’ that, an’ a’ that, 
 Our toils obscure an’ 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, an’ a’ that? 
 Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine, 
 A man’s a man for a’ that. 
 For a’ that, an’ a’ that, 
 Their tinsel show, an’ a’ that, 
 The honest man, tho’ e’er sae poor, 
 Is king o’ men for a’ that. 
 

Ye see yon birkie ca’d a lord, 
 Wha struts, an’ stares, an’ a’ that; 
 Tho’ hundreds worship at his word, 
 He’s but a coof for a’ that. 
 For a’ that, an’ a’ that, 
 His ribband, star, an’ a’ that, 
 The man o’ independent mind 
 He looks an’ laughs at a’ that. 
 

A price can mak a belted knight, 
 A marquise, duke, an’ a’ that; 
 But an honest man’s aboon his might, 
 Gude faith, he maunna fa’ that! 
 For a’ that, an’ a’ that, 
 Their dignities an’ a’ that, 
 The pith o’ sense, an’ pride o’ worth, 
 Are higher rank than a’ that. 
 

Then let us pray that come it may, 
 (As come it will for a’ that,) 
 That Sense and Worth, o’er a’ the earth, 
 Shall bear the gree, an’ a’ that. 
 For a’ that, an’ a’ that, 
 That man to man, the world o’er, 
 Shall brithers be for a’ that.
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To A Mouse
 

Robert Burns (1759-1796)
 

Wee, sleekit, cowrin, tim’rous beastie, 
 O, what a panic’s in thy breastie! 
 Thou need na start awa sae hasty, 
 Wi’ bickering brattle! 
 I wad be laith to rin an’ chase thee 
 Wi’ murd’ring pattle! 
 

I’m truly sorry man’s dominion, 
 Has broken nature’s social union, 
 An’ justifies that ill opinion, 
 What makes thee startle 
 At me, thy poor, earth-born companion, 
 An’ fellow-mortal! 
 

I doubt na, whiles, but thou may thieve; 
 What then? poor beastie, thou maun live! 
 A daimen icker in a thrave 
 ‘S a sma’ request; 
 I’ll get a blessin wi’ the lave, 
 An’ never miss’t! 
 

Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin! 
 It’s silly wa’s the win’s are strewin! 
 An’ naething, now, to big a new ane, 
 O’ foggage green! 
 An’ bleak December’s winds ensuin, 
 Baith snell an’ keen! 
 

Thou saw the fields laid bare an’ waste, 
 An’ weary winter comin fast, 
 An’ cozie here, beneath the blast, 
 Thou thought to dwell - 
 Till crash! the cruel coulter past 
 Out thro’ thy cell. 
 

That wee bit heap o’ leaves an’ stibble, 
 Has cost thee mony a weary nibble! 
 Now thou’s turn’d out, for a’ thy trouble, 
 But house or hald, 
 To thole the winter’s sleety dribble, 
 An’ cranreuch cauld! 
 

But Mousie, thou art no thy lane, 
 In proving foresight may be vain; 
 The best-laid schemes o’ mice an’ men 
 Gang aft agley, 
 An’ lea’e us nought but grief an’ pain, 
 For promis’d joy! 
 

Still thou art blest, compar’d wi’ me; 
 The present only toucheth thee: 
 But och! I backward cast my e’e, 
 On prospects dreaer! 
 An’ forward, tho’ I canna see, 
 I guess an’ fear!
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Carolina Oliphant, Lady Nairne
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The Land o’ the Leal
 

Carolina Oliphant, Lady Nairne (1766–1845)
 

I’M wearing awa’, Jean,

Like snaw when its thaw, Jean,

I’m wearing awa’

 To the land o’ the leal.

There’s nae sorrow there, Jean,   5

There’s neither cauld nor care, Jean,

The day is aye fair

 In the land o’ the leal.
 

Ye were aye leal and true, Jean,

Your task’s ended noo, Jean,   10

And I’ll welcome you

 To the land o’ the leal.

Our bonnie bairn’s there, Jean,

She was baith guid and fair, Jean;

O we grudged her right sair   15

 To the land o’ the leal!
 

Then dry that tearfu’ e’e, Jean,

My soul langs to be free, Jean,

And angels wait on me

 To the land o’ the leal.   20

Now fare ye weel, my ain Jean,

This warld’s care is vain, Jean;

We’ll meet and aye be fain

 In the land o’ the leal.
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He’s Ower the Hills That I Lo’e Weel
 

Carolina Oliphant, Lady Nairne (1766–1845)
 

HE’S ower the hills that I lo’e weel,

He’s ower the hills we daurna name;

He’s ower the hills ayont Dunblane,

Wha soon will get his welcome hame.
 

My faither’s gane to fecht for him,   5

My brithers winna bide at hame;

My mither greets and prays for them,

And, ‘deed, she thinks they’re no to blame.
 

The Whigs may scoff, the Whigs may jeer,

But ah! that love maun be sincere   10

Which still keeps true whate’er betide,

And for his sake leaves a’ beside.
 

His right these hills, his right these plains;

O’er Hieland hearts secure he reigns;

What lads e’er did our lads will do;   15

Were I a laddie I’d follow him too.
 

Sae noble a look, sae princely an air,

Sae gallant and bold, sae young and sae fair;

O did ye but see him ye’d do as we’ve done;

Hear him but once, to his standard you’ll run.   20
 

He’s ower the hills that I lo’e weel;

He’s ower the hills we daurna name;

He’s ower the hills ayont Dunblane,

Wha soon will get his welcome hame.
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The Auld House
 

Carolina Oliphant, Lady Nairne (1766–1845)
 

OH, the auld house, the auld house!

 What though the rooms were wee?

Oh, kind hearts were dwelling there,

 And bairnies fu’ o’ glee!

The wild rose and the jessamine   5

 Still hang upon the wa’:

How mony cherished memories

 Do they, sweet flowers, reca’!
 

Oh, the auld laird, the auld laird,

 Sae canty, kind, and crouse!   10

How mony did he welcome to

 His ain wee dear auld house!

And the leddy, too, sae genty,

 There sheltered Scotland’s heir,

And clipt a lock wi’ her ain hand   15

 Frae his lang yellow hair.
 

The mavis still doth sweetly sing,

 The blue-bells sweetly blaw;

The bonnie Earn’s clear winding still

 But the auld house is awa’.   20

The auld house, the auld house!

 Deserted though ye be,

There ne’er can be a new house

 Will seem sae fair to me.
 

Still flourishing the auld pear tree,   25

 The bairnies liked to see;

And oh, how often did they speir

 When ripe they a’ wad be!

The voices sweet, the wee bit feet

 Aye rinnin’ here and there;   30

The merry shout — oh! whiles we greet

 To think we’ll hear nae mair.
 

For they are a’ wide scattered now,

 Some to the Indies gane,

And ane, alas! to her lang hame;   35

 Not here will meet again.

The kirkyaird! the kirkyaird!

 Wi’ flowers o’ every hue,

Sheltered by the holly’s shade,

 And the dark sombre yew.   40
 

The setting sun, the setting sun,

 How glorious it gaed doun!

The cloudy splendour raised our hearts

 To cloudless skies abune.

The auld dial, the auld dial,   45

 It tauld how time did pass;

The wintry winds ha’e dung it doun,

 Now hid ‘mang weeds and grass.
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The Laird o’ Cockpen
 

Carolina Oliphant, Lady Nairne (1766–1845)
 

THE LAIRD o’ Cockpen, he’s proud and he’s great

His mind is ta’en up wi’ things o’ the State:

He wanted a wife, his braw house to keep;

But favour wi’ wooin’ was fashious to seek.
 

Down by the dyke -side a lady did dwell;   5

At his table-head he thought she’d look well — 

McClish’s ae daughter o’ Clavers-ha’ Lee,

A penniless lass wi’ a lang pedigree.
 

His wig was weel pouther’d and as gude as new;

His waistcoat was white, his coat it was blue;   10

He put on a ring, a sword, and cocked hat, — 

And wha could refuse the Laird wi’ a’ that!
 

He took the grey mare, and rade cannily,

And rapped at the yett o’ Clavers-ha’ Lee:

‘Gae tell Mistress Jean to come speedily ben, — 15

She’s wanted to speak to the Laird o’ Cockpen.’
 

Mistress Jean was makin’ the elder-flower wine:

‘And what brings the Laird at sic a like time?’

She put aff her apron and on her silk goun,

Her mutch wi’ red ribbons and gaed awa doun.   20
 

And when she cam’ ben he bowed fu’ low;

And what was his errand he soon let her know.

Amazed was the Laird when the lady said ‘Na’; — 

And wi’ a laigh curtsey she turn’d awa’.
 

Dumfounder’d was he; but nae sigh did he gi’e,   25

He mounted his mare, and rade cannily;

And aften he thought as he gaed through the glen,

‘She’s daft to refuse the Laird o’ Cockpen!’
 

And now that the Laird his exit had made,

Mistress Jean she reflected on what she had said;   30

‘Oh, for ane I’ll get better its waur I’ll get ten,

I was daft to refuse the Laird o’ Cockpen.’
 

Next time that the Laird and the lady were seen,

They were gaun arm-in-arm to the kirk on the green;

Now she sits in the ha’ like a weel-tappit hen,   35

But as yet there’s nae chickens appeared at Cockpen.
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The Rowan Tree
 

Carolina Oliphant, Lady Nairne (1766–1845)
 

O ROWAN tree, O rowan tree! thou’lt aye be dear to me!

Intwined thou art wi’ mony ties o’ hame and infancy.

Thy leaves were aye the first o’ spring, thy flowers the simmer’s pride;

There wasna sic a bonnie tree in a’ the country side.

      O rowan tree!   5
 

How fair wert thou in simmer time, wi’ a’ thy clusters white,

How rich and gay thy autumn dress, wi’ berries red and bright!

On thy fair stem were mony names which now nae mair I see,

But they’re engraven on my heart — forgot they ne’er can be!

      O rowan tree!   10
 

We sat aneath thy spreading shade, the bairnies round thee ran,

They pu’d thy bonnie berries red, and necklaces they strang.

My mother! O I see her still, she smiled our sports to see,

Wi’ little Jeanie on her lap, and Jamie at her knee.

      O rowan tree!   15
 

O there arose my father’s prayer, in holy evening’s calm;

How sweet was then my mother’s voice in the Martyr’s psalm!

Now a’ are gane! we meet na mair aneath the rowan tree!

But hallowed thoughts around thee twine o’ hame and infancy.

      O rowan tree!   20
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Wha’ll Be King But Charlie?
 

Carolina Oliphant, Lady Nairne (1766–1845)
 

THE NEWS frae Moidart cam’ yestreen,

 Will soon gar mony ferlie,

For ships o’ war hae just come in,

 And landit Royal Charlie.
 

Come thro’ the heather, around him gather,   5

 Ye’re a’ the welcomer early;

Around him cling wi’ a’ your kin;

 For wha’ll be king but Charlie?

Come thro’ the heather, around him gather,

Come Ronald, come Donald, come a’ thegither   10

And crown your rightfu’, lawfu’ king!

 For wha’ll be king but Charlie?
 

The Hieland clans, wi’ sword in hand,

 Frae John o’ Groats to Airlie,

Hae to a man declared to stand   15

 Or fa’ wi’ Royal Charlie.
 

The Lowlands a’, baith great an sma’,

 Wi’ mony a lord and laird, hae

Declar’d for Scotia’s king an’ law,

 An’ speir ye wha but Charlie.   20
 

There’s ne’er a lass in a’ the lan’,

 But vows baith late and early,

She’ll ne’er to man gie heart or han’,

 Wha wadna fecht for Charlie.
 

Then here’s a health to Charlie’s cause,   25

 And be’t complete an’ early;

His very name our heart’s blood warms;

 To arms for Royal Charlie!
 

Come thro’ the heather, around him gather,

 Ye’re a’ the welcomer early;   30

Around him cling wi’ a’ your kin;

 For wha’ll be king but Charlie?

Come thro’ the heather, around him gather,

Come Ronald, come Donald, come a’ thegither,

And crown your rightfu’, lawfu’ king!   35

 For wha’ll be king but Charlie?
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Charlie Is My Darling
 

Carolina Oliphant, Lady Nairne (1766–1845)
 

‘TWAS on a Monday morning,

 Right early in the year,

When Charlie came to our town,

 The young Chevalier.
 

  O Charlie is my darling,   5

   My darling, my darling — 

  O Charlie is my darling,

   The young Chevalier!
 

As he cam’ marching up the street,

 The pipes played loud and clear,   10

And a’ the folk cam’ running out

 To meet the Chevalier.

  O Charlie is my darling, etc.
 

Wi’ Hieland bonnets on their heads,

 And claymores bright and clear,   15

They cam’ to fight for Scotland’s right,

 And the young Chevalier.

  O Charlie is my darling, etc.
 

They’ve left their bonnie Hieland hills,

 Their wives and bairnies dear,   20

To draw the sword for Scotland’s lord,

 The young Chevalier.

  O Charlie is my darling, etc.
 

O, there were mony beating hearts,

 And mony a hope and fear,   25

And mony were the prayers put up

 For the young Chevalier.
 

  O Charlie is my darling,

   My darling, my darling — 

  O Charlie is my darling,   30

   The young Chevalier!
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Wooed and Married and A’
 

Alexander Ross (1699–1784)
 

THE BRIDE cam’ out o’ the byre,

 And O, as she dighted her cheeks,

‘Sirs, I’m to be married the-night,

 And ha’e neither blankets nor sheets–

Ha’e neither blankets nor sheets,   5

 Nor scarce a coverlet too;

The bride that has a’ thing to borrow,

 Has e’en right meikle ado!’
 

  Wooed and married and a’!

  Married and wooed and a’!   10

  And was she na very weel aff

  That was wooed and married and a’?
 

Out spake the bride’s father

 As he cam’ in frae the pleugh,

‘O haud your tongue, my dochter,   15

 And ye’se get gear eneugh.

The stirk stands i’ the tether,

 And our braw bawsint yade

Will carry hame your corn: — 

 What wad ye be at, ye jade?’   20
 

Out spake the bride’s mither:

 ‘What, deil, needs a’ this pride?

I hadna a plack in my pouch

 That night I was a bride.

My gown was linsey-wolsey,   25

 And ne’er a sark ava;

And ye ha’e ribbons and buskin’s

 Mae than ane or twa.’
 

Out spake the bride’s brither

 As he cam’ in wi’ the kye:   30

‘Puir Willie wad ne’er ha’e ta’en ye

 Had he kent ye as weel as I.

For ye’re baith proud and saucy,

 And no for a puir man’s wife;

Gin I canna get a better   35

 I’se ne’er tak’ ane i’ my life!’
 

Out spake the bride’s sister

 As she cam’ in frae the byre;

‘Oh, gin I were but married,

 It’s a’ that I desire!   40

But we puir folk maun live,

 And do the best we can;

I dinna ken what I should want

 If I could get but a man!’
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Tullochgorum
 

John Skinner (1721–1807)
 

COME, gi’es sang, Montgom’rie cried,

And lay your disputes a’ aside;

What signifies for folks to chide

 For what was done before them?

Let Whig and Tory a’ agree,   5

Whig and Tory, Whig and Tory,

Whig and Tory a’ agree

 To drop their whigmigmorum;

Let Whig and Tory a’ agree

To spend this night in mirth and glee,   10

And cheerfu’ sing, alang wi’ me,

 The reel o’ Tullochgorum.
 

O Tullochgorum’s my delight;

It gars us a’ in ane unite;

And ony sumph that keeps up spite,   15

 In conscience I abhor him.

Blithe and merry we’ll be a’,

Blithe and merry, blithe and merry,

Blithe and merry we’ll be a’

 And mak’ a cheerfu’ quorum.   20

For blithe and merry we’ll be a’

As lang as we ha’e breath to draw,

And dance, till we be like to fa’,

 The reel o’ Tullochgorum.
 

What needs there be sae great a fraise   25

Wi’ dringin’, dull Italian lays?

I wadna gi’e our ain strathspeys

 For half a hunder score o’ them.

They’re dowf and dowie at the best,

Dowf and dowie, dowf and dowie,   30

Dowf and dowie at the best,

 Wi’ a’ their variorum.

They’re dowf and dowie at the best,

Their allegros and a’ the rest;

They canna please a Scottish taste   35

 Compared wi’ Tullochgorum.
 

Let worldly worms their minds oppress

Wi’ fears o’ want and double cess,

And sullen sots themsel’s distress

 Wi’ keeping up decorum.   40

Shall we sae sour and sulky sit?

Sour and sulky, sour and sulky,

Sour and sulky shall we sit,

 Like auld philosophorum?

Shall we sae sour and sulky sit,   45

Wi’ neither sense, nor mirth, nor wit,

Nor ever rise to shake a fit

 To the reel o’ Tullochgorum?
 

May choicest blessings aye attend

Each honest, open-hearted friend,   50

And calm and quiet be his end,

 And a’ that’s gude watch o’er him!

May peace and plenty be his lot,

Peace and plenty, peace and plenty,

Peace and plenty be his lot,   55

 And dainties a great store o’ them!

May peace and plenty be his lot,

Unstained by ony vicious spot,

And may he never want a groat,

 That’s fond o’ Tullochgorum!   60
 

But for the discontented fool,

Wha wants to be oppression’s tool,

May envy gnaw his rotten soul,

 And discontent devour him!

May dule and sorrow be his chance,   65

Dule and sorrow, dule and sorrow,

Dule and sorrow be his chance,

 And nane say ‘Wae’s me for him!’

May dule and sorrow be his chance,

And a’ the ills that come frae France,   70

Whae’er he be that winna dance

 The reel o’ Tullochgorum!
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To the Cuckoo
 

Michael Bruce (1746–1767)
 

HAIL! beauteous Stranger of the wood!

 Attendant on the Spring!

Now heav’n repairs thy rural seat,

 And woods thy welcome sing.
 

Soon as the daisy decks the green,   5

 Thy certain voice we hear:

Hast thou a star to guide thy path,

 Or mark the rolling year?
 

Delightful visitant! with thee

 I hail the time of flow’rs,   10

When heav’n is fill’d with music sweet

 Of birds among the bow’rs.
 

The schoolboy wand’ring in the wood

 To pull the flow’rs so gay,

Starts, thy curious voice to hear,   15

 And imitates thy lay.
 

Soon as the pea puts on the bloom,

 Thou fly’st thy vocal vale,

An annual guest, in other lands,

 Another Spring to hail.   20
 

Sweet bird! thy bow’r is ever green,

 Thy sky is ever clear;

Thou hast no sorrow in thy song,

 No winter in thy year!
 

Alas! sweet bird! not so my fate,   25

 Dark scowling skies I see

Fast gathering round, and fraught with woe

 And wintry years to me.
 

O could I fly, I’d fly with thee:

 We’d make, with social wing,   30

Our annual visit o’er the globe,

 Companions of the Spring.
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Logie o’ Buchan
 

George Halket (d. 1756)
 

O LOGIE o’ Buchan, O Logie the laird!

They ha’e ta’en awa’ Jamie, that delved in the yaird,

Wha played on the pipe and the viol sae sma’,

They ha’e ta’en awa’ Jamie, the flower o’ them a’!
 

He said, ‘Think na lang, lassie, though I gang awa’!’   5

He said, ‘Think na lang, lassie, though I gang awa’!’

For simmer is coming, cauld winter’s awa’,

And I’ll come and see thee in spite o’ them a’!’
 

Though Sandy has ousen, has gear, and has kye,

A house and a hadden, and siller forbye;   10

Yet I’d tak’ mine ain lad, wi’ his staff in his hand,

Before I’d ha’e him, wi’ the houses and land.
 

My daddy looks sulky, my minnie looks sour;

They frown upon Jamie because he is poor;

Though I lo’e them as weel as a dochter should do,   15

They’re nae hauf sae dear to me, Jamie, as you.
 

I sit on my creepie, I spin at my wheel,

And think on the laddie that lo’ed me sae weel:

He had but a sixpence, he brak’ it in twa,

And gi’ed me the hauf o’t when he gaed awa’.   20
 

Then haste ye back, Jamie, and bide na awa’!

Then haste ye back, Jamie, and bide na awa’!

The simmer is coming, cauld winter’s awa’,

And ye’ll come and see me in spite o’ them a’.
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The Braes of Yarrow
 

William Hamilton of Bangour (1704–1754)
 

‘BUSK ye, busk ye, my bonnie, bonnie bride!

 Busk ye, busk ye, my winsome marrow!

Busk ye, busk ye, my bonnie, bonnie bride!

 And think nae mair on the braes of Yarrow!’
 

‘Where got ye that bonnie, bonnie bride?   5

 Where got ye that winsome marrow?’

‘I got her where I durst not well be seen — 

 Pu’ing the birks on the braes of Yarrow.’
 

‘Weep not, weep not, my bonnie, bonnie bride!

 Weep not, weep not, my winsome marrow!   10

Nor let thy heart lament to leave

 Pu’ing the birks on the braes of Yarrow.’
 

‘Why does she weep, thy bonnie, bonnie bride?

 Why does she weep, thy winsome marrow?

And why dare ye nae mair weel be seen   15

 Pu’ing the birks on the braes of Yarrow?’
 

‘Lang maun she weep, lang maun she, maun she weep,

 Lang maun she weep with dule and sorrow;

And lang maun I nae weel be seen

 Pu’ing the birks on the braes of Yarrow.   20
 

‘For she has tint her lover, lover dear — 

 Her lover dear, the cause of sorrow;

And I have slain the comeliest swain

 That ever pu’ed birks on the braes of Yarrow.
 

‘Why runs thy stream O Yarrow, Yarrow, reid?   25

 Why on thy braes is heard the voice of sorrow?

And why yon melancholious weeds

 Hung on the bonnie birks of Yarrow.
 

‘What’s yonder floats on the rueful, rueful flood?

 What’s yonder floats? O dule and sorrow!   30

’Tis he, the comely swain I slew

 Upon the duleful braes of Yarrow.
 

‘Wash, O wash his wounds, his wounds in tears,

 His wounds in tears of dule and sorrow;

And wrap his limbs in mourning weeds,   35

 And lay him on the braes of Yarrow.
 

‘Then build, then build, ye sisters, sisters sad,

 Ye sisters sad, his tomb with sorrow:

And weep around, in woeful wise,

 His hapless fate on the braes of Yarrow.   40
 

‘Curse ye, curse ye, his useless, useless shield,

 My arm that wrought the deed of sorrow,

The fatal spear that pierced his breast — 

 His comely breast on the braes of Yarrow!
 

‘Did I not warn thee not to, not to love,   45

 And warn from fight? But, to my sorrow,

Too rashly bold, a stronger arm

 Thou met’st, and fell on the braes of Yarrow.’
 

‘Sweet smells the birk, green grows, green grows the grass,

 Yellow on Yarrow’s braes the gowan;   50

Fair hangs the apple frae the rock,

 Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowing!’
 

‘Flows Yarrow sweet? As sweet, as sweet flows Tweed;

 As green its grass, its gowan as yellow;

As sweet smells on its braes the birk,   55

 The apple from its rocks as mellow.
 

‘Fair was thy love, fair, fair indeed thy love;

 In flowery bands thou didst him fetter:

Though he was fair, and well beloved again

 Than me, he never loved thee better.   60
 

‘Busk ye then, busk, my bonnie, bonnie bride!

 Busk, ye, busk ye, my winsome marrow!

Busk ye, and lo’e me on the banks of Tweed,

 And think nae mair on the braes of Yarrow!’
 

‘How can I busk, a bonnie, bonnie bride?   65

 How can I busk, a winsome marrow?

How lo’e him on the banks of Tweed

 That slew my love on the braes of Yarrow!
 

‘O Yarrow fields, may never, never rain

 Nor dew thy tender blossoms cover!   70

For there was basely slain my love — 

 My love as he had not been a lover.
 

‘The boy put on his robes, his robes of green,

 His purple vest— ’twas my ain sewing:

Ah, wretched me! I little, little knew   75

 He was in these to meet his ruin!
 

‘The boy took out his milk-white, milk-white steed,

 Unheedful of my dule and sorrow;

But ere the to-fall of the night

 He lay a corpse on the braes of Yarrow.   80
 

‘Much I rejoiced, that woeful, woeful day;

 I sang, my voice the woods returning;

But lang ere night the spear was flown

 That slew my love and left me mourning.
 

‘What can my barbarous, barbarous father do,   85

 But with his cruel rage pursue me?

My lover’s blood is on thy spear;

 How canst thou, barbarous man, then woo me?
 

‘My happy sisters may be, may be proud — 

 With cruel and ungentle scoffin’   90

May bid me seek, on Yarrow’s braes,

 My lover nailed in his coffin.
 

‘My brother Douglas may upbraid,

 And strive with threat’ning words to move me:

My lover’s blood is on thy spear,   95

 How canst thou ever bid me love thee?
 

‘Yes, yes, prepare the bed, the bed of love!

 With bridal sheets my body cover!

Unbar, ye bridal maids, the door;

 Let in the expected husband lover!   100
 

‘But who the expected husband, husband is?

 His hands, methinks, are bathed in slaughter.

Ah me! what ghastly spectre’s yon,

 Comes in his pale shroud bleeding after?
 

‘Pale as he is, here lay him, lay him down;   105

 O lay his cold head on my pillow:

Take aff, take aff these bridal weeds,

 And crown my careful head with willow.
 

‘Pale though thou art, yet best, yet best beloved!

 Oh! could my warmth to life restore thee,   110

Ye’d lie all night between my breasts!

 No youth lay ever there before thee.
 

‘Pale, pale indeed! O lovely, lovely youth!

 Forgive, forgive so foul a slaughter;

And lie all night between my breasts!   115

 No youth shall ever lie there after.’
 

Return, return, O mournful, mournful bride!

 Return, and dry thy useless sorrow!

Thy lover heeds nought of thy sighs — 

 He lies a corpse on the braes of Yarrow.”   120
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I Lo’ed Ne’er a Laddie but Ane
 

Hector MacNeil (1746–1818)
 

I LO’ED ne’er a laddie but ane,

He lo’es na a lassie but me;

He’s willing to mak’ me his ain,

 And his ain I am willing to be.

He coft me a rokelay o’ blue,   5

 And a pair o’ mittens o’ green;

He vowed that he’d ever be true,

 And I plighted my troth yestreen.
 

Let ithers brag weel o’ their gear,

 Their land and their lordly degree;   10

I carena for aught but my dear,

 For he’s ilka thing lordly to me.

His words are sae sugared, sae sweet,

 His sense drives ilk fear far awa’;

I listen, puir fool, and I greet,   15

 Yet how sweet are the tears as they fa’!
 

‘Dear lassie,’ he cries wi’ a jeer,

 ‘Ne’er heed what the auld anes will say:

Though we’ve little to brag o’, ne’er fear,

 What’s gowd to a heart that is wae?   20

Our laird has baith honours and wealth,

 Yet see how he’s dwining wi’ care;

Now we, though we’ve naething but health,

 Are cantie and leal evermair.
 

‘O Menie, the heart that is true   25

 Has something mair costly than gear;

Ilk e’en it has naething to rue,

 Ilk morn it has naething to fear.

Ye warldlings, gae hoard up your store,

 And tremble for fear aught ye tyne;   30

Guard your treasures wi’ lock, bar, and door,

 While here in my arms I lock mine!’
 

He ends wi’ a kiss and a smile — 

 Wae’s me, can I tak’ it amiss?

My laddie’s unpractised in guile,   35

 He’s free aye to daut and to kiss.

Ye lasses wha’ lo’e to torment

 Your wooers wi’ fause scorn and strife,

Play your pranks; I ha’e gi’en my consent,

 And this night I am Jamie’s for life.   40
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Come Under My Plaidie
 

Hector MacNeil (1746–1818)
 

‘COME under my plaidie, the night’s gaun to fa’;

Come in frae the cauld blast, the drift, and the snaw:

Come under my plaidie, and sit down beside me,

There’s room in’t, dear lassie, believe me, for twa.

Come under my plaidie, and sit down beside me,   5

I’ll hap ye frae every cauld blast that can blaw:

Oh, come under my plaidie, and sit down beside me!

There’s room in’t, dear lassie, believe me, for twa.’
 

‘Gae ‘wa wi’ your plaidie, auld Donald, gae ‘wa!

I fearna the cauld blast, the drift, nor the snaw;   10

Gae ‘wa wi’ your plaidie; I’ll no sit beside ye,

Ye may be a gutcher, auld Donald, gae ‘wa.

I’m gaun to meet Johnnie — he’s young and he’s bonnie;

He’s been at Meg’s bridal, fu’ trig and fu’ braw:

Oh, nane dances sae lightly, sae gracefu’, sae tightly;   15

His cheek’s like the new rose, his brow’s like the snaw.’
 

‘Dear Marion, let that flee stick fast to the wa’;

Your Jock’s but a gowk, and has naething ava;

The hale o’ his pack he has now on his back:

He’s thretty, and I am but threescore and twa.   20

Be frank now and kindly: I’ll busk ye aye finely,

To kirk or to market there’ll few gang sae braw;

A bien house to bide in, a chaise for to ride in,

And flunkies to ‘tend ye as aft as ye ca’.’
 

‘My father’s aye tauld me, my mither an a’,   25

Ye’d mak’ a gude husband, and keep me aye braw:

It’s true I lo’e Johnnie — he’s gude and he’s bonnie,

But, wae’s me! ye ken he has naething ava.

I ha’e little tocher: you’ve made a good offer:

I’m now mair than twenty — my time is but sma’;   30

Sae, gi’e me your plaidie, I’ll creep in beside ye,

I thocht ye’d been aulder than threescore and twa.’
 

She crap in ayont him, aside the stane wa’.

Where Johnnie was list’nin, and heard her tell a’;

The day was appointed: his proud heart it dunted,   35

And strack ‘gainst his side as if bursting in twa.

He wandered hame weary: the night it was dreary;

And, thowless, he tint his gate ‘mang the deep snaw:

The owlet was screamin’; while Johnnie cried, ‘Women

Wad marry Auld Nick if he’d keep them aye braw!’   40
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An Ode
 

In Imitation of Alcaeus
 

Sir William Jones (1746 — 1794)
 

  WHAT constitutes a State?

Not high-raised battlement or laboured mound,

  Thick wall or moated gate;

Not cities proud with spires and turrets crowned;

  Not bays and broad-armed ports,   5

Where, laughing at the storm, rich navies ride;

  Not starred and spangled courts,

Where low-browed baseness wafts perfume to pride.

  No: — men, high-minded men,

With powers as far above dull brutes endued   10

  In forest, brake, or den,

As beasts excel cold rocks and brambles rude;

  Men, who their duties know,

But know their rights, and, knowing, dare maintain,

  Prevent the long-aimed blow,   15

And crush the tyrant while they rend the chain:

  These constitute a State,

And sovereign Law, that State’s collected will,

  O’er thrones and globes elate,

Sits Empress, crowning good, repressing ill.   20

  Smit by her sacred frown,

The fiend, Dissension, like a vapour sinks,

  And e’en the all-dazzling crown

Hides her faint rays, and at her bidding shrinks.

  Such was this heaven-loved isle,   25

Than Lesbos fairer and the Cretan shore!

  No more shall Freedom smile?

Shall Britons languish, and be men no more?

  Since all must life resign,

Those sweet rewards which decorate the brave,   30

  ’Tis folly to decline,

And steal inglorious to the silent grave.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








On Parent Knees a Naked New-born Child
 

Sir William Jones (1746 — 1794)
 

ON parent knees, a naked new-born child,

Weeping thou sat’st while all around thee smiled:

So live, that sinking to thy life’s last sleep,

Calm thou may’st smile, whilst all around thee weep.
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And Ye Shall Walk in Silk Attire
 

Susanna Blamire (1747 — 1794)
 

AND ye shall walk in silk attire

 And siller hae to spare,

Gin ye’ll consent to be his bride,

 Nor think o’ Donald mair.

Oh, wha wad buy a silken goun   5

 Wi’ a puir broken heart?

Or what’s to me a siller croun,

 Gin frae my love I part?
 

The mind wha’s every wish is pure

 Far dearer is to me;   10

And ere I’m forced to break my faith,

 I’ll lay me doun and dee:

For I ha’e pledged my virgin troth

 Brave Donald’s fate to share;

And he has gi’en to me his heart,   15

 Wi’ a’ its virtues rare.
 

His gentle manners wan my heart,

 He gratefu’ took the gift;

Could I but think to tak’ it back,

 It wad be waur than theft.   20

For langest life can ne’er repay

 The love he bears to me;

And ere I’m forced to break my troth

 I’ll lay me doun and dee.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Anne Hunter
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








My Mother Bids Me Bind My Hair
 

Anne Hunter (1742 — 1821)
 

MY mother bids me bind my hair

 With bands of rosy hue,

Tie up my sleeves with ribbons rare,

 And lace my bodice blue.
 

‘For why,’ she cries, ‘sit still and weep,   5

 While others dance and play?’

Alas! I scarce can go or creep

 While Lubin is away.
 

’Tis sad to think the days are gone

 When those we love were near;   10

I sit upon this mossy stone

 And sigh when none can hear.
 

And while I spin my flaxen thread,

 And sing my simple lay,

The village seems asleep or dead,   15

 Now Lubin is away.
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The Year That’s Awa’
 

John Dunlop (1755 — 1820)
 

HERE’S to the year that’s awa’!

 We will drink it in strong and in sma’;

And here’s to ilk bonnie young lassie we lo’ed,

 While swift flew the year that’s awa’.

     And here’s to ilk, etc.   5
 

Here’s to the sodger who bled,

 And the sailor who bravely did fa’;

Their fame is alive though their spirits are fled

 On the wings o’ the year that’s awa’.

     Their fame is alive, etc.   10
 

Here’s to the friends we can trust

 When storms of adversity blaw;

May they live in our song and be nearest our hearts,

 Nor depart like the year that’s awa’.

     May they live, etc.   15
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A Wish
 

Samuel Rogers (1763 — 1855)
 

MINE be a cot beside the hill;

A bee-hive’s hum shall soothe my ear;

A willowy brook, that turns a mill,

With many a fall shall linger near.
 

The swallow, oft, beneath my thatch,   5

Shall twitter from her clay-built nest;

Oft shall the pilgrim lift the latch,

And share my meal, a welcome guest.
 

Around my ivy’d porch shall spring

Each fragrant flower that drinks the dew;   10

And Lucy, at her wheel, shall sing

In russet gown and apron blue.
 

The village-church among the trees,

Where first our marriage-vows were given,

With merry peals shall swell the breeze,   15

And point with taper spire to heaven.
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The Sleeping Beauty
 

Samuel Rogers (1763 — 1855)
 

SLEEP on, and dream of Heaven awhile — 

Tho’ shut so close thy laughing eyes,

Thy rosy lips still wear a smile

And move, and breathe delicious sighs!
 

Ah, now soft blushes tinge her cheeks   5

And mantle o’er her neck of snow:

Ah, now she murmurs, now she speaks

What most I wish — and fear to know!
 

She starts, she trembles, and she weeps!

Her fair hands folded on her breast:   10

 — And now, how like a saint she sleeps!

A seraph in the realms of rest!
 

Sleep on secure! Above controul

Thy thoughts belong to Heaven and thee:

And may the secret of thy soul   15

Remain within its sanctuary!
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William Blake
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The Lamb
 

William Blake (1757–1827)
 

Little Lamb who made thee

        Dost thou know who made thee

Gave thee life & bid thee feed.

By the stream & o’er the mead;

Gave thee clothing of delight,

Softest clothing wooly bright;

Gave thee such a tender voice,

Making all the vales rejoice!

        Little Lamb who made thee

        Dost thou know who made thee

 

        Little Lamb I’ll tell thee,

        Little Lamb I’ll tell thee!

He is called by thy name,

For he calls himself a Lamb:

He is meek & he is mild,

He became a little child:

I a child & thou a lamb,

We are called by his name.

        Little Lamb God bless thee.

        Little Lamb God bless thee.
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The Tiger
 

William Blake (1757–1827)
 

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   5

Burnt the fire of thine eyes?

On what wings dare he aspire?

What the hand dare seize the fire?
 

And what shoulder and what art

Could twist the sinews of thy heart?   10

And, when thy heart began to beat,

What dread hand and what dread feet?
 

What the hammer? What the chain?

In what furnace was thy brain?

What the anvil? What dread grasp   15

Dare its deadly terrors clasp?
 

When the stars threw down their spears,

And water’d heaven with their tears,

Did He smile His work to see?

Did He who made the lamb make thee?   20
 

Tiger, tiger, burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?
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Ah! Sun-Flower
 

William Blake (1757–1827)
 

AH, sun-flower! weary of time,

Who countest the steps of the Sun;

Seeking after that sweet golden clime,

Where the traveller’s journey is done;
 

Where the Youth pined away with desire,   5

And the pale Virgin shrouded in snow,

Arise from their graves, and aspire

Where my sun-flower wishes to go.
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To Spring
 

William Blake (1757–1827)
 

O THOU with dewy locks, who lookest down

Through the clear windows of the morning, turn

Thine angel eyes upon our western isle,

Which in full choir hails thy approach, O Spring!
 

The hills tell one another, and the listening   5

Valleys hear; all our longing eyes are turn’d

Up to thy bright pavilions: issue forth

And let thy holy feet visit our clime!
 

Come o’er the eastern hills, and let our winds

Kiss thy perfumèd garments; let us taste   10

Thy morn and evening breath; scatter thy pearls

Upon our lovesick land that mourns for thee.
 

O deck her forth with thy fair fingers; pour

Thy soft kisses on her bosom; and put

Thy golden crown upon her languish’d head,   15

Whose modest tresses are bound up for thee.
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Reeds of Innocence
 

William Blake (1757–1827)
 

PIPING down the valleys wild,

 Piping songs of pleasant glee,

On a cloud I saw a child,

 And he laughing said to me:
 

‘Pipe a song about a Lamb!’   5

 So I piped with merry cheer.

‘Piper, pipe that song again;’

 So I piped: he wept to hear.
 

‘Drop thy pipe, thy happy pipe;

 Sing thy songs of happy cheer!’   10

So I sung the same again,

 While he wept with joy to hear.
 

‘Piper, sit thee down and write

 In a book that all may read.’

So he vanish’d from my sight;   15

 And I pluck’d a hollow reed,
 

And I made a rural pen,

 And I stain’d the water clear,

And I wrote my happy songs

 Every child may joy to hear.   20
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Night
 

William Blake (1757–1827)
 

THE SUN descending in the west,

 The evening star does shine;

The birds are silent in their nest,

 And I must seek for mine.

  The moon, like a flower   5

  In heaven’s high bower,

  With silent delight

  Sits and smiles on the night.
 

Farewell, green fields and happy grove,

 Where flocks have took delight:   10

Where lambs have nibbled, silent move

 The feet of angels bright;

  Unseen they pour blessing

  And joy without ceasing

  On each bud and blossom,   15

  On each sleeping bosom.
 

They look in every thoughtless nest

 Where birds are cover’d warm;

They visit caves of every beast,

 To keep them all from harm:   20

  If they see any weeping

  That should have been sleeping,

  They pour sleep on their head,

  And sit down by their bed.
 

When wolves and tigers howl for prey,   25

 They pitying stand and weep,

Seeking to drive their thirst away

 And keep them from the sheep.

  But, if they rush dreadful,

  The angels, most heedful,   30

  Receive each mild spirit,

  New worlds to inherit.
 

And there the lion’s ruddy eyes

 Shall flow with tears of gold:

And pitying the tender cries,   35

 And walking round the fold:

  Saying, ‘Wrath by His meekness,

  And, by His health, sickness,

  Are driven away

  From our immortal day.   40
 

‘And now beside thee, bleating lamb,

 I can lie down and sleep,

Or think on Him who bore thy name,

 Graze after thee, and weep.

  For, wash’d in life’s river,   45

  My bright mane for ever

  Shall shine like the gold

  As I guard o’er the fold.’
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Auguries of Innocence
 

William Blake (1757–1827)
 

TO see a world in a grain of sand,

 And a heaven in a wild flower,

Hold infinity in the palm of your hand,

 And eternity in an hour.
 

A robin redbreast in a cage   5

Puts all heaven in a rage.

A dove-house fill’d with doves and pigeons

Shudders hell thro’ all its regions.

A dog starv’d at his master’s gate

Predicts the ruin of the state.   10

A horse misused upon the road

Calls to heaven for human blood.

Each outcry of the hunted hare

A fibre from the brain does tear.

A skylark wounded in the wing,   15

A cherubim does cease to sing.

The game-cock clipt and arm’d for fight

Does the rising sun affright.
 

Every wolf’s and lion’s howl

Raises from hell a human soul.   20

The wild deer, wand’ring here and there,

Keeps the human soul from care.

The lamb misus’d breeds public strife,

And yet forgives the butcher’s knife.

The bat that flits at close of eve   25

Has left the brain that won’t believe.

The owl that calls upon the night

Speaks the unbeliever’s fright.

He who shall hurt the little wren

Shall never be belov’d by men.   30

He who the ox to wrath has mov’d

Shall never be by woman lov’d.

The wanton boy that kills the fly

Shall feel the spider’s enmity.

He who torments the chafer’s sprite   35

Weaves a bower in endless night.

The caterpillar on the leaf

Repeats to thee thy mother’s grief.

Kill not the moth nor butterfly,

For the last judgment draweth nigh.   40

He who shall train the horse to war

Shall never pass the polar bar.

The beggar’s dog and widow’s cat,

Feed them and thou wilt grow fat.

The gnat that sings his summer’s song   45

Poison gets from slander’s tongue.

The poison of the snake and newt

Is the sweat of envy’s foot.

The poison of the honey bee

Is the artist’s jealousy.   50
 

The prince’s robes and beggar’s rags

Are toadstools on the miser’s bags.

A truth that’s told with bad intent

Beats all the lies you can invent.

It is right it should be so;   55

Man was made for joy and woe;

And when this we rightly know,

Thro’ the world we safely go.

Joy and woe are woven fine,

A clothing for the soul divine.   60

Under every grief and pine

Runs a joy with silken twine.

The babe is more than swaddling bands;

Throughout all these human lands

Tools were made, and born were hands,   65

Every farmer understands.

Every tear from every eye

Becomes a babe in eternity;

This is caught by females bright,

And return’d to its own delight.   70

The bleat, the bark, bellow, and roar,

Are waves that beat on heaven’s shore.

The babe that weeps the rod beneath

Writes revenge in realms of death.

The beggar’s rags, fluttering in air,   75

Does to rags the heavens tear.

The soldier, arm’d with sword and gun,

Palsied strikes the summer’s sun.

The poor man’s farthing is worth more

Than all the gold on Afric’s shore.   80

One mite wrung from the lab’rer’s hands

Shall buy and sell the miser’s lands;

Or, if protected from on high,

Does that whole nation sell and buy.

He who mocks the infant’s faith   85

Shall be mock’d in age and death.

He who shall teach the child to doubt

The rotting grave shall ne’er get out.

He who respects the infant’s faith

Triumphs over hell and death.   90

The child’s toys and the old man’s reasons

Are the fruits of the two seasons.

The questioner, who sits so sly,

Shall never know how to reply.

He who replies to words of doubt   95

Doth put the light of knowledge out.

The strongest poison ever known

Came from Caesar’s laurel crown.

Nought can deform the human race

Like to the armour’s iron brace.   100

When gold and gems adorn the plow,

To peaceful arts shall envy bow.

A riddle, or the cricket’s cry,

Is to doubt a fit reply.

The emmet’s inch and eagle’s mile   105

Make lame philosophy to smile.

He who doubts from what he sees

Will ne’er believe, do what you please.

If the sun and moon should doubt,

They’d immediately go out.   110

To be in a passion you good may do,

But no good if a passion is in you.

The whore and gambler, by the state

Licensed, build that nation’s fate.

The harlot’s cry from street to street   115

Shall weave old England’s winding-sheet.

The winner’s shout, the loser’s curse,

Dance before dead England’s hearse.

Every night and every morn

Some to misery are born,   120

Every morn and every night

Some are born to sweet delight.

Some are born to sweet delight,

Some are born to endless night.

We are led to believe a lie   125

When we see not thro’ the eye,

Which was born in a night to perish in a night,

When the soul slept in beams of light.

God appears, and God is light,

To those poor souls who dwell in night;   130

But does a human form display

To those who dwell in realms of day.
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Nurse’s Song
 

William Blake (1757–1827)
 

WHEN the voices of children are heard on the green,

 And laughing is heard on the hill,

My heart is at rest within my breast,

 And everything else is still.
 

‘Then come home, my children, the sun is gone down,   5

 And the dews of night arise;

Come, come, leave off play, and let us away

 Till the morning appears in the skies.’
 

‘No, no, let us play, for it is yet day,

 And we cannot go to sleep;   10

Besides, in the sky the little birds fly,

 And the hills are all cover’d with sheep.’
 

‘Well, well, go and play till the light fades away,

 And then go home to bed.’

The little ones leapèd and shoutèd and laugh’d   15

 And all the hills echoèd.
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Holy Thursday
 

William Blake (1757–1827)
 

‘TWAS on a Holy Thursday, their innocent faces clean,

The children walking two and two, in red and blue and green,

Grey headed beadles walk’d before, with wands as white as snow,

Till unto the high dome of Paul’s they like Thames’ waters flow.
 

O what a multitude they seem’d, these flowers of London town!   5

Seated in companies, they sit with radiance all their own.

The hum of multitudes was there, but multitudes of lambs,

Thousands of little boys and girls raising their innocent hands.
 

Now like a mighty wind they raise to heaven the voice of song,

Or like harmonious thunderings the seats of heaven among.   10

Beneath them sit the agèd men, wise guardians of the poor;

Then cherish pity, lest you drive an angel from your door.
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The Divine Image
 

William Blake (1757–1827)
 

TO Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love

All pray in their distress;

And to these virtues of delight

Return their thankfulness.
 

For Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love   5

Is God, our father dear,

And Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love

Is Man, his child and care.
 

For Mercy has a human heart,

Pity a human face,   10

And Love, the human form divine,

And Peace, the human dress.
 

Then every man, of every clime,

That prays in his distress,

Prays to the human form divine,   15

Love, Mercy, Pity, Peace.
 

And all must love the human form,

In heathen, Turk, or Jew;

Where Mercy, Love and Pity dwell,

There God is dwelling too.   20
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A Little Boy Lost
 

William Blake (1757–1827)
 

Nought loves another as itself,
 Nor venerates another so,
 Nor is it possible to thought
 A greater than itself to know.
 

‘And, father, how can I love you 
 Or any of my brothers more? 
 I love you like the little bird
 That picks up crumbs around the door.’
 

The Priest sat by and heard the child; 
 In trembling zeal he seized his hair,
 He led him by his little coat,
 And all admired the priestly care. 
 

And standing on the altar high,
 ‘Lo, what a fiend is here! said he:
 ‘One who sets reason up for judge
 Of our most holy mystery.’
 

The weeping child could not be heard,
 The weeping parents wept in vain:
 They stripped him to his little shirt,
 And bound him in an iron chain,
 

And burned him in a holy place
 Where many had been burned before; 
 The weeping parents wept in vain.
 Are such thing done on Albion’s shore?
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The Little Boy Found
 

William Blake (1757–1827)
 

The little boy lost in the lonely fen,
 Led by the wandering light,
 Began to cry, but God, ever nigh,
 Appeared like his father, in white.
 

He kissed the child, and by the hand led,
 And to his mother brought,
 Who in sorrow pale, through the lonely dale,
 The little boy weeping sought.
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A Little Girl Lost
 

William Blake (1757–1827)
 

Children of the future age,
 Reading this indignant page,
 Know that in a former time
 Love, sweet love, was thought a crime.
 

In the age of gold,
 Free from winter’s cold,
 Youth and maiden bright,
 To the holy light,
 Naked in the sunny beams delight.
 

Once a youthful pair,
 Filled with softest care,
 Met in garden bright
 Where the holy light
 Had just removed the curtains of the night.
 

Then, in rising day,
 On the grass they play;
 Parents were afar,
 Strangers came not near,
 And the maiden soon forgot her fear.
 

Tired with kisses sweet,
 They agree to meet
 When the silent sleep
 Waves o’er heaven’s deep,
 And the weary tired wanderers weep.
 

To her father white
 Came the maiden bright;
 But his loving look,
 Like the holy book
 All her tender limbs with terror shook.
 

‘Ona, pale and weak,
 To thy father speak!
 Oh the trembling fear!
 Oh the dismal care
 That shakes the blossoms of my hoary hair!’
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The Little Girl Found
 

William Blake (1757–1827)
 

All the night in woe,
 Lyca’s parents go:
 Over vallies deep.
 While the desarts weep.
 

Tired and woe-begone.
 Hoarse with making moan:
 Arm in arm seven days.
 They trac’d the desert ways.
 

Seven nights they sleep.
 Among shadows deep:
 And dream they see their child
 Starvdd in desart wild.
 

Pale thro’ pathless ways
 The fancied image strays.
 Famish’d, weeping, weak
 With hollow piteous shriek
 

Rising from unrest,
 The trembling woman prest,
 With feet of weary woe;
 She could no further go.
 

In his arms he bore.
 Her arm’d with sorrow sore:
 Till before their way
 A couching lion lay.
 

Turning back was vain,
 Soon his heavy mane.
 Bore them to the ground;
 Then he stalk’d around.
 

Smelling to his prey,
 But their fears allay,
 When he licks their hands:
 And silent by them stands.
 

They look upon his eyes
 Fill’d with deep surprise:
 And wondering behold.
 A spirit arm’d in gold.
 

On his head a crown
 On his shoulders down,
 Flow’d his golden hair.
 Gone was all their care.
 

Follow me he said,
 Weep not for the maid;
 In my palace deep.
 Lyca lies asleep.
 

Then they followed,
 Where the vision led;
 And saw their sleeping child,
 Among tygers wild.
 

To this day they dwell
 In a lonely dell
 Nor fear the wolvish howl,
 Nor the lion’s growl.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








The Sick Rose
 

William Blake (1757–1827)
 

O Rose thou art sick.

The invisible worm,

That flies in the night

In the howling storm:

 

Has found out thy bed

Of crimson joy:

And his dark secret love

Does thy life destroy.
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The Garden of Love
 

William Blake (1757–1827)
 

I went to the Garden of Love,
 And saw what I never had seen; 
 A Chapel was built in the midst,
 Where I used to play on the green.
 

And the gates of this Chapel were shut
 And ‘Thou shalt not,’ writ over the door; 
 So I turned to the Garden of Love
 That so many sweet flowers bore.
 

And I saw it was filled with graves,
 And tombstones where flowers should be; 
 And priests in black gowns were walking their rounds,
 And binding with briars my joys and desires.
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Song
 

William Blake (1757–1827)
 

FRESH from the dewy hill, the merry year

Smiles on my head and mounts his flaming car;

Round my young brows the laurel wreathes a shade,

And rising glories beam around my head.
 

My feet are wing’d, while o’er the dewy lawn,   5

I meet my maiden risen like the morn:

Oh bless those holy feet, like angel’s feet;

Oh bless those limbs, beaming with heav’nly light.
 

Like as an angel glitt’ring in the sky

In times of innocence and holy joy;   10

The joyful shepherd stops his grateful song

To hear the music of an angel’s tongue.
 

So when she speaks, the voice of heaven I hear;

So when we walk, nothing impure comes near;

Each field seems Eden, and each calm retreat,   15

Each village seems the haunt of holy feet.
 

But that sweet village where my black-ey’d maid

Closes her eyes in sleep beneath night’s shade,

Whene’er I enter, more than mortal fire

Burns in my soul, and does my song inspire.   20
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Love’s Secret
 

William Blake (1757–1827)
 

Never seek to tell thy love, 
 Love that never told can be;
 For the gentle wind does move
 Silently, invisibly.
 

I told my love, I told my love,
 I told her all my heart;
 Trembling, cold, in ghastly fears,
 Ah! she did depart!
 

Soon as she was gone from me,
 A traveler came by,
 Silently, invisibly 
 He took her with a sigh.
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Jerusalem: Chapter I.
 

Of the Sleep of Ulro! and of the passage through

Eternal Death! and of the awaking to Eternal Life.

This theme calls me in sleep night after night, & ev’ry morn

Awakes me at sun-rise, then I see the Saviour over me

Spreading his beams of love, & dictating the words of this mild song.

Awake! awake O sleeper of the land of shadows, wake! expand!

I am in you and you in me, mutual in love divine:

Fibres of love from man to man thro Albions pleasant land.

In all the dark Atlantic vale down from the hills of Surrey

10  A black water accumulates, return Albion! return!

Thy brethren call thee, and thy fathers, and thy sons,

Thy nurses and thy mothers, thy sisters and thy daughters

Weep at thy souls disease, and the Divine Vision is darkend:

Thy Emanation that was wont to play before thy face,

Beaming forth with her daughters into the Divine bosom [Where!!]

Where hast thou hidden thy Emanation lovely Jerusalem

From the vision and fruition of the Holy-one?

I am not a God afar off, I am a brother and friend;

Within your bosoms I reside, and you reside in me:

20  Lo! we are One; forgiving all Evil; Not seeking recompense!

Ye are my members O ye sleepers of Beulah, land of shades!

But the perturbed Man away turns down the valleys dark;

[Saying. We are not One: we are Many, thou most simulative]

Phantom of the over heated brain! shadow of immortality!

Seeking to keep my soul a victim to thy Love! which binds

Man the enemy of man into deceitful friendships:

Jerusalem is not! her daughters are indefinite:

By demonstration, man alone can live, and not by faith.

My mountains are my own, and I will keep them to myself:

30  The Malvern and the Cheviot, the Wolds Plinlimmon & Snowdon

Are mine, here will I build my Laws of Moral Virtue:

Humanity shall be no more: but war & princedom & victory!

So spoke Albion in jealous fears, hiding his Emanation

Upon the Thames and Medway, rivers of Beulah: dissembling

His jealousy before the throne divine, darkening, cold!

PLATE 5
 

The banks of the Thames are clouded: the ancient porches of Albion are

Darken’d! they are drawn thro’ unbounded space, scatter’d upon

The Void in incoherent despair! Cambridge & Oxford & London,

Are driven among the starry Wheels, rent away and dissipated,

In Chasms & Abysses of sorrow, enlarg’d without dimension, terrible

Albions mountains run with blood, the cries of war & of tumult

Resound into the unbounded night, every Human perfection

Of mountain & river & city, are small & wither’d & darken’d

Cam is a little stream! Ely is almost swallowd up!

10  Lincoln & Norwich stand trembling on the brink of Udan-Adan!

Wales and Scotland shrink themselves to the west and to the north!

Mourning for fear of the warriors in the Vale of Entuthon-Benython

Jerusalem is scatterd abroad like a cloud of smoke thro’ non-entity:

Moab & Ammon & Amalek & Canaan & Egypt & Aram

Recieve her little-ones for sacrifices and the delights of cruelty

Trembling I sit day and night, my friends are astonish’d at me.

Yet they forgive my wanderings, I rest not from my great task!

To open the Eternal Worlds, to open the immortal Eyes

Of Man inwards into the Worlds of Thought: into Eternity

20  Ever expanding in the Bosom of God, the Human Imagination

O Saviour pour upon me thy Spirit of meekness & love:

Annihilate the Selfhood in me, be thou all my life!

Guide thou my hand which trembles exceedingly upon the rock of ages,

While I write of the building of Golgonooza, & of the terrors of Entuthon:

Of Hand & Hyle & Coban, of Kwantok, Peachey, Brereton, Slayd & Hutton:

Of the terrible sons & daughters of Albion, and their Generations.

Scofield! Kox, Kotope and Bowen, revolve most mightily upon

The Furnace of Los: before the eastern gate bending their fury.

They war, to destroy the Furnaces, to desolate Golgonooza:

30  And to devour the Sleeping Humanity of Albion in rage & hunger.

They revolve into the Furnaces Southward & are driven forth Northward

Divided into Male and Female forms time after time.

From these Twelve all the Families of England spread abroad.

The Male is a Furnace of beryll; the Female is a golden Loom;

I behold them and their rushing fires overwhelm my Soul,

In Londons darkness; and my tears fall day and night,

Upon the Emanations of Albions Sons! the Daughters of Albion

Names anciently rememberd, but now contemn’d as fictions:

Although in every bosom they controll our Vegetative powers.

40  These are united into Tirzah and her Sisters, on Mount Gilead,

Cambel & Gwendolen & Conwenna & Cordella & Ignoge.

And these united into Rahab in the Covering Cherub on Euphrates

Gwiniverra & Gwinefred, & Gonorill & Sabrina beautiful,

Estrild, Mehetabel & Ragan, lovely Daughters of Albion,

They are the beautiful Emanations of the Twelve Sons of Albion

The Starry Wheels revolv’d heavily over the Furnaces;

Drawing Jerusalem in anguish of maternal love,

Eastward a pillar of a cloud with Vala upon the mountains

Howling in pain, redounding from the arms of Beulahs Daughters,

50  Out from the Furnaces of Los above the head of Los.

A pillar of smoke writhing afar into Non-Entity, redounding

Till the cloud reaches afar outstretch’d among the Starry Wheels

Which revolve heavily in the mighty Void above the Furnaces

O what avail the loves & tears of Beulahs lovely Daughters

They hold the Immortal Form in gentle bands & tender tears

But all within is open’d into the deeps of Entuthon Benython

A dark and unknown night, indefinite, unmeasurable, without end.

Abstract Philosophy warring in enmity against Imagination

(Which is the Divine Body of the Lord Jesus. blessed for ever).

60  And there Jerusalem wanders with Vala upon the mountains,

Attracted by the revolutions of those Wheels the Cloud of smoke

Immense, and Jerusalem & Vala weeping in the Cloud

Wander away into the Chaotic Void, lamenting with her Shadow

Among the Daughters of Albion, among the Starry Wheels;

Lamenting for her children, for the sons & daughters of Albion

Los heard her lamentations in the deeps afar! his tears fall

Incessant before the Furnaces, and his Emanation divided in pain,

Eastward towards the Starry Wheels. But Westward, a black Horror,

PLATE 6
 

His spectre driv’n by the Starry Wheels of Albions sons, black and

Opake divided from his back; he labours and he mourns!

For as his Emanation divided, his Spectre also divided

In terror of those starry wheels: and the Spectre stood over Los

Howling in pain: a blackning Shadow, blackning dark & opake

Cursing the terrible Los: bitterly cursing him for his friendship

To Albion, suggesting murderous thoughts against Albion.

Los rag’d and stamp’d the earth in his might & terrible wrath!

He stood and stampd the earth! then he threw down his hammer in rage &

10  In fury: then he sat down and wept, terrified! Then arose

And chaunted his song, labouring with the tongs and hammer:

But still the Spectre divided, and still his pain increas’d!

In pain the Spectre divided: in pain of hunger and thirst:

To devour Los’s Human Perfection, but when he saw that Los
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Was living: panting like a frighted wolf, and howling

He stood over the Immortal, in the solitude and darkness:

Upon the darkning Thames, across the whole Island westward,

A horrible Shadow of Death, among the Furnaces: beneath

The pillar of folding smoke; and he sought by other means,

To lure Los: by tears, by arguments of science & by terrors:

Terrors in every Nerve, by spasms & extended pains:

While Los answer’d unterrified to the opake blackening Fiend

And thus the Spectre spoke: Wilt thou still go on to destruction?

10  Till thy life is all taken away by this deceitful Friendship?

He drinks thee up like water! like wine he pours thee

Into his tuns: thy Daughters are trodden in his vintage

He makes thy Sons the trampling of his bulls, they are plow’d

And harrowd for his profit, lo! thy stolen Emanation

Is his garden of pleasure! all the Spectres of his Sons mock thee

Look how they scorn thy once admired palaces! now in ruins

Because of Albion! because of deceit and friendship! For Lo!

Hand has peopled Babel & Nineveh: Hyle, Ashur & Aram:

Cobans son is Nimrod: his son Cush is adjoind to Aram,

20  By the Daughter of Babel, in a woven mantle of pestilence & war.

They put forth their spectrous cloudy sails; which drive their immense

Constellations over the deadly deeps of indefinite Udan-Adan[.]

Kox is the Father of Shem & Ham & Japheth, he is the Noah

Of the Flood of Udan-Adan. Hut’n is the Father of the Seven

From Enoch to Adam; Schofield is Adam who was New-

Created in Edom. I saw it indignant, & thou art not moved!

This has divided thee in sunder: and wilt thou still forgive?

O! thou seest not what I see! what is done in the Furnaces.

Listen, I will tell thee what is done in moments to thee unknown:

30  Luvah was cast into the Furnaces of affliction and sealed,

And Vala fed in cruel delight, the Furnaces with fire:

Stern Urizen beheld; urgd by necessity to keep

The evil day afar, and if perchance with iron power

He might avert his own despair: in woe & fear he saw

Vala incircle round the Furnaces where Luvah was clos’d;

With joy she heard his howlings, & forgot he was her Luvah,

With whom she liv’d in bliss in times of innocence & youth!

Vala comes from the Furnace in a cloud, but wretched Luvah

Is howling in the Furnaces, in flames among Albions Spectres,

40  To prepare the Spectre of Albion to reign over thee O Los,

Forming the Spectres of Albion according to his rage:

To prepare the Spectre of Adam, who is Scofield: the Ninth

Of Albions sons, & the father of all his brethren in the Shadowy

Generation. Cambel & Gwendolen wove webs of war & of

Religion, to involve all Albions sons, and when they had

Involv’d Eight; their webs roll’d outwards into darkness

And Scofield the Ninth remaind on the outside of the Eight

And Kox, Kotope, & Bowen, One in him, a Fourfold Wonder

Involv’d the Eight: Such are the Generations of the Giant Albion,

50  To separate a Law of Sin, to punish thee in thy members.

Los answer’d. Altho’ I know not this! I know far worse than this:

I know that Albion hath divided me, and that thou O my Spectre,

Hast just cause to be irritated: but look stedfastly upon me:

Comfort thyself in my strength the time will arrive,

When all Albions injuries shall cease, and when we shall

Embrace him tenfold bright, rising from his tomb in immortality.

They have divided themselves by Wrath, they must be united by

Pity: let us therefore take example & warning O my Spectre,

O that I could abstain from wrath! O that the Lamb

60  Of God would look upon me and pity me in my fury.

In anguish of regeneration: in terrors of self annihilation:

Pity must join together those whom wrath has torn in sunder,

And the Religion of Generation which was meant for the destruction

Of Jerusalem, become her covering, till the time of the End.

O holy Generation [Image] of regeneration!

O point of mutual forgiveness between Enemies!

Birthplace of the Lamb of God incomprehensible!

The Dead despise & scorn thee, & cast thee out as accursed:

Seeing the Lamb of God in thy gardens & thy palaces:

70   Where they desire to place the Abomination of Desolation.

Hand sits before his furnace: scorn of others & furious pride:

Freeze round him to bars of steel & to iron rocks beneath

His feet: indignant self-righteousness like whirlwinds of the north:
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Rose up against me thundering from the Brook of Albions River

From Ranelagh & Strumbolo, from Cromwells gardens & Chelsea

The place of wounded Soldiers, but when he saw my Mace

Whirld round from heaven to earth, trembling he sat: his cold

Poisons rose up: & his sweet deceits coverd them all over

With a tender cloud. As thou art now; such was he O Spectre

I know thy deceit & thy revenges, and unless thou desist

I will certainly create an eternal Hell for thee. Listen!

Be attentive! be obedient! Lo the Furnaces are ready to recieve thee.

10  I will break thee into shivers! & melt thee in the furnaces of death;

I will cast thee into forms of abhorrence & torment if thou

Desist not from thine own will, & obey not my stern command!

I am closd up from my children: my Emanation is dividing

And thou my Spectre art divided against me. But mark

I will compell thee to assist me in my terrible labours. To beat

These hypocritic Selfhoods on the Anvils of bitter Death

I am inspired: I act not for myself: for Albions sake

I now am what I am: a horror and an astonishment

Shuddring the heavens to look upon me: Behold what cruelties

20  Are practised in Babel & Shinar, & have approachd to Zions Hill

While Los spoke, the terrible Spectre fell shuddring before him

Watching his time with glowing eyes to leap upon his prey[.]

Los opend the Furnaces in fear, the Spectre saw to Babel & Shinar

Across all Europe & Asia, he saw the tortures of the Victims.

He saw now from the ou[t]side what he before saw & felt from within

He saw that Los was the sole, uncontrolld Lord of the Furnaces

Groaning he kneeld before Los’s iron-shod feet on London Stone,

Hungring & thirsting for Los’s life yet pretending obedience.

While Los pursud his speech in threat’nings loud & fierce.

30  Thou art my Pride & Self-righteousness: I have found thee out:

Thou art reveald before me in all thy magnitude & power

The Uncircumcised pretences to Chastity must be cut in sunder!

Thy holy wrath & deep deceit cannot avail against me

Nor shalt thou ever assume the triple-form of Albions Spectre

For I am one of the living: dare not to mock my inspired fury

If thou wast cast forth from my life! if I was dead upon the mountains

Thou mightest be pitied & lovd: but now I am living; unless

Thou abstain ravening I will create an eternal Hell for thee.

Take thou this Hammer & in patience heave the thundering Bellows

40  Take thou these Tongs: strike thou alternate with me: labour obedient[.]

Hand & Hyle & Koban: Skofeld, Kox & Kotope, labour mightily[.]

In the Wars of Babel & Shinar, all their Emanations were

Condensd. Hand has absorbd all his Brethen in his might

All the infant Loves & Graces were lost, for the mighty Hand
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Condens’d his Emanations into hard opake substances;

And his infant thoughts & desires, into cold, dark, cliffs of death.

His hammer of gold he siezd; and his anvil of adamant.

He siez’d the bars of condens’d thoughts, to forge them:

Into the sword of war: into the bow and arrow:

Into the thundering cannon and into the murdering gun[.]

I saw the limbs form’d for exercise, contemn’d: & the beauty of

Eternity, look’d upon as deformity & loveliness as a dry tree:

10  I saw disease forming a Body of Death around the Lamb

Of God, to destroy Jerusalem, & to devour the body of Albion

By war and stratagem to win the labour of the husbandman:

Awkwardness arm’d in steel: folly in a helmet of gold:

Weakness with horns & talons: ignorance with a rav’ning beak!

Every Emanative joy forbidden as a Crime:

And the Emanations buried alive in the earth with pomp of religion:

Inspiration deny’d; Genius forbidden by laws of punishment:

I saw terrified; I took the sighs & tears, & bitter groans:

I lifted them into my Furnaces; to form the spiritual sword,

That lays open the hidden heart: I drew forth the pang

20  Of sorrow red hot: I workd it on my resolute anvil:

I heated it in the flames of Hand, & Hyle, & Coban

Nine times; Gwendolen & Cambel & Gwineverra

Are melted into the gold, the silver, the liquid ruby,

The crysolite, the topaz, the jacinth, & every precious stone.

Loud roar my Furnaces and loud my hammer is heard:

I labour day and night, I behold the soft affections

Condense beneath my hammer into forms of cruelty

But still I labour in hope, tho’ still my tears flow down,

That he who will not defend Truth, may be competid to defend

30  A Lie: that he may be snared and caught and snared and taken

That Enthusiasm and Life may not cease: arise Spectre arise!

Thus they contended among the Furnaces with groans & tears;

Groaning the Spectre heavd the bellows, obeying Los’s frowns;

Till the Spaces of Erin were perfected in the furnaces

Of affliction, and Los drew them forth, compelling the harsh Spectre.
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Into the Furnaces & into the valleys of the Anvils of Death

And into the mountains of the Anvils & of the heavy Hammers

Till he should bring the Sons & Daughters of Jerusalem to be

The Sons & Daughters of Los that he might protect them from

Albions dread Spectres; storming, loud, thunderous & mighty

The Bellows & the Hammers move compell’d by Los’s hand.

And this is the manner of the Sons of Albion in their strength

They take the Two Contraries which are calld Qualities, with which

Every Substance is clothed, they name them Good & Evil

10  From them they make an Abstract, which is a Negation

Not only of the Substance from which it is derived

A murderer of its own Body: but also a murderer

Of every Divine Member: it is the Reasoning Power

An Abstract objecting power, that Negatives every thing

This is the Spectre of Man: the Holy Reasoning Power

And in its Holiness is closed the Abomination of Desolation

Therefore Los stands in London building Golgonooza

Compelling his Spectre to labours mighty; trembling in fear

The Spectre weeps, but Los unmovd by tears or threats remains

20  I must Create a System, or be enslav’d by another Mans

I will not Reason & Compare: my business is to Create

So Los, in fury & strength: in indignation & burning wrath

Shuddring the Spectre howls, his howlings terrify the night

He stamps around the Anvil, beating blows of stern despair

He curses Heaven & Earth, Day & Night & Sun & Moon

He curses Forest Spring & River, Desart & sandy Waste

Cities & Nations, Families & Peoples, Tongues & Laws

Driven to desperation by Los’s terrors & threatning fears

Los cries, Obey my voice & never deviate from my will

30  And I will be merciful to thee: be thou invisible to all

To whom I make thee invisible, but chief to my own Children

O Spectre of Urthona: Reason not against their dear approach

Nor them obstruct with thy temptations of doubt & despair[.]

O Shame O strong & mighty Shame I break thy brazen fetters

If thou refuse, thy present torments will seem southern breezes

To what thou shalt endure if thou obey not my great will.

The Spectre answer’d. Art thou not ashamd of those thy Sins

That thou callest thy Children? lo the Law of God commands

That they be offered upon his Altar: O cruelty & torment

40  For thine are also mine! I have kept silent hitherto,

Concerning my chief delight: but thou hast broken silence

Now I will speak my mind! Where is my lovely Enitharmon

O thou my enemy, where is my Great Sin? She is also thine

I said: now is my grief at worst: incapable of being

Surpassed: but every moment it accumulates more & more

It continues accumulating to eternity! the joys of God advance

For he is Righteous: he is not a Being of Pity & Compassion

He cannot feel Distress: he feeds on Sacrifice & Offering:

Delighting in cries & tears & clothd in holiness & solitude

50  But my griefs advance also, for ever & ever without end

O that I could cease to be! Despair! I am Despair

Created to be the great example of horror & agony: also my

Prayer is vain I called for compassion: compassion mockd

Mercy & pity threw the grave stone over me & with lead

And iron, bound it over me for ever: Life lives on my

Consuming: & the Almighty hath made me his Contrary

To be all evil, all reversed & for ever dead: knowing

And seeing life, yet living not; how can I then behold

And not tremble; how can I be beheld & not abhorrd

60  So spoke the Spectre shuddring, & dark tears ran down his shadowy face

Which Los wipd off, but comfort none could give! or beam of hope

Yet ceasd he not from labouring at the roarings of his Forge

With iron & brass Building Golgonooza in great contendings

Till his Sons & Daughters came forth from the Furnaces

At the sublime Labours for Los, compelld the invisible Spectre
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To labours mighty, with vast strength, with his mighty chains.

In pulsations of time, & extensions of space, like Urns of Beulah

With great labour upon his anvils & in his ladles the Ore

He lifted, pouring it into the clay ground prepar’d with art;

Striving with Systems to deliver Individuals from those Systems;

That whenever any Spectre began to devour the Dead,

He might feel the pain as if a man gnawd his own tender nerves.

Then Erin came forth from the Furnaces, & all the Daughters of Beulah

Came from the Furnaces, by Los’s mighty power for Jerusalems

10  Sake: walking up and down among the Spaces of Erin:

And the Sons and Daughters of Los came forth in perfection lovely!

And the Spaces of Erin reach’d from the starry heighth, to the starry depth.

Los wept with exceeding joy & all wept with joy together!

They feard they never more should see their Father, who

Was built in from Eternity, in the Cliffs of Albion.

But when the joy of meeting was exhausted in loving embrace;

Again they lament. O what shall we do for lovely Jerusalem?

To protect the Emanations of Albions mighty ones from cruelty?

Sabrina & Ignoge begin to sharpen their beamy spears

20  Of light and love: their little children stand with arrows of gold:

Ragan is wholly cruel Scofield is bound in iron armour!

He is like a mandrake in the earth before Reubens gate:

He shoots beneath Jerusalems walls to undermine her foundations:

Vala is but thy Shadow, O thou loveliest among women!

A shadow animated by thy tears O mournful Jerusalem!
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Why wilt thou give to her a Body whose life is but a Shade?

Her joy and love, a shade: a shade of sweet repose:

But animated and vegetated, she is a devouring worm:

What shall we do for thee O lovely mild Jerusalem?

And Los said. I behold the finger of God in terrors!

Albion is dead! his Emanation is divided from him!

But I am living! yet I feel my Emanation also dividing

Such thing was never known! O pity me, thou all-piteous-one!

What shall I do! or how exist, divided from Enitharmon?

10  Yet why despair! I saw the finger of God go forth

Upon my Furnaces, from within the Wheels of Albions Sons:

Fixing their Systems, permanent: by mathematic power

Giving a body to Falshood that it may be cast off for ever.

With Demonstrative Science piercing Apollyon with his own bow!

God is within, & without! he is even in the depths of Hell!

Such were the lamentations of the Labourers in the Furnaces!

And they appeard within & without incircling on both sides

The Starry Wheels of Albions Sons, with Spaces for Jerusalem:

And for Vala the shadow of Jerusalem: the ever mourning shade:

20  On both sides, within & without beaming gloriously!

Terrified at the sublime Wonder, Los stood before his Furnaces.

And they stood around, terrified with admiration at Erins Spaces

For the Spaces reachd from the starry heighth, to the starry depth;

And they builded Golgonooza: terrible eternal labour!

What are those golden builders doing? where was the burying-place

Of soft Ethinthus? near Tyburns fatal Tree? is that

Mild Zions hills most ancient promontory; near mournful

Ever weeping Paddington? is that Calvary and Golgotha?

Becoming a building of pity and compassion? Lo!

30  The stones are pity and the bricks, well wrought affections:

Enameld with love & kindness, & the tiles engraven gold

Labour of merciful hands: the beams & rafters are forgiveness:

The mortar & cement of the work, tears of honesty: the nails,

And the screws & iron braces, are well wrought blandishments,

And well contrived words, firm fixing, never forgotten,

Always comforting the remembrance: the floors, humility,

The cielings, devotion: the hearths, thanksgiving:

Prepare the furniture O Lambeth in thy pitying looms!

The curtains, woven tears & sighs, wrought into lovely forms

40  For comfort, there the secret furniture of Jerusalems chamber

Is wrought: Lambeth! the Bride the Lambs Wife loveth thee:

Thou art one with her & knowest not of self in thy supreme joy.

Go on, builders in hope: tho Jerusalem wanders far away,

Without the gate of Los: among the dark Satanic wheels.

Fourfold the Sons of Los in their divisions: and fourfold,

The great City of Golgonooza: fourfold toward the north

And toward the south fourfold, & fourfold toward the east & west

Each within other toward the four points: that toward

Eden, and that toward the World of Generation,

50  And that toward Beulah, and that toward Ulro:

Ulro is the space of the terrible starry wheels of Albions sons:

But that toward Eden is walled up, till time of renovation:

Yet it is perfect in its building, ornaments & perfection.

And the Four Points are thus beheld in Great Eternity

West, the Circumference: South, the Zenith: North,

The Nadir: East, the Center, unapproachable for ever.

These are the four Faces towards the Four Worlds of Humanity

In every Man. Ezekiel saw them by Chebars flood.

And the Eyes are the South, and the Nostrils are the East.

60  And the Tongue is the West, and the Ear is the North.

And the North Gate of Golgonooza toward Generation

Has four sculpturd Bulls terrible before the Gate of iron.

And iron, the Bulls: and that which looks toward Ulro,

Clay bak’d & enamel’d, eternal glowing as four furnaces:

Turning upon the Wheels of Albions sons with enormous power.

And that toward Beulah four, gold, silver, brass, & iron:
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And that toward Eden, four, form’d of gold, silver, brass, & iron.

The South, a golden Gate, has four Lions terrible, living!

That toward Generation, four, of iron carv’d wondrous:

That toward Ulro, four, clay bak’d, laborious workmanship

That toward Eden, four; immortal gold, silver, brass & iron.

The Western Gate fourfold, is closd: having four Cherubim

Its guards, living, the work of elemental hands, laborious task!

Like Men, hermaphroditic, each winged with eight wings

That towards Generation, iron; that toward Beulah, stone;

10  That toward Ulro, clay: that toward Eden, metals.

But all clos’d up till the last day, when the graves shall yield their dead

The Eastern Gate, fourfold: terrible & deadly its ornaments:

Taking their forms from the Wheels of Albions sons; as cogs

Are formd in a wheel, to fit the cogs of the adverse wheel.

That toward Eden, eternal ice, frozen in seven folds

Of forms of death: and that toward Beulah, stone:

The seven diseases of the earth are carved terrible.

And that toward Ulro, forms of war: seven enormities:

And that toward Generation, seven generative forms.

20  And every part of the City is fourfold; & every inhabitant, fourfold.

And every pot & vessel & garment & utensil of the houses,

And every house, fourfold; but the third Gate in every one

Is closd as with a threefold curtain of ivory & fine linen & ermine.

And Luban stands in middle of the City, a moat of fire,

Surrounds Luban, Los’s Palace & the golden Looms of Cathedron.

And sixty-four thousand Genii, guard the Eastern Gate:

And sixty-four thousand Gnomes, guard the Northern Gate:

And sixty-four thousand Nymphs, guard the Western Gate:

And sixty-four thousand Fairies, guard the Southern Gate:

30  Around Golgonooza lies the land of death eternal; a Land

Of pain and misery and despair and ever brooding melancholy:

In all the Twenty-seven Heavens, numberd from Adam to Luther;

From the blue Mundane Shell, reaching to the Vegetative Earth.

The Vegetative Universe, opens like a flower from the Earths center:

In which is Eternity. It expands in Stars to the Mundane Shell

And there it meets Eternity again, both within and without,

And the abstract Voids between the Stars are the Satanic Wheels.

There is the Cave; the Rock; the Tree; the Lake of Udan Adan;

The Forest, and the Marsh, and the Pits of bitumen deadly:

40  The Rocks of solid fire: the Ice valleys: the Plains

Of burning sand: the rivers, cataract & Lakes of Fire:

The Islands of the fiery Lakes: the Trees of Malice: Revenge:

And black Anxiety; and the Cities of the Salamandrine men:

(But whatever is visible to the Generated Man,

Is a Creation of mercy & love, from the Satanic Void.)

The land of darkness flamed but no light, & no repose:

The land of snows of trembling, & of iron hail incessant:

The land of earthquakes: and the land of woven labyrinths:

The land of snares & traps & wheels & pit-falls & dire mills:

50  The Voids, the Solids, & the land of clouds & regions of waters:

With their inhabitants: in the Twenty-seven Heavens beneath Beulah:

Self-righteousnesses conglomerating against the Divine Vision:

A Concave Earth wondrous, Chasmal, Abyssal, Incoherent:

Forming the Mundane Shell: above; beneath: on all sides surrounding

Golgonooza: Los walks round the walls night and day.

He views the City of Golgonooza, & its smaller Cities:

The Looms & Mills & Prisons & Work-houses of Og & Anak:

The Amalekite: the Canaanite: the Moabite: the Egyptian:

And all that has existed in the space of six thousand years:

60  Permanent, & not lost not lost nor vanishd, & every little act,

Word, work, & wish, that has existed, all remaining still

In those Churches ever consuming & ever building by the Spectres

Of all the inhabitants of Earth wailing to be Created:

Shadowy to those who dwell not in them, meer possibilities:

But to those who enter into them they seem the only substances

For every thing exists & not one sigh nor smile nor tear,
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One hair nor particle of dust, not one can pass away.

He views the Cherub at the Tree of Life, also the Serpent,

Orc the first born coild in the south: the Dragon Urizen:

Tharmas the Vegetated Tongue even the Devouring Tongue:

A threefold region, a false brain: a false heart:

And false bowels: altogether composing the False Tongue,

Beneath Beulah: as a watry flame revolving every way

And as dark roots and stems: a Forest of affliction, growing

In seas of sorrow. Los also views the Four Females:

10  Ahania, and Enion, and Vala, and Enitharmon lovely.

And from them all the lovely beaming Daughters of Albion,

Ahania & Enion & Vala, are three evanescent shades:

Enitharmon is a vegetated mortal Wife of Los:

His Emanation, yet his Wife till the sleep of Death is past.

Such are the Buildings of Los: & such are the Woofs of Enitharmon:

And Los beheld his Sons, and he beheld his Daughters:

Every one a translucent Wonder: a Universe within,

Increasing inwards, into length and breadth, and heighth:

Starry & glorious: and they every one in their bright loins:

20  Have a beautiful golden gate which opens into the vegetative world:

And every one a gate of rubies & all sorts of precious stones

In their translucent hearts, which opens into the vegetative world:

And every one a gate of iron dreadful and wonderful,

In their translucent heads, which opens into the vegetative world

And every one has the three regions Childhood: Manhood: & Age:

But the gate of the tongue: the western gate in them is clos’d,

Having a wall builded against it: and thereby the gates

Eastward & Southward & Northward, are incircled with flaming fires.

And the North is Breadth, the South is Heighth & Depth:

30  The East is Inwards: & the West is Outwards every way.

And Los beheld the mild Emanation Jerusalem eastward bending

Her revolutions toward the Starry Wheels in maternal anguish

Like a pale cloud arising from the arms of Beulahs Daughters:

In Entuthon Benythons deep Vales beneath Golgonooza.
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And Hand & Hyle rooted into Jerusalem by a fibre

Of strong revenge & Skofeld Vegetated by Reubens Gate

In every Nation of the Earth till the Twelve Sons of Albion

Enrooted into every Nation: a mighty Polypus growing

From Albion over the whole Earth: such is my awful Vision.

I see the Four-fold Man. The Humanity in deadly sleep

And its fallen Emanation. The Spectre & its cruel Shadow.

I see the Past, Present & Future, existing all at once

Before me; O Divine Spirit sustain me on thy wings!

10  That I may awake Albion from his long & cold repose.

For Bacon & Newton sheathed in dismal steel, their terrors hang

Like iron scourges over Albion. Reasonings like vast Serpents

Infold around my limbs, bruising my minute articulations

I turn my eyes to the Schools & Universities of Europe

And there behold the Loom of Locke whose Woof rages dire

Washd by the Water-wheels of Newton, black the cloth

In heavy wreathes folds over every Nation; cruel Works

Of many Wheels I view, wheel without wheel, with cogs tyrannic

Moving by compulsion each other: not as those in Eden: which

20  Wheel within Wheel in freedom revolve in harmony & peace.

I see in deadly fear in London Los raging round his Anvil

Of death: forming an Ax of gold: the Four Sons of Los

Stand round him cutting the Fibres from Albions hills

That Albions Sons may roll apart over the Nations

While Reuben enroots his brethren in the narrow Canaanite

From the Limit Noah to the Limit Abram in whose Loins

Reuben in his Twelve-fold majesty & beauty shall take refuge

As Abraham flees from Chaldea shaking his goary locks

But first Albion must sleep, divided from the Nations

30  I see Albion sitting upon his Rock in the first Winter

And thence I see the Chaos of Satan & the World of Adam

When the Divine Hand went forth on Albion in the mid Winter

And at the place of Death when Albion sat in Eternal Death

Among the Furnaces of Los in the Valley of the Son of Hinnom
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Hampstead Highgate Finchley Hendon Muswell hill: rage loud

Before Bromions iron Tongs & glowing Poker reddening fierce

Hertfordshire glows with fierce Vegetation! in the Forests

The Oak frowns terrible, the Beech & Ash & Elm enroot

Among the Spiritual fires; loud the Corn fields thunder along

The Soldiers fife; the Harlots shriek; the Virgins dismal groan

The Parents fear: the Brothers jealousy: the Sisters curse

Beneath the Storms of Theotormon & the thundring Bellows

Heaves in the hand of Palamabron who in Londons darkness

10  Before the Anvil, watches the bellowing flames: thundering

The Hammer loud rages in Rintrahs strong grasp swinging loud

Round from heaven to earth down falling with heavy blow

Dead on the Anvil, where the red hot wedge groans in pain

He quenches it in the black trough of his Forge: Londons River

Feeds the dread Forge, trembling & shuddering along the Valleys

Humber & Trent roll dreadful before the Seventh Furnace

And Tweed & Tyne anxious to give up their Souls for Albions sake

Lincolnshire Derbyshire Nottinghamshire Leicestershire

From Oxfordshire to Norfolk on the Lake of Udan Adan

20  Labour within the Furnaces, walking among the Fires

With Ladles huge & iron Pokers over the Island white.

Scotland pours out his Sons to labour at the Furnaces

Wales gives his Daughters to the Looms; England: nursing Mothers

Gives to the Children of Albion & to the Children of Jerusalem.

From the blue Mundane Shell even to the Earth of Vegetation

Throughout the whole Creation which groans to be deliverd

Albion groans in the deep slumbers of Death upon his Rock.

Here Los fixd down the Fifty-two Counties of England & Wales

The Thirty-six of Scotland, & the Thirty-four of Ireland

30  With mighty power, when they fled out at Jerusalems Gates

Away from the Conflict of Luvah & Urizen, fixing the Gates

In the Twelve Counties of Wales & thence Gates looking every way

To the Four Points: conduct to England & Scotland & Ireland

And thence to all the Kingdoms & Nations & Families of the Earth[.]

The Gate of Reuben in Carmarthenshire: the Gate of Simeon in

Cardiganshire: & the Gate of Levi in Montgomeryshire

The Gate of Judah Merionethshire: the Gate of Dan Flintshire

The Gate of Napthali, Radnorshire: the Gate of Gad Pembrokeshire

The Gate of Asher, Carnarvonshire the Gate of Issachar Brecknokshire

40  The Gate of Zebulun, in Anglesea & Sodor. so is Wales divided.

The Gate of Joseph, Denbighshire: the Gate of Benjamin Glamorganshire

For the protection of the Twelve Emanations of Albions Sons

And the Forty Counties of England are thus divided in the Gates

Of Reuben Norfolk, Suffolk, Essex. Simeon Lincoln, York Lancashire

Levi. Middlesex Kent Surrey. Judah Somerset Glouster Wiltshire.

Dan. Cornwall Devon Dorset, Napthali., Warwick Leicester Worcester

Gad. Oxford Bucks Harford. Asher, Sussex Hampshire Berkshire

Issachar, Northampton Rutland Nottgham. Zebulun Bedford Huntgn Camb

Joseph Stafford Shrops Heref. Benjamin, Derby Cheshire Monmouth;

50  And Cumberland Northumberland Westmoreland & Durham are

Divided in the Gates of Reuben, Judah Dan & Joseph

And the Thirty-six Counties of Scotland, divided in the Gates

Of Reuben Kincard Haddntn Forfar, Simeon Ayr Argyll Banff

Levi Edinburh Roxbro Ross. Judah, Abrdeen Berwik Dumfries

Dan Bute Caitnes Clakmanan. Napthali Nairn Invernes Linlithgo

Gad Peebles Perth Renfru. Asher Sutherlan Sterling Wigtoun

Issachar Selkirk Dumbartn Glasgo. Zebulun Orkney Shetland Skye

Joseph Elgin Lanerk Kinros. Benjamin Kromarty Murra Kirkubriht

Governing all by the sweet delights of secret amorous glances

60  In Enitharmons Halls builded by Los & his mighty Children

All things acted on Earth are seen in the bright Sculptures of

Los’s Halls & every Age renews its powers from these Works

With every pathetic story possible to happen from Hate or

Wayward Love & every sorrow & distress is carved here

Every Affinity of Parents Marriages & Friendships are here

In all their various combinations wrought with wondrous Art

All that can happen to Man in his pilgrimage of seventy years

Such is the Divine Written Law of Horeb & Sinai:

And such the Holy Gospel of Mount Olivet & Calvary:
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His Spectre divides & Los in fury compells it to divide:

To labour in the fire, in the water, in the earth, in the air,

To follow the Daughters of Albion as the hound follows the scent

Of the wild inhabitant of the forest, to drive them from his own:

To make a way for the Children of Los to come from the Furnaces

But Los himself against Albions Sons his fury bends, for he

Dare not approach the Daughters openly lest he be consumed

In the fires of their beauty & perfection & be Vegetated beneath

Their Looms, in a Generation of death & resurrection to forgetfulness

10  They wooe Los continually to subdue his strength: he continually

Shews them his Spectre: sending him abroad over the four points of heaven

In the fierce desires of beauty & in the tortures of repulse! He is

The Spectre of the Living pursuing the Emanations of the Dead.

Shuddring they flee: they hide in the Druid Temples in cold chastity:

Subdued by the Spectre of the Living & terrified by undisguisd desire.

For Los said: Tho my Spectre is divided: as I am a Living Man

I must compell him to obey me wholly: that Enitharmon may not

Be lost: & lest he should devour Enitharmon: Ah me!

Piteous image of my soft desires & loves: O Enitharmon!

20  I will compell my Spectre to obey: I will restore to thee thy Children.

No one bruises or starves himself to make himself fit for labour!

Tormented with sweet desire for these beauties of Albion

They would never love my power if they did not seek to destroy

Enitharmon: Vala would never have sought & loved Albion

If she had not sought to destroy Jerusalem; such is that false

And Generating Love: a pretence of love to destroy love:

Cruel hipocrisy unlike the lovely delusions of Beulah:

And cruel forms, unlike the merciful forms of Beulahs Night

They know not why they love nor wherefore they sicken & die

30  Calling that Holy Love: which is Envy Revenge & Cruelty

Which separated the stars from the mountains: the mountains from Man

And left Man, a little grovelling Root, outside of Himself.

Negations are not Contraries: Contraries mutally Exist:

But Negations Exist Not: Exceptions & Objections & Unbeliefs

Exist not: nor shall they ever be Organized for ever & ever:

If thou separate from me, thou art a Negation: a meer

Reasoning & Derogation from me, an Objecting & cruel Spite

And Malice & Envy: but my Emanation, Alas! will become

My Contrary: O thou Negation, I will continually compell

40  Thee to be invisible to any but whom I please, & when

And where & how I please, and never! never! shalt thou be Organized

But as a distorted & reversed Reflexion in the Darkness

And in the Non Entity: nor shall that which is above

Ever descend into thee: but thou shalt be a Non Entity for ever

And if any enter into thee, thou shalt be an Unquenchable Fire

And he shall be a never dying Worm, mutually tormented by

Those that thou tormentest, a Hell & Despair for ever & ever.

So Los in secret with himself communed & Enitharmon heard

In her darkness & was comforted: yet still she divided away

50  In gnawing pain from Los’s bosom in the deadly Night;

First as a red Globe of blood trembling beneath his bosom[.]

Suspended over her he hung: he infolded her in his garments

Of wool: he hid her from the Spectre, in shame & confusion of

Face; in terrors & pains of Hell & Eternal Death, the

Trembling Globe shot forth Self-living & Los howld over it:

Feeding it with his groans & tears day & night without ceasing:

And the Spectrous Darkness from his back divided in temptations,

And in grinding agonies in threats: stiflings: & direful strugglings.

Go thou to Skofield: ask him if he is Bath or if he is Canterbury

60  Tell him to be no more dubious: demand explicit words

Tell him: I will dash him into shivers, where & at what time

I please: tell Hand & Skofield they are my ministers of evil

To those I hate: for I can hate also as well as they!
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From every-one of the Four Regions of Human Majesty,

There is an Outside spread Without, & an Outside spread Within

Beyond the Outline of Identity both ways, which meet in One:

An orbed Void of doubt, despair, hunger, & thirst & sorrow.

Here the Twelve Sons of Albion, join’d in dark Assembly,

Jealous of Jerusalems children, asham’d of her little-ones

(For Vala produc’d the Bodies. Jerusalem gave the Souls)

Became as Three Immense Wheels, turning upon one-another

Into Non-Entity, and their thunders hoarse appall the Dead

10  To murder their own Souls, to build a Kingdom among the Dead

Cast! Cast ye Jerusalem forth! The Shadow of delusions!

The Harlot daughter! Mother of pity and dishonourable forgiveness

Our Father Albions sin and shame! But father now no more!

Nor sons. nor hateful peace & love, nor soft complacencies

With transgressors meeting in brotherhood around the table,

Or in the porch or garden. No more the sinful delights

Of age and youth and boy and girl and animal and herb,

And river and mountain, and city & village, and house & family,

Beneath the Oak & Palm, beneath the Vine and Fig-tree,

20  In self-denial! – But War and deadly contention, Between

Father and Son, and light and love! All bold asperities

Of Haters met in deadly strife, rending the house & garden

The unforgiving porches, the tables of enmity, and beds

And chambers of trembling & suspition, hatreds of age & youth

And boy & girl, & animal & herb, & river & mountain

And city & village, and house & family. That the Perfect,

May live in glory, redeem’d by Sacrifice of the Lamb

And of his children, before sinful Jerusalem. To build

Babylon the City of Vala, the Goddess Virgin-Mother.

30  She is our Mother! Nature! Jerusalem is our Harlot-Sister

Return’d with Children of pollution, to defile our House,

With Sin and Shame. Cast! Cast her into the Potters field.

Her little-ones, She must slay upon our Altars: and her aged

Parents must be carried into captivity, to redeem her Soul

To be for a Shame & a Curse, and to be our Slaves for ever

So cry Hand & Hyle the eldest of the fathers of Albions

Little-ones; to destroy the Divine Saviour; the Friend of Sinners,

Building Castles in desolated places, and strong Fortifications.

Soon Hand mightily devour’d & absorb’d Albions Twelve Sons.

40  Out from his bosom a mighty Polypus, vegetating in darkness,

And Hyle & Coban were his two chosen ones, for Emissaries

In War: forth from his bosom they went and return’d,

Like Wheels from a great Wheel reflected in the Deep.

Hoarse turn’d the Starry Wheels, rending a way in Albions Loins

Beyond the Night of Beulah. In a dark & unknown Night,

Outstretch’d his Giant beauty on the ground in pain & tears:
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His Children exil’d from his breast pass to and fro before him

His birds are silent on his hills, flocks die beneath his branches

His tents are fall’n! his trumpets, and the sweet sound of his harp

Are silent on his clouded hills, that belch forth storms & fire.

His milk of Cows, & honey of Bees, & fruit of golden harvest,

Is gather’d in the scorching heat, & in the driving rain:

Where once he sat he weary walks in misery and pain:

His Giant beauty and perfection fallen into dust:

Till from within his witherd breast grown narrow with his woes:

10  The corn is turn’d to thistles & the apples into poison:

The birds of song to murderous crows, his joys to bitter groans!

The voices of children in his tents, to cries of helpless infants!

And self-exiled from the face of light & shine of morning,

In the dark world a narrow house! he wanders up and down,

Seeking for rest and finding none! and hidden far within,

His Eon weeping in the cold and desolated Earth.

All his Affections now appear withoutside: all his Sons,

Hand, Hyle & Coban, Guantok, Peachey, Brereton, Slayd & Hutton,

Scofeld, Kox, Kotope & Bowen; his Twelve Sons: Satanic Mill!

20  Who are the Spectres of the Twentyfour, each Double-form’d:

Revolve upon his mountains groaning in pain: beneath

The dark incessant sky, seeking for rest and finding none:

Raging against their Human natures, ravning to gormandize

The Human majesty and beauty of the Twentyfour,

Condensing them into solid rocks with cruelty and abhorrence

Suspition & revenge, & the seven diseases of the Soul

Settled around Albion and around Luvah in his secret cloud[.]

Willing the Friends endur’d, for Albions sake, and for

Jerusalem his Emanation shut within his bosom;

30  Which hardend against them more and more; as he builded onwards

On the Gulph of Death in self-righteousness, that roll’d

Before his awful feet, in pride of virtue for victory:

And Los was roofd in from Eternity in Albions Cliffs

Which stand upon the ends of Beulah, and withoutside, all

Appear’d a rocky form against the Divine Humanity.

Albions Circumference was clos’d: his Center began darkning

Into the Night of Beulah, and the Moon of Beulah rose

Clouded with storms: Los his strong Guard walkd round

beneath the Moon

And Albion fled inward among the currents of his rivers.

40  He found Jerusalem upon the River of his City soft repos’d

In the arms of Vala, assimilating in one with Vala

The Lilly of Havilah: and they sang soft thro’ Lambeths vales,

In a sweet moony night & silence that they had created

With a blue sky spread over with wings and a mild moon,

Dividing & uniting into many female forms: Jerusalem

Trembling! then in one comingling in eternal tears,

Sighing to melt his Giant beauty, on the moony river.
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But when they saw Albion fall’n upon mild Lambeths vale:

Astonish’d! Terrified! they hover’d over his Giant limbs.

Then thus Jerusalem spoke, while Vala wove the veil of tears:

Weeping in pleadings of Love, in the web of despair.

Wherefore hast thou shut me into the winter of human life

And clos’d up the sweet regions of youth and virgin innocence:

Where we live, forgetting error, not pondering on evil:

Among my lambs & brooks of water, among my warbling birds:

Where we delight in innocence before the face of the Lamb:

10  Going in and out before him in his love and sweet affection.

Vala replied weeping & trembling, hiding in her veil.

When winter rends the hungry family and the snow falls:

Upon the ways of men hiding the paths of man and beast,

Then mourns the wanderer: then he repents his wanderings & eyes

The distant forest; then the slave groans in the dungeon of stone.

The captive in the mill of the stranger, sold for scanty hire.

They view their former life: they number moments over and over;

Stringing them on their remembrance as on a thread of sorrow.

Thou art my sister and my daughter! thy shame is mine also!

20  Ask me not of my griefs! thou knowest all my griefs.

Jerusalem answer’d with soft tears over the valleys.

O Vala what is Sin? that thou shudderest and weepest

At sight of thy once lov’d Jerusalem! What is Sin but a little

Error & fault that is soon forgiven; but mercy is not a Sin

Nor pity nor love nor kind forgiveness! O! if I have Sinned

Forgive & pity me! O! unfold thy Veil in mercy & love!

Slay not my little ones, beloved Virgin daughter of Babylon

Slay not my infant loves & graces, beautiful daughter of Moab

I cannot put off the human form I strive but strive in vain

30  When Albion rent thy beautiful net of gold and silver twine;

Thou hadst woven it with art, thou hadst caught me in the bands

Of love; thou refusedst to let me go: Albion beheld thy beauty

Beautiful thro’ our Love’s comeliness, beautiful thro’ pity.

The Veil shone with thy brightness in the eyes of Albion,

Because it inclosd pity & love; because we lov’d one-another!

Albion lov’d thee! he rent thy Veil! he embrac’d thee! he lov’d thee!

Astonish’d at his beauty & perfection, thou forgavest his furious love:

I redounded from Albions bosom in my virgin loveliness.

The Lamb of God reciev’d me in his arms he smil’d upon us:

40  He made me his Bride & Wife: he gave thee to Albion.

Then was a time of love: O why is it passed away!

Then Albion broke silence and with groans reply’d
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O Vala! O Jerusalem! do you delight in my groans

You O lovely forms, you have prepared my death-cup:

The disease of Shame covers me from head to feet: I have no hope

Every boil upon my body is a separate & deadly Sin.

Doubt first assaild me, then Shame took possession of me

Shame divides Families. Shame hath divided Albion in sunder!

First fled my Sons, & then my Daughters, then my Wild Animations

My Cattle next, last ev’n the Dog of my Gate. the Forests fled

The Corn-fields, & the breathing Gardens outside separated

10  The Sea; the Stars: the Sun: the Moon: drivn forth by my disease

All is Eternal Death unless you can weave a chaste

Body over an unchaste Mind! Vala! O that thou wert pure!

That the deep wound of Sin might be clos’d up with the Needle,

And with the Loom: to cover Gwendolen & Ragan with costly Robes

Of Natural Virtue[,] for their Spiritual forms without a Veil

Wither in Luvahs Sepulcher. I thrust him from my presence

And all my Children followd his loud howlings into the Deep.

Jerusalem! dissembler Jerusalem! I look into thy bosom:

I discover thy secret places: Cordella! I behold

20  Thee whom I thought pure as the heavens in innocence &fear:

Thy Tabernacle taken down, thy secret Cherubim disclosed

Art thou broken? Ah me Sabrina, running by my side:

In childhood what wert thou? unutterable anguish! Conwenna

Thy cradled infancy is most piteous. O hide, O hide!

Their secret gardens were made paths to the traveller:

I knew not of their secret loves with those I hated most,

Nor that their every thought was Sin & secret appetite[.]

Hyle sees in fear, he howls in fury over them, Hand sees

In jealous fear: in stern accusation with cruel stripes

30  He drives them thro’ the Streets of Babylon before my face:

Because they taught Luvah to rise into my clouded heavens

Battersea and Chelsea mourn for Cambel & Gwendolen!

Hackney and Holloway sicken for Estrild & Ignoge!

Because the Peak, Malvern & Cheviot Reason in Cruelty

Penmaenmawr & Dhinas-bran Demonstrate in Unbelief

Manchester & Liverpool are in tortures of Doubt & Despair

Malden & Colchester Demonstrate: I hear my Childrens voices

I see their piteous faces gleam out upon the cruel winds

From Lincoln & Norwich, from Edinburgh & Monmouth:

40  I see them distant from my bosom scourgd along the roads

Then lost in clouds; I hear their tender voices! clouds divide

I see them die beneath the whips of the Captains! they are taken

In solemn pomp into Chaldea across the bredths of Europe

Six months they lie embalmd in silent death: worshipped

Carried in Arks of Oak before the armies in the spring

Bursting their Arks they rise again to life: they play before

The Armies: I hear their loud cymbals & their deadly cries

Are the Dead cruel? are those who are infolded in moral Law

Revengeful? O that Death & Annihilation were the same!

50  Then Vala answerd spreading her scarlet Veil over Albion
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Albion thy fear has made me tremble; thy terrors have surrounded me

Thy Sons have naild me on the Gates piercing my hands & feet:

Till Skofields Nimrod the mighty Huntsman [of] Jehovah came,

With Cush his Son & took me down. He in a golden Ark,

Bears me before his Armies tho my shadow hovers here

The flesh of multitudes fed & nourisd me in my childhood

My morn & evening food were prepard in Battles of Men

Great is the cry of the Hounds of Nimrod along the Valley

Of Vision, they scent the odor of War in the Valley of Vision.

10  All Love is lost! terror succeeds & Hatred instead of Love

And stern demands of Right & Duty instead of Liberty

Once thou wast to me the loveliest Son of heaven; but now

Where shall I hide from thy dread countenance & searching eyes

I have looked into the secret Soul of him I loved

And in the dark recesses found Sin & can never return.

Albion again utterd his voice beneath the silent Moon

I brought Love into light of day to pride in chaste beauty

I brought Love into light & fancied Innocence is no more

Then spoke Jerusalem O Albion! my Father Albion

20  Why wilt thou number every little fibre of my Soul

Spreading them out before the Sun like stalks of flax to dry?

The Infant Joy is beautiful, but its anatomy

Horrible ghast & deadly! nought shalt thou find in it

But dark despair & everlasting brooding melancholy!

Then Albion turnd his face toward Jerusalem & spoke

Hide thou Jerusalem in impalpable voidness, not to be

Touchd by the hand nor seen with the eye: O Jerusalem

Would thou wert not & that thy place might never be found

But come O Vala with knife & cup: drain my blood

30  To the last drop! then hide me in thy Scarlet Tabernacle

For I see Luvah whom I slew. I behold him in my Spectre

As I behold Jerusalem in thee O Vala dark and cold

Jerusalem then stretchd her hand toward the Moon & spoke

Why should Punishment Weave the Veil with Iron Wheels of War

When Forgiveness might it Weave with Wings of Cherubim

Loud groand Albion from mountain to mountain & replied
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Jerusalem! Jerusalem! deluding shadow of Albion!

Daughter of my phantasy! unlawful pleasure! Albions curse!

I came here with intention to annihilate thee! But

My soul is melted away, inwoven within the Veil

Hast thou again knitted the Veil of Vala, which I for thee

Pitying rent in ancient times. I see it whole and more

Perfect, and shining with beauty! But thou! O wretched Father!

Jerusalem reply’d, like a voice heard from a sepulcher:

Father! once piteous! Is Pity a Sin? Embalm’d in Vala’s bosom

10  In an Eternal Death for Albions sake, our best beloved.

Thou art my Father & my Brother: Why hast thou hidden me,

Remote from the divine Vision: my Lord and Saviour.

Trembling stood Albion at her words in jealous dark despair:

He felt that Love and Pity are the same; a soft repose!

Inward complacency of Soul: a Self-annihilation!

I have erred! I am ashamed! and will never return more:

I have taught my children sacrifices of cruelty: what shall I answer?

I will hide it from Eternals! I will give myself for my Children!

Which way soever I turn, I behold Humanity and Pity!

20  He recoil’d: he rush’d outwards; he bore the Veil whole away

His fires redound from his Dragon Altars in Errors returning.

He drew the Veil of Moral Virtue, woven for Cruel Laws,

And cast it into the Atlantic Deep, to catch the Souls of the Dead.

He stood between the Palm tree & the Oak of weeping

Which stand upon the edge of Beulah; and there Albion sunk

Down in sick pallid languor! These were his last words, relapsing!

Hoarse from his rocks, from caverns of Derbyshire & Wales

And Scotland, utter’d from the Circumference into Eternity.

Blasphemous Sons of Feminine delusion! God in the dreary Void

30  Dwells from Eternity, wide separated from the Human Soul

But thou deluding Image by whom imbu’d the Veil I rent

Lo here is Valas Veil whole, for a Law, a Terror & a Curse!

And therefore God takes vengeance on me: from my clay-cold bosom

My children wander trembling victims of his Moral Justice.

His snows fall on me and cover me, while in the Veil I fold

My dying limbs. Therefore O Manhood, if thou art aught

But a meer Phantasy, hear dying Albions Curse!

May God who dwells in this dark Ulro & voidness, vengeance take,

And draw thee down into this Abyss of sorrow and torture,

40  Like me thy Victim. O that Death & Annihilation were the same!

PLATE 24
 

What have I said? What have I done? O all-powerful Human Words:

You recoil back upon me in the blood of the Lamb slain in his Children.

Two bleeding Contraries equally true, are his Witnesses against me

We reared mighty Stones: we danced naked around them:

Thinking to bring Love into light of day, to Jerusalems shame:

Displaying our Giant limbs to all the winds of heaven! Sudden

Shame siezd us, we could not look on one-another for abhorrence: the Blue

Of our immortal Veins & all their Hosts fled from our Limbs,

And wanderd distant in a dismal Night clouded & dark:

10  The Sun fled from the Britons forehead: the Moon from his mighty loins:

Scandinavia fled with all his mountains filld with groans.

O what is Life & what is Man. O what is Death! Wherefore

Are you my Children, natives in the Grave to where I go

Or are you born to feed the hungry ravenings of Destruction

To be the sport of Accident! to waste in Wrath & Love, a weary

Life, in brooding cares & anxious labours, that prove but chaff.

O Jerusalem Jerusalem I have forsaken thy Courts

Thy Pillars of ivory & gold: thy Curtains of silk & fine

Linen: thy Pavements of precious stones: thy Walls of pearl

20  And gold, thy Gates of Thanksgiving thy Windows of Praise:

Thy Clouds of Blessing; thy Cherubims of Tender-mercy

Stretching their Wings sublime over the Little-ones of Albion[.]

O Human Imagination O Divine Body I have Crucified

I have turned my back upon thee into the Wastes of Moral Law:

There Babylon is builded in the Waste, founded in Human desolation.

O Babylon thy Watchman stands over thee in the night

Thy severe Judge all the day long proves thee O Babylon

With provings of destruction, with giving thee thy hearts desire.

But Albion is cast forth to the Potter his Children to the Builders

30  To build Babylon because they have forsaken Jerusalem

The Walls of Babylon are Souls of Men: her Gates the Groans

Of Nations; her Towers are the Miseries of once happy Families.

Her Streets are paved with Destruction, her Houses built with Death

Her Palaces with Hell & the Grave; her Synagogues with Torments

Of ever-hardening Despair squard & polishd with cruel skill

Yet thou wast lovely as the summer cloud upon my hills

When Jerusalem was thy hearts desire in times of youth & love.

Thy Sons came to Jerusalem with gifts, she sent them away

With blessings on their hands & on their feet, blessings of gold,

40  And pearl & diamond: thy Daughters sang in her Courts:

They came up to Jerusalem; they walked before Albion

In the Exchanges of London every Nation walkd

And London walkd in every Nation mutual in love & harmony

Albion coverd the whole Earth, England encompassd the Nations,

Mutual each within others bosom in Visions of Regeneration;

Jerusalem coverd the Atlantic Mountains & the Erythrean,

From bright Japan & China to Hesperia France & England.

Mount Zion lifted his head in every Nation under heaven:

And the Mount of Olives was beheld over the whole Earth:

50  The footsteps of the Lamb of God were there: but now no more

No more shall I behold him, he is closd in Luvahs Sepulcher.

Yet why these smitings of Luvah, the gentlest mildest Zoa?

If God was Merciful this could not be: O Lamb of God

Thou art a delusion and Jerusalem is my Sin! O my Children

I have educated you in the crucifying cruelties of Demonstration

Till you have assum’d the Providence of God & slain your Father

Dost thou appear before me who liest dead in Luvahs Sepulcher

Dost thou forgive me! thou who wast Dead & art Alive?

Look not so merciful upon me O thou Slain Lamb of God

60  I die! I die in thy arms tho Hope is banishd from me.

Thundring the Veil rushes from his hand Vegetating Knot by

Knot, Day by Day, Night by Night; loud roll the indignant Atlantic

Waves & the Erythrean, turning up the bottoms of the Deeps
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And there was heard a great lamenting in Beulah: all the Regions

Of Beulah were moved as the tender bowels are moved: & they said:

Why did you take Vengeance O ye Sons of the mighty Albion?

Planting these Oaken Groves: Erecting these Dragon Temples

Injury the Lord heals but Vengeance cannot be healed:

As the Sons of Albion have done to Luvah: so they have in him

Done to the Divine Lord & Saviour, who suffers with those that suffer:

For not one sparrow can suffer, & the whole Universe not suffer also,

In all its Regions, & its Father & Saviour not pity and weep.

10  But Vengeance is the destroyer of Grace & Repentance in the bosom

Of the Injurer: in which the Divine Lamb is cruelly slain:

Descend O Lamb of God & take away the imputation of Sin

By the Creation of States & the deliverance of Individuals Evermore Amen

Thus wept they in Beulah over the Four Regions of Albion

But many doubted & despaird & imputed Sin & Righteousness

To Individuals & not to States, and these Slept in Ulro.

PLATE 26
 

SUCH VISIONS HAVE APPEARD TO ME

  AS I MY ORDERD RACE HAVE RUN

   JERUSALEM IS NAMED LIBERTY

    AMONG THE SONS OF ALBION

PLATE 27
 

TO  THE  JEWS

   Jerusalem the Emanation of the Giant Albion! Can it be? Is it a Truth that the Learned have explored? Was Britain the Primitive Seat of the Patriarchal Religion? If it is true: my title-page is also True, that Jerusalem was & is the Emanation of the Giant Albion. It is True, and cannot be controverted. Ye are united O ye inhabitants of Earth in One Religion. The Religion of Jesus: the most Ancient, the Eternal: & the Everlasting Gospel – The Wicked will turn it to Wickedness, the Righteous to Righteousness,

10  Amen! Huzza! Selah!

   ‘All things Begin & End in Albions Ancient Druid Rocky Shore.’

   Your Ancestors derived their origin from Abraham, Heber, Shem, and Noah, who were Druids: as the Druid Temples (which are the Patriarchal Pillars & Oak Groves) over the whole Earth witness to this day.

You have a tradition, that Man anciently containd in his mighty limbs all things in Heaven & Earth: this you recieved from the Druids

20  ‘But now the Starry Heavens are fled from the mighty limbs of Albion’

     Albion was the Parent of the Druids; & in his Chaotic State of Sleep

     Satan & Adam & the whole World was Created by the Elohim.

 The fields from Islington to Marybone,

To Primrose Hill and Saint Johns Wood:

  Were builded over with pillars of gold,

And there Jerusalems pillars stood.

 Her Little-ones ran on the fields

The Lamb of God among them seen

  And fair Jerusalem his Bride:

Among the little meadows green.

   Pancrass & Kentish-town repose

10  Among her golden pillars high:

       Among her golden arches which

Shine upon the starry sky.

 The Jews-harp-house & the Green Man;

The Ponds where Boys to bathe delight:

  The fields of Cows by Willans farm:

Shine in Jerusalems pleasant sight.

20    She walks upon our meadows green:

   The Lamb of God walks by her side:

 And every English Child is seen,

   Children of Jesus & his Bride,

 Forgiving trespasses and sins

Lest Babylon with cruel Og,

  With Moral & Self-righteous Law

Should Crucify in Satans Synagogue!

 What are those golden Builders doing

Near mournful ever-weeping Paddington

  Standing above that mighty Ruin

Where Satan the first victory won.

30    Where Albion slept beneath the Fatal Tree

   And the Druids golden Knife,

 Rioted in human gore,

   In Offerings of Human Life

 They groan’d aloud on London Stone

They groan’d aloud on Tyburns Brook

  Albion gave his deadly groan,

And all the Atlantic Mountains shook

40    Albions Spectre from his Loins

    Tore forth in all the pomp of War!

        Satan his name: in flames of fire

    He stretch’d his Druid Pillars far.

 Jerusalem fell from Lambeth’s Vale,

Down thro Poplar & Old Bow;

  Thro Malden & acros the Sea,

In War & howling death & woe.

 The Rhine was red with human blood:

The Danube rolld a purple tide:

  On the Euphrates Satan stood:

And over Asia stretch’d his pride.

50    He witherd up sweet Zions Hill,

    From every Nation of the Earth:

       He witherd up Jerusalems Gates,

    And in a dark Land gave her birth.

 He witherd up the Human Form,

By laws of sacrifice for sin:

  Till it became a Mortal Worm:

But O! translucent all within.

 The Divine Vision still was seen

Still was the Human Form, Divine

  Weeping in weak & mortal clay

60  O Jesus still the Form was thine.

 And thine the Human Face & thine

The Human Hands & Feet & Breath

  Entering thro’ the Gates of Birth

And passing thro’ the Gates of Death

 And O thou Lamb of God, whom I

Slew in my dark self-righteous pride:

  Art thou return’d to Albions Land!

And is Jerusalem thy Bride?

 Come to my arms & never more

70  Depart; but dwell for ever here:

        Create my Spirit to thy Love:

       Subdue my Spectre to thy Fear.

 Spectre of Albion! warlike Fiend!

In clouds of blood & ruin roll’d:

  I here reclaim thee as my own

My Selfhood! Satan! armd in gold.

 Is this thy soft Family-Love

Thy cruel Patriarchal pride

  Planting thy Family alone,

80  Destroying all the World beside.

 A mans worst enemies are those

Of his own house & family;

  And he who makes his law a curse,

By his own law shall surely die.

 In my Exchanges every Land

Shall walk, & mine in every Land,

  Mutual shall build Jerusalem:

Both heart in heart & hand in hand.

If Humility is Christianity; you O Jews are the true

90  Christians; If your tradition that Man contained in his

Limbs, all Animals, is True & they were separated from him by cruel Sacrifices: and when compulsory cruel Sacrifices had brought Humanity into a Feminine Tabernacle, in the loins of Abraham & David: the Lamb of God, the Saviour became apparent on Earth as the Prophets had foretold? The Return of Israel is a Return to Mental Sacrifice & War. Take up the Cross O Israel & follow Jesus.
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To-Morrow
 

John Collins (d. 1808)
 

IN the downhill of life, when I find I’m declining,

 May my fate no less fortunate be

Than a snug elbow-chair can afford for reclining,

 And a cot that o’erlooks the wide sea;

With an ambling pad-pony to pace o’er the lawn,   5

 While I carol away idle sorrow,

And blithe as the lark that each day hails the dawn,

 Look forward with hope for to-morrow.
 

With a porch at my door, both for shelter and shade too.

 As the sun-shine or rain may prevail;   10

And a small spot of ground for the use of the spade too,

 With a barn for the use of the flail:

A cow for my dairy, a dog for my game,

 And a purse when a friend wants to borrow;

I’ll envy no nabob his riches or fame,   15

 Nor what honours may wait him to-morrow.
 

From the bleak northern blast may my cot be completely

 Secured by a neighbouring hill;

And at night may repose steal upon me more sweetly

 By the sound of a murmuring rill:   20

And while peace and plenty I find at my board,

 With a heart free from sickness and sorrow,

With my friends may I share what today may afford,

 And let them spread the table to-morrow.
 

And when I at last must throw off this frail covering,   25

 Which I’ve worn for three-score years and ten,

On the brink of the grave I’ll not seek to keep hovering,

 Nor my thread wish to spin o’er again:

But my face in the glass I’ll serenely survey,

 And with smiles count each wrinkle and furrow;   30

And this old worn-out stuff which is threadbare today,

 May become everlasting to-morrow.
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Jessie, the Flower o’ Dunblane
 

Robert Tannahill (1774–1810)
 

THE SUN has gane down o’er the lofty Benlomond,

 And left the red clouds to preside o’er the scene,

While lanely I stray in the calm simmer gloamin’

 To muse on sweet Jessie, the flower o’ Dunblane.

How sweet is the brier, wi’ its saft faulding blossom,   5

 And sweet is the birk, wi’ its mantle o’ green;

Yet sweeter and fairer, and dear to this bosom,

 Is lovely young Jessie, the flower o’ Dunblane.
 

She’s modest as ony, and blythe as she’s bonny;

 For guileless simplicity marks her its ain;   10

And far be the villain, divested o’ feeling,

 Wha’d blight, in its bloom, the sweet flower o’ Dunblane.

Sing on, thou sweet mavis, thy hymn to the evening,

 Thou’rt dear to the echoes of Calderwood glen;

Sae dear to this bosom, sae artless and winning,   15

 Is charming young Jessie, the flower o’ Dunblane.
 

How lost were my days till I met wi’ my Jessie,

 The sports o’ the city seemed foolish and vain;

I ne’er saw a nymph I would ca’ my dear lassie,

 Till charm’d wi’ sweet Jessie, the flower o’ Dunblane.   20

Though mine were the station o’ loftiest grandeur,

 Amidst its profusion I’d languish in pain;

And reckon as naething the height o’ its splendour,

 If wanting sweet Jessie, the flower o’ Dunblane.
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Gloomy Winter’s Now Awa’
 

Robert Tannahill (1774–1810)
 

GLOOMY winter’s now awa’,

 Saft the westlan’ breezes blaw,

‘Mang the birks o’ Stanley-shaw

 The mavis sings fu’ cheerie, O!

Sweet the crawflower’s early bell   5

Decks Gleniffer’s dewy dell,

Blooming like thy bonnie sel’,

 My young, my artless dearie, O!
 

Come, my lassie, let us stray

 O’er Glenkilloch’s sunny brae,   10

Blithely spend the gowden day

 ‘Midst joys that never weary, O!

Towering o’er the Newton wuds,

Laverocks fan the snaw-white cluds,

Siller saughs, wi’ downy buds,   15

 Adorn the banks sae briery, O!
 

Round the sylvan fairy nooks

 Feath’ry breckans fringe the rocks,

‘Neath the brae the burnie jouks,

 And ilka thing is cheerie, O!   20

Trees may bud, and birds may sing,

Flowers may bloom, and verdure spring,

Joy to me they canna bring,

 Unless wi’ thee, my dearie, O!
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William Wordsworth
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Wordsworth’s Two Book Prelude, 1798–99
 

Two Book Prelude: Book I
 

Was it for this
 That one, the fairest of all rivers, loved
 To blend his murmurs with my Nurse’s song,
 And from his alder shades, and rocky falls,
 And from his fords and shallows, sent a voice
 That flowed along my dreams? For this didst thou
 O Derwent, traveling over the green plains
 Near my “sweet birth-place,” didst thou beauteous Stream
 Make ceaseless music through the night and day,
 Which with its steady cadence tempering    10
 Our human waywardness, composed my thoughts
 To more than infant softness, giving me,
 Among the fretful dwellings of mankind,
 A knowledge, a dim earnest of the calm
 Which Nature breathes among the fields and groves?
 Beloved Derwent! Fairest of all Streams!
 Was it for this that I, a four year’s child,
 A naked Boy, among thy silent pools
 Made one long bathing of a summer’s day?
 Basked in the sun, or plunged into thy stream’s    20
 Alternate, all a summer’s day, or coursed
 Over the sandy fields, and dashed the flowers
 Of yellow grunsel, or whom crag and hill,
 The woods and distant Skiddaw’s lofty height
 Were bronzed with a deep radiance, stood alone,
 A naked Savage in the thunder shower?
 And afterwards, ’twas in a later day
 Though early, when upon the mountain-slope
 The frost and breath of frosty wind had snapped
 The last autumnal crocus, ’twas my joy    30
 To wander half the night among the cliffs
 And the smooth hollows, where the woodcocks ran
 Along the moonlight turf. In thought and wish,
 That time, my shoulder all with springes hung,
 I was a fell destroyer. Gentle Powers!
 Who give us happiness and call it peace!
 When scudding on from snare to snare I plied
 My anxious visitation, hurrying on,
 Still hurrying hurrying onward, how my heart
 Panted; among the scattered yew-trees, and the crags    40
 The looked upon me, how my bosom beat
 With expectation. Sometimes strong desire,
 Resistless, overpowered me, and the bird
 Which was the captive of another’s toils
 Became my prey; and when the deed was done
 I heard among the solitary hills
 Low breathings coming after me, and sounds
 Of undistinguishable motion, steps
 Almost as silent as the turf they trod,
 Nor less, in spring-time, when on southern banks    50
 The shining sun had from his knot of leaves
 Decoyed the primrose-flower, and when the vales
 And woods were warm, was I a rover then
 In the high places, on the longsome peaks,
 Among the mountains and the winds. Though mean
 And though inglorious were my views, then end
 Was ignoble. Oh, when I have hung
 Above the raven’s nest, by knots of grass,
 Or half-inch fissures in the slipp’ry rock,
 But ill sustained, and almost, as it seemed,    60
 Suspended by the blast which blew amain,
 Shouldering the naked crag, oh at that time,
 While on the perilous ridge I hung alone,
 With what strange utterance did the loud dry wind
 Blow through my ears! The sky seemed not a sky
 Of earth, and with what motion moved the clouds!
 The mind of man is fashioned and built up
 Even as strain of music: I believe
 That there are spirits, which, when they would form
 A favored being, from his very dawn    70
 Of infancy do open out the clouds
 As at the touch of lightning, seeking him
 With gentle visitation; quiet Powers!
 Retired and seldom recognized, yet kind,
 And to the very meanest not unknown;
 With me, though rarely, in my early days
 They communed: others too there are who use,
 Yet haply aiming at the self-same end,
 Severer interventions, ministry
 More palpable, and of their school was I.    80
 They guided me: one evening, led by them,
 I went alone into a Shepherd’s boat,
 A skiff that to a willow-tree was tied
 Within a rocky cave, its usual home;
 The moon was up, the lake was shining clear
 Among the hoary mountains: from the shore
 I pushed, and struck the oars, and struck again
 In cadence, and my little Boat moved on
 Just like a man who walks with stately step
 Though bent on speed. It was an act of stealth    90
 And troubled pleasure; not without the voice
 Of mountain-echoes did my boat move on,
 Leaving behind her still on either side
 Small circles glittering idly in the moon
 Until they melted all into one track
 Of sparkling light. A rocky steep uprose
 Above the cavern of the willow tree,
 And now, as suited one who proudly rowed
 With his best skill, I fixed a steady view
 Upon the top of that same craggy ridge,    100
 The bound of the horizon, for behind
 Was nothing — but the stars and the grey sky.
 She was an elfin pinnace; twenty times
 I dipped my oars into the silent lake.
 And, as I rose upon the stroke, my Boat
 Went heaving through the water, like a swan — 
 When from behind that rocky steep, till then
 The bound of the horizon, a huge Cliff,
 As if voluntary power instinct,
 Upreared its head: I struck, and struck again,    110
 And, growing still in statue, the huge cliff
 Rose up between me and the starts, and still
 With measured motion, like a living thing,
 Strode after me. With trembling hands I turned,
 And through the silent water stole my way
 Back to the cavern of the willow-tree.
 There, in her mooring-place I left my bark,
 And through the meadows homeward went with grave
 And serious thoughts; and after I had seen
 That spectacle, for many days my brain    120
 Worked with a dim and undetermined sense
 Of unknown modes of being; in my thoughts
 There was darkness, call it solitude
 Or blank desertion; no familiar objects
 Of hourly objects, images of trees,
 Of sea or sky, no colours of green fields;
 But huge and mighty forms that do not live
 Like living men, moved slowly through my mind
 By day, and were the trouble of my dreams.
 Ah! Not in vain ye Beings of the hills!    130
 And ye that walk the woods and open heaths
 By moon or star-light, thus from my first dawn
 Of childhood did ye love to intertwine
 The passions that build up our human soul,
 Not with the mean and vulgar works of man,
 But with high objects, with eternal things,
 With life and nature, purifying thus
 The elements of feeling and of thought,
 And sanctifying by such discipline
 Both pain and fear, until we recognize    140
 A grandeur in the beatings of the heart.
 Nor was this fellowship vouchsafed to me
 With stinted kindness. In November days,
 When vapours, rolling down the valleys, made
 A lonely scene more lonesome, among woods
 At noon, and ‘mid the calm of summer nights
 When by the margin of the trembling lake
 Beneath the gloomy hills I homeward went
 In solitude, such intercourse was mine.
 And in the frosty season when the sun    150
 Was set, and, visible for many a mile,
 The cottage windows through the twilight blazed,
 I heeded not the summons: clear and loud
 The village clock tolled six; I wheeled about
 Proud and exulting like an untired horse
 That cares not for its home. All shod with steel
 We hissed along the polished ice, in games
 Confederate, imitative of the chase
 And woodland pleasures, the resounding horn,
 The pack loud bellowing, and the hunted hare.    160
 So through the darkness and the cold we flew,
 And not a voice was idle: with the din,
 Meanwhile, the precipices rang aloud,
 The leafless trees and every icy crag
 Tinkled like iron, while the distant hills
 Into the tumult sent an alien sound
 Of melancholy not unnoticed while the stars,
 Eastward, were sparkling clear, and in the west
 The orange sky of evening died away.
 Not seldom from the uproar I retired    170
 Into a silent bay, or sportively
 Glanced sideway leaving the tumultuous throng
 To cut across the shadow of a star
 That gleamed upon the ice: and oftentimes
 When 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 I, reclining back upon my heels,
 Stopped short; yet still the solitary cliffs    180
 Wheeled by me, even as if the earth had rolled
 With visible motion her diurnal round;
 Behind me did they stretch in solemn train
 Feebler and feebler, and I stood and watched
 Till all was tranquil as a summer sea.
 Ye Powers of earth! Ye Genii of the springs!
 And ye that have your voices in the clouds
 And ye that are Familiars of the lakes
 And of the standing pools, I may not think
 A vulgar hope was yours when ye employed    190
 Such ministry, when ye through many a year
 Thus by the agency of boyish sports
 On caves and trees, upon the woods and hills,
 Impressed upon all forms the characters
 Of danger and desire, and thus did make
 The surface of the universal earth
 With meanings of delight, of hope and fear,
 Work like a sea.
      Not uselessly employed
 I might pursue this theme through every change    200
 Of exercise and sport to which the year
 Did summon us in its delightful round.
 We were a noisy crew: the sun in heaven
 Beheld not vales more beautiful than ours
 Nor saw a race in happiness and joy
 More worthy of the fields where they were sown.
 I would record with no reluctant voice
 Our home amusements by the warm peat fire
 At evening, when with pencil, and with slate
 In square divisions parcelled out, and all    210
 With crosses and with cyphers scribbled o’er,
 We schemed and puzzled, head opposed to head
 In strife too humble to be named in verse,
 Or round the naked table, snow-white deal,
 Cherry or maple, sat in close array
 And to the combat — Lu or Whist — led on
 A thick-ribbed army, not as in the world
 Discarded and ungratefully thrown by
 Even for the very service they had wrought,
 But husbanded through many a long campaign.    220
 Oh with what echoes on the board they fell — 
 Ironic diamonds, hearts of sable hue,
 Queens gleaming through their splendour’s last decay,
 Knaves wrapt in one assimilating gloom,
 And Kings indignant at the shame incurr’d
 By royal visages. Meanwhile abroad
 The heavy rain was falling, or the frost
 Raged bitterly with keen and silent tooth,
 And interrupting the impassioned game
 Oft from the neighbouring lake the splitting ice    230
 While it sank down towards the water sent
 Among the meadows and the hills its long
 And frequent yellings, imitative some
 Of wolves that howl along the Bothnic main.
 Nor with less willing heart would I rehearse
 The woods of autumn and their hidden bowers
 With milk-white clusters hung; the rod and line.
 True symbol of the foolishness of hope,
 Which with its strong enchantment led me on    240
 By rocks and pools where never summer-star
 Impressed its shadow, to forlorn cascades
 Among the windings of the mountain-brooks;
 The kite, in sultry calms from some high hill
 Sent up, ascending thence till it was lost
 Among the fleecy clouds, in gusty days
 Launched from the lower grounds, and suddenly
 Dash’d headlong — and rejected by the storm.
 All these and more with rival claims demand
 Grateful acknowledgment. It were a song    250
 Venial, and such as if I rightly judge
 I might protract unblamed; but I perceive
 That much is overlooked, and we should ill
 Attain our object if from delicate fears
 Of breaking in upon the unity
 Of this my argument I should omit
 To speak of such effects as cannot here
 Be regularly classed, yet tend no less
 To the same point, the growth of mental power
 And love of Nature’s works.    260
 Ere I had seen
 Eight summers (and ’twas in the very week
 When I was first transplanted to thy vale,
 Beloved Hawkshead! when thy paths, thy shores
 And brooks were like a dream of novelty
 To my half-infant mind) I chanced to cross
 One of those open fields which, shaped like ears,
 Make green peninsulas on Esthwaite’s lake,
 Twilight was coming on, yet through the gloom
 I saw distinctly on the opposite shore
 Beneath a tree and close by the lake side    270
 A heap of garments, as if left by one
 Who there was bathing: half an hour I watched
 And no one owned them: meanwhile the calm lake
 Grew dark with all the shadows on its breast,
 And now and then a leaping fish disturbed
 The breathless stillness. The succeeding day
 There came a company, and in their boat
 Sounded with iron hooks, and with long poles.
 At length the dead man’ mid that beauteous scene
 Of trees, and hills, and water, bolt upright    280
 Rose with his ghastly face. I might advert
 To numerous accidents in flood or field,
 Quarry or moor, or ‘mid the winter snows,
 Distresses and disasters, tragic facts
 Of rural history that impressed my mind
 With images, to which in following years
 Far other feelings were attached, with forms
 That yet exist with independent life
 And, like their archetypes, know no decay.
 There are in our existence spots of time    290
 Which with distinct pre-eminence retain
 A fructifying virtue, whence, depressed
 By trivial occupations and the round
 Of ordinary intercourse, our minds
 (Especially the imaginative power)
 Are nourished, and invisibly repaired.
 Such moments chiefly seem to have their date
 In our first childhood, I remember well
 (’Tis of an early season that I speak,
 The twilight of rememberable life)    300
 While I was yet an urchin, one who scarce
 Could hold a bridle, with ambitious hopes
 I mounted, and we rode towards the hills;
 We were a pair of horsemen: Honest James
 Was with me, my encourager and guide.
 We had not travelled long ere some mischance
 Disjoined me from my comrade, and through fear
 Dismounting, down the rough and stony moor
 I led my horse and, stumbling on, at length
 Came to a bottom where in former times    310
 A man, the murderer of his wife, was hung
 In irons; mouldered was the gibbet mast,
 The bones were gone, the iron and the wood,
 Only a long green ridge of turf remained
 Whose shape was like a grave. I left the spot,
 And, reascending the bare slope, I saw
 A naked pool that lay beneath the hills,
 The beacon on the summit, and more near
 A girl who bore a pitcher on her head
 And seemed with difficult steps to force her way    320
 Against the blowing wind. It was in truth
 An ordinary sight but I should need
 Colours and words that are unknown to man
 To paint the visionary dreariness
 Which, while I looked all round for my lost guide,
 Did, at that time, invest the naked pool,
 The beacon on the lonely eminence,
 The woman and her garments vexed and tossed
 By the strong wind. Nor less I recollect
 (Long after, though my childhood had not ceased)    330
 Another scene which left a kindred power
 Implanted in my mind.
 One Christmas time,
 The day before the holidays began,
 Feverish, and tired and restless, I went forth
 Into the fields, impatient for the sight
 Of those three horses which should bear us home,
 My Brothers and myself. There was a crag,
 An eminence which from the meeting point
 Of two highways ascending overlooked    340
 At least a long half-mile of those two roads,
 By each of which the expected steeds might come,
 The choice uncertain. Thither I repaired
 Up to the highest summit; ’twas a day
 Stormy, and rough, and wild, and on the grass
 I sat, half-sheltered by a naked wall;
 Upon my right hand was a single sheep,
 A whistling hawthorn on my left, and there,
 Those two companions at my side, I watched
 With eyes intensely straining as the mist    350
 Gave intermitting prospects of the wood
 And plain beneath. Ere I to school returned
 That dreary time, ere I had been ten days
 A dweller in my Father’s house, he died,
 And I and my two Brothers, orphans then,
 Followed his body to the grave. The event
 With all the sorrow which it brought appeared
 A chastisement, and when I called to mind
 That day so lately passed when from the crag
 I looked in such anxiety of hope,    360
 With trite reflections of morality
 Yet with the deepest passion I bowed low
 To God, who thus corrected my desires;
 And afterwards the wind, and sleety rain,
 And all the business of the elements,
 The single sheep, and the one blasted tree,
 And the bleak music of that old stone wall,
 The noise of wood and water, and the mist
 Which on the line of each of those two roads
 Advanced in such indisputable shapes,    370
 All these were spectacles and sounds to which
 I often would repair, and thence would drink
 As at a fountain, and I do not doubt
 That in this later time when storm and rain
 Beat on my roof at midnight, or by day
 When I am in the woods, unknown to me
 The workings of my spirit thence are brought.
 Nor sedulous° to trace diligent
 How Nature by collateral° interest indirect
 And by extrinsic passion peopled first    380
 My mind with forms, or beautiful or grand,
 And made me love them, may I well forget
 How other pleasures have been mine, and joys
 Of subtler origin, how I have felt
 Not seldom, even in that tempestuous time,
 Those hallowed and pure motions of the sense
 Which seem in their simplicity to own
 An intellectual charm, that calm delight
 Which, if I err not, surely must belong
 To those first-born affinities that fit    390
 Our new existence to existing things
 And in our dawn of being constitute
 The bond of union betwixt life and joy.
 Yes, I remember when the changeful earth
 And twice five seasons on my mind had stamped
 The faces of the moving year, even then,
 A Child, I held unconscious intercourse
 With the eternal Beauty, drinking in
 A pure organic pleasure from the lines
 Of curling mist or from the level plain    400
 Of waters coloured by the steady clouds.
 The sands of Westmoreland, the creeks and bays
 Of Cumbria’s 2 rocky limits, they can tell
 How when the sea threw off his evening shade
 And to the Shepherd’s hutt beneath the crags
 Did send sweet notice of the rising moon,
 How I have stood to images like these
 A stranger, linking with the spectacle
 No body of associated forms
 And bringing with me no peculiar sense    410
 Of quietness or peace, yet I have stood
 Even while my eye has moved o’er three long leagues
 Of shining water, gathering as it seemed,
 Through the wide surface of that field of light
 New pleasure, like a bee among the flowers.
 Thus often in those fits of vulgar joy
 Which through all seasons on a child’s pursuits
 Are prompt attendants, ‘mid that giddy bliss
 Which like a tempest works along the blood
 And is forgotten, even then I felt    420
 Gleams like the flashing of a shield; the earth
 And common face of Nature spake to me
 Rememberable things: sometimes, ’tis true,
 By quaint associations, yet not vain
 Nor profitless if haply they impressed
 Collateral objects and appearances,
 Albeit lifeless then, and doomed to sleep
 Until maturer seasons called them forth
 To impregnate and to elevate the mind.
 And if the vulgar joy by its own weight    430
 Wearied itself out of memory,
 The scenes which were witness of that joy
 Remained, in their substantial lineaments
 Depicted on the brain, and to the eye
 Were visible, a daily sight: and thus
 By the impressive agency of fear,
 By pleasure and repeated happiness,
 So frequently repeated, and by force
 Of obscure feelings representative
 Of joys that were forgotten, these same scenes    440
 So beauteous and majestic in themselves,
 Though yet the day was distant, did at length
 Become habitually dear, and all
 Their hues and forms were by invisible links
 Allied to the affections.
 I began
 My story early, feeling, as I fear,
 The weakness of a human love for days
 Disowned by memory, ere the birth of spring
 Planting my snow-drops among winter snows.    450
 Nor will it seem to thee, my Friend, so prompt
 In sympathy, that I have lengthened out
 With fond and feeble tongue a tedious tale.
 Meanwhile my hope has been that I might fetch
 Reproaches from my former years, whose power
 May spur me on, in manhood now mature,
 To honourable toil. Yet, should it be
 That this is but an impotent desire,
 That I by such inquiry am not taught
 To understand myself, nor thou to know    460
 With better knowledge how the heart was framed
 Of him thou lovest, need I dread from thee
 Harsh judgements if I am so loath to quit
 Those recollected hours that have the charm
 Of visionary things, and lovely forms
 And sweet sensations that throw back our life
 And make our infancy a visible scene
 On which that sun is shining?
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Two Book Prelude: Book II
 

Thus far my Friend, have we retraced the way
 Through which I traveled when I first began
 To love the woods and fields: the passion yet
 Was in its birth, sustained as might befall
 By nourishment that came unsought, for still
 From week to week, from month to month, we lived
 A round of tumult: duly were our games
 Prolonged in summer till the day-light failed;
 No chair remained before the doors, the bench
 And the threshold steps were empty, fast asleep    10
 The labourer and the old man who had sat
 A later lingerer, yet the revelry
 Continued and the loud uproar: at last
 When all the ground was dark, and the huge clouds
 Were edged with twinkling stars, to bed we went
 With weary joints and with a beating mind.
 Ah! is there one who ever has been young
 And needs a monitory voice to tame
 The pride of virtue and of intellect,
 And is there one, the wisest and the best    20
 Of all mankind, who does not sometimes wish
 For things which cannot be, who would not give,
 If so he might, to duty and to truth
 The eagerness of infantine desire?
 A tranquillizing spirit presses now
 On my corporeal frame, so wide appears
 The vacancy between me and those days
 Which yet have such self-presence in my heart
 That sometimes when I think of them I seem
 Two consciousnesses, conscious of myself    30
 And of some other being. A grey stone
 Of native rock, left midway in the square
 Of our small market-village, was the home
 And centre of these joys, and when, returned
 After long absence, thither I repaired,
 I found that it was split and gone to build
 A smart assembly-room that perked and flared
 With wash and rough-cast, elbowing the ground
 Which had been ours. But let the fiddle scream
 And be ye happy! yet I know, my friends,    40
 That more than one of you will think with me
 Of those soft starry nights and that old dame
 From whom the stone was named, who there had sat
 And watched her table with its huckster’s wares,
 Assiduous, for the length of sixty years.
 We ran a boisterous race, the year span round
 With giddy motion. But the time approached
 That brought with it a regular desire
 For calmer pleasures, when the beauteous scenes
 Of nature were collaterally attached    50
 To every scheme of holiday delilght
 And every boyish sport, less grateful else
 And languidly pursued.
 When summer came
 It was the pastime of our afternoons
 To beat along the plain of Windermere
 With rival oars; and the selected bourn
 Was now an island musical with birds
 That sang for ever, now a sister isle
 Beneath the oak’s umbrageous covert sown    60
 With lilies of the valley like a field,
 And now a third small island where remained
 An old stone table and one mouldered cave,
 A hermit’s history. In such a race,
 So ended, disappointment could be none,
 Uneasiness, or pain, or jealousy;
 We rested in the shade all pleased alike,
 Conquered and conqueror. Thus our selfishness
 Was mellowed down, and thus the pride of strength
 And the vain-glory of superior skill    70
 Were interfused with objects which subdued
 And tempered them, and gradually produced
 A quiet independence of the heart.
 And to my Friend who knows me I may add,
 Unapprehensive of reproof that hence
 Ensued a diffidence and modesty,
 And I was taught to feel, perhaps too much,
 The self-sufficing power of solitude.
 No delicate viands sapped our bodily strength;
 More than we wished we knew the blessing then    80
 Of vigorous hunger, for our daily meals
 Were frugal, Sabine fare! and then exclude
 A little weekly stipend, and we lived
 Through three divisions of the quartered year
 In penniless poverty. But now to school
 Returned from the half-yearly holidays,
 We came with purses more profusely filled,
 Allowance which abundantly sufficed
 To gratify the palate with repasts
 More costly than the Dame of whom I spake,    90
 That ancient woman, and her board supplied,
 Hence inroads into distant vales, and long
 Excursions far away among the hills;
 Hence rustic dinners on the cool green ground
 Or in the woods or by a river-side
 Or fountain, festive banquets that provoked
 The languid action of a natural scene
 By pleasure of corporeal appetite.
 Nor is my aim neglected if I tell
 How twice in the long length of those half-years    100
 We from our funds perhaps with bolder hand
 Drew largely, anxious for one day at least
 To feel the motion of the galloping steed;
 And with the good old Innkeeper in truth
 I needs must say that sometimes we have used
 Sly subterfuge, for the intended bound
 Of the day’s journey was too distant far
 For any cautious man, a Structure famed
 Beyond its neighborhood, the antique walls
 Of a large Abbey with its fractured arch,    110
 Belfry, and images, and living trees,
 A holy scene! Along the smooth green turf
 Our horses grazed: in more than inland peace
 Left by the winds that overpass the vale
 In that sequestered ruin trees and towers
 Both silent, and both motionless alike,
 Hear all day long the murmuring sea that beats
 Incessantly upon a craggy shore.
 Our steeds remounted, and the summons given,
 With whip and spur we by the Chantry flew    120
 In uncouth race, and left the cross-legged Knight
 And the stone Abbot, and that single wren
 Which one day sang so sweetly in the nave
 Of the old church that, though from recent showers
 The earth was comfortless, and touched by faint
 Internal breezes from the roofless walls
 The shuddering ivy dripped large drops, yet still
 So sweetly ‘mid the gloom the invisible bird
 Sang to itself that there I could have made
 My dwelling-place, and lived for ever there    130
 To hear such music. Through the walls we flew
 And down the valley, and, a circuit made
 In wantonness of heart, through rough and smooth
 We scampered homeward. O ye rocks and streams
 And that still spirit of the evening air,
 Even in this joyous time I sometimes felt
 Your presence, when with slackened step we breathed
 Along the sides of the steep hills, or when,
 Lightened by gleams of moonlight from the sea,
 We beat the thundering hoofs the level sand.    140
 There was a row of ancient trees, since fallen,
 That on the margin of a jutting land
 Stood near the lake of Coniston and made
 With its long boughs above the water stretched
 A gloom through which a boat might sail along
 As in a cloister. An old Hall was near,
 Grotesque and beautiful, its gavel end
 And huge round chimneys to the top o’ergrown
 With fields of ivy. Thither we repaired,
 ’Twas even a custom with us, to the shore    150
 And to that cool piazza. They who dwelt
 In the neglected mansion-house supplied
 Fresh butter, tea-kettle, and earthen-ware,
 And chafing-dish with smoking coals, and so
 Beneath the trees we sat in our small boat
 And in the covert eat our delicate meal
 Upon the calm smooth lake. It was a joy
 Worthy the heart of one who is full grown
 To rest beneath those horizontal boughs
 And mark the radiance of the setting sun,    160
 Himself unseen, reposing on the top
 Of the high eastern hills. And there I said,
 That beauteous sight before me, there I said
 (Then first beginning in my thoughts to mark
 That sense of dim similitude which links
 Our moral feelings with external forms)
 That in whatever region I should close
 My mortal life I would remember you,
 Fair scenes! that dying I would think on you,
 My soul would send a longing look to you:    170
 Even as that setting sun while all the vale
 Could nowhere catch one faint memorial gleam
 Yet with the last remains of his last light
 Still lingered, and a farewell luster threw
 On the dear mountain-tops where first he rose.
 ’Twas then my fourteenth summer, and these words
 Were uttered in casual access
 Of sentiment, a momentary trance
 That far outran the habit of my mind.
 Upon the east    180
 Above the crescent of a pleasant bay,
 There was an Inn, no homely-featured shed,
 Brother of the surrounding cottages,
 But ’twas a splendid place, the door beset
 With chaises, grooms, and liveries, and within
 Decanters, glasses, and the blood-red wine.
 In ancient times, or ere the Hall was built
 On the large island, had the dwelling been
 More worthy of a poet’s love, a hut
 Proud of its one bright fire and sycamore shade.    190
 But though the rhymes were gone which once inscribed
 The threshold, and large golden characters
 On the blue-frosted sign-board had usurped
 The place of the old Lion in contempt
 And mockery of the rustic painter’s hand,
 Yet to this hour the spot to me is dear
 With all its foolish pomp. The garden lay
 Upon a slope surmounted by the plain
 Of a small bowling-green; beneath us stood
 A grove, with gleams of water through the trees    200
 And over the tree-tops; nor did we want
 Refreshment, strawberries and mellow cream,
 And there through half an afternoon we played
 On the smooth platform, and the shouts we sent
 Made all the mountains ring. But ere the fall
 Of night, when in our pinnace we returned
 Over the dusky lake, and to the beach
 Of some small island steered our course with one,
 The minstrel of our troop, and left him there
 And rowed off gently while he blew his flute    210
 Alone upon the rock – oh then the calm
 And dead still water lay upon my mind
 Even with a weight of pleasure, and the sky,
 Never before so beautiful, sank down
 Into my heart and held me like a dream.
 Thus day by day my sympathies increased
 And thus the common range of visible things
 Grew dear to me: already I began
 To love the sun, a Boy I loved the sun
 Not, as I since have loved him, as a pledge    220
 And surety of my earthly life, a light
 Which while I view I feel I am alive,
 But for this cause, that I had seen him lay
 His beauty on the morning hills, had seen
 The western mountain touch his setting orb
 In many a thoughtless hour, when from excess
 Of happiness my blood appeared to flow
 With its own pleasure and I breathed with joy.
 And from like feelings, humble though intense,
 To patriotic and domestic love    230
 Analogous, the moon to me was dear,
 For I would dream away my purposes
 Standing to look upon her while she hung
 Midway between the hills as if she knew
 No other region but belonged to thee,
 Yea, appertained by a peculiar right
 To thee and thy grey huts, my native vale.
 Those incidental which were first attached
 My heart to rural objects day by day
 Grew weaker, and I hasten on to tell    240
 How nature, intervenient till this time
 And secondary, now at length was sought
 For her own sake. But who shall parcel out
 His intellect by geometric rules,
 Split like a province into round and square;
 Who knows the individual hour in which
 His habits were first sown, even as a seed;
 Who that shall point as with a wand and say,
 This portion of the river of my mind
 Came from yon fountain? Thou, my Friend, art one    250
 More deeply read in thy own thoughts, no slave
 Of that false secondary power by which
 In weakness we create distinctions, then
 Believe our puny boundaries are things
 Which we perceive and not which we have made.
 To thee, unblended by these outward shows,
 The unity of all has been revealed
 And thou wilt doubt with me, less aptly skilled
 Than many are to class the cabinet
 Of their sensations and in voluble phrase    260
 Run through the history and birth of each
 As of a single independent thing.
 Hard task to analyse a soul in which
 Not only general habits and desires
 But each most obvious and particular thoughts,
 Not in a mystical and idle sense
 But in the words of reason deeply weighed,
 Hath no beginning,
 Blessed be the infant Babe
 (For with my best conjectures I would trace    270
 The progress of our being) blest the Babe
 Nursed in his Mother’s arms, the Babe who sleeps
 Upon his Mother’s breast, who when his soul
 Claims manifest kindred with an earthly soul
 Doth gather passion from his Mother’s eye!
 Such feelings pass into his torpid life
 Like an awakening breeze, and hence his mind
 Even in the first trial of its powers
 Is prompt and watchful, eager to combine
 In one appearance all the elements    280
 And parts of the same object, else detached
 And loath to coalesce. Thus day by day
 Subjected to the discipline of love
 His organs and recipient faculties
 Are quickened, are more vigorous, his mind spreads
 Tenacious of the forms which it receives.
 In one beloved presence, nay and more,
 And those sensations which have been derived
 From this beloved presence, there exists
 A virtue which irradiates and exalts    290
 All objects through all intercourse of sense.
 No outcast he, bewildered and depressed:
 Along his infant veins are interfused
 The gravitation and the filial bond
 Of nature that connect him with the world.
 Emphatically such a being lives
 An inmate of this active universe;
 From nature largely he receives, nor so
 Is satisfied but largely gives again,
 For feeling has to him imparted strength,    300
 And powerful in all sentiments of grief,
 Of exultation, fear and joy, his mind,
 Even as an agent of the one great mind,
 Creates, creator and receiver both,
 Working but in alliance with the works
 Which it beholds. Such verily is the first
 Poetic spirit of our human life,
 By uniform control of after years
 In most abated and suppressed, in some
 Through every change of growth or of decay    310
 Preeminent till death.
 From early days,
 Beginning not long after that first time
 In which, a Babe, by intercourse of touch
 I held mute dialogues with my Mother’s heart,
 I have endeavoured to display the means
 Whereby this infant sensibility,
 Great birth-right of our being, was in me
 Augmented and sustained. Yet is a path    320
 More difficult before me, and I fear
 That in its broken windings we shall need
 The Chamois sinews and the Eagle’s wing:
 For now a trouble came into my mind
 From obscure causes. I was left alone
 Seeking this visible world, nor knowing why:
 The props of my affections were removed
 And yet the buildings stood as if sustained
 By its own spirit. All that I beheld
 Was dear to me, and from this cause it came    330
 That now to Nature’s finer influxes
 My mind lay open, to that more exact
 And intimate communion which our hearts
 Maintain with the minuter properties
 Of objects which already are beloved,
 And of those only. Many are the joys
 Of youth, but oh! What happiness to live
 When every hour brings palpable access
 Of knowledge, when all knowledge is delight,
 And sorrow is not there. The seasons come    340
 And every season brought a countless store
 Of modes and temporary qualities
 Which but for this most watchful power of love
 Had been neglected, left a register
 Of permanent relations, else unknown:
 Hence life, and change, and beauty, solitude
 More active even than “best society,”
 Society made sweet as solitude
 By silent inobtrusive sympathies
 And gentle agitations of the mind    350
 From manifold distinctions, difference
 Perceived in things where to the common eye
 No difference is: and hence from the same source
 Sublimer joy; for I would walk alone
 In storm and tempest or in starlight nights
 Beneath the quiet heavens, and at that time
 Would feel whate’er there is of power in sound
 To breathe an elevated mood by form
 Or image unprofaned: and I would stand
 Beneath some rock listening to sounds that are    360
 The ghostly language of the ancient earth
 Or make their dim abode in distant winds.
 Thence did I drink the visionary power.
 I deem not profitless these fleeting moods
 Of shadowy exaltation, not for this,
 That they are kindred to our purer mind
 And intellectual life, but that the soul
 Remembering how she felt, but what she felt
 Remembering not, retains an obscure sense
 Of possible sublimity to which    370
 With growing faculties she doth aspire,
 With faculties still growing, feeling still
 That whatsoever point they gain, they still
 Have something to pursue
 And not alone
 In grandeur and in tumult, but no less
 In tranquil scenes, that universal power
 And fitness in the latent qualities
 And essences of things, by which the mind
 Is moved with feelings of delight, to me    380
 Came strengthened with the superadded soul,
 A virtue not its own. My morning walks
 Were early; oft before the hours of school
 I traveled round our little lake, five miles
 Of pleasant wandering, happy time more dear
 For this, that one was by my side, a Friend
 Then passionately loved; with heart how full
 Will he peruse these lines, this page, perhaps
 A blank to other men, for many years
 Have since flowed in between us, and, our minds    390
 Both silent to each other, at this time
 We live as if those hours had never been.
 Nor seldom did I lift our cottage latch
 Far earlier, and before the vernal thrust
 Was audible, among the hills I sat
 Alone upon some jutting eminence
 At the first hour of morning when the vale
 Lay quiet in an utter solitude.
 How shall I trace the history, where seek
 The origin of what I then have felt?    400
 Oft in those moments such a holy calm
 Did overspread my soul that I forgot
 The agency of sight, and what I saw
 Appeared like something in myself — a dream,
 A prospect in my mind. ‘Twere long to tell
 What spring and autumn, what the winter-snows
 And what the summer-shade, what day and night,
 The evening and the morning, what my dreams
 And what my waking thoughts supplied, to nurse
 That spirit of religious love in which    410
 I walked with nature. But let this at least
 Be not forgotten, that I still retained
 My first creative sensibility,
 That by the regular action of the world
 My soul was unsubdued. A plastic power
 Abode with me, a forming hand, at times
 Rebellious, acting in a devious mood,
 A local spirit of its own, at war
 With general tendency, but for the most
 Subservient strictly to the external things    420
 With which it communed. An auxiliary light
 Came from my mind which on the setting sun
 Bestowed new splendor, the melodious birds,
 The gentle breezes, fountains that ran on
 Murmuring so sweetly in themselves, obeyed
 A like dominion, and the midnight storm
 Grew darker in the presence of my eye.
 Hence my obeisance, my devotion hence,
 And hence my transport.
 Nor should this perchance    430
 Pass unrecorded, that I still had loved
 The exercise and produce of a toil
 Than analytic industry to me
 More pleasing, and whose character, I deem,
 Is more poetic, as resembling more
 Creative agency: I mean to speak
 Of that interminable building reared
 By observation of affinities
 In objects where no brotherhood exists
 To common minds. My seventeenth year was come,    440
 And whether from this habit rooted now
 So deeply in my mind, or from excess
 Of the great social principle of life
 Coercing all things into sympathy,
 To unorganic natures I transferred
 My own enjoyments, or, the power of truth
 Coming in revelation, I conversed
 With things that really are. I at this time
 Saw Blessings Spread around me like a sea.
 Thus did my days pass on, and now at length    450
 From Nature and her overflowing soul
 I had received so much that all my thoughts
 Were steeped in feelings; I was only then
 Contented when with bliss ineffable
 I felt the sentiment of being spread
 O’er all that moves, and all that seemeth still,
 O’er all that, lost beyond the reach of thought
 And human knowledge, to the human eye
 Invisible, yet liveth to the heart,    460
 O’er all that leaps, and runs, and shouts and sings
 Or beats the gladsome air, o’er all that glides
 Beneath the wave, yea, in the wave itself
 And might depth of waters: wonder not
 If such my transports were, for in all things
 I saw one life and felt that it was joy.
 One song they sang, and it was audible,
 Most audible ten when the fleshy ear,
 O’ercome by grosser prelude of that strain,
 Forgot its functions, and slept undisturbed.    470
 If this be error, and another faith
 Find easier access to the pious mind,
 Yet were I grossly destitute of all
 Those human sentiments which make this earth
 So dear, if I should fail with grateful voice
 To speak of you, ye mountains! and ye lakes
 And sounding cataracts! ye mists and winds
 That dwell among the hills where I was born.
 If, in my youth, I have been pure in heart,
 If, mingling with the world, I am content    480
 With my own modest pleasures, and have lied
 With God and Nature communing, removed
 From little enmities and low desires,
 The gift is yours: if in these times of fear,
 This melancholy waste of hopes o’erthrown,
 If, ‘mid indifference and apathy
 And wicked exultation, when good men
 On every side fall off we know not how
 To selfishness disguised in gentle names
 Of peace, and quiet, and domestic love,
 Yet mingled, not unwillingly, with sneers    490
 On visionary minds, if in this time
 Of dereliction and dismay I yet
 Despair not of our nature, but retain
 A more than Roman confidence, a faith
 That fails not, in all sorrow my support,
 The blessing of my life, the gift is yours
 Ye Mountains! thine, O Nature! Thou hast fed
 My lofty speculations, and in thee
 For this uneasy heart of ours I find
 A never-failing principle of joy    500
 And purest passion.
 Thou, my Friend, wast reared
 In the great city mid far other scenes,
 But we, by different roads, at length have gained
 The self-same bourne. And from this cause to thee
 I speak unapprehensive of contempt,
 The insinuated scoff of coward tongues,
 And all that silent language which so oft
 In conversation betwixt man and man
 Blots from the human countenance all trace    510
 Of beauty and of love. For thou hast sought
 The truth in solitude, and thou art one,
 The most intense of Nature’s worshippers,
 In many things my brother, chiefly here
 In this my deep devotion.
 Fare thee well!
 Health and the quiet of a healthful mind
 Attend thee! seeking oft the haunts of men
 But yet more often living with thyself
 And for thyself, so haply shall thy days    520
 Be many and a blessing to mankind.
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Ode on Intimations of Immortality from Recollections of Early Childhood
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

THERE was a time when meadow, grove, and stream,

The earth, and every common sight

      To me did seem

     Apparell’d in celestial light,

The glory and the freshness of a dream.   5

It is not now as it has been of yore; — 

     Turn wheresoe’er I may,

      By night or day,

The things which I have seen I now can see no more!

    The rainbow comes and goes,   10

    And lovely is the rose;

    The moon doth with delight

  Look round her when the heavens are bare;

    Waters on a starry night

    Are beautiful and fair;   15

  The sunshine is a glorious birth;

  But yet I know, where’er I go,

That there hath pass’d away a glory from the earth.
 

Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous song,

  And while the young lambs bound   20

    As to the tabor’s sound,

To me alone there came a thought of grief:

A timely utterance gave that thought relief,

    And I again am strong.

The cataracts blow their trumpets from the steep, — 25

No more shall grief of mine the season wrong:

I hear the echoes through the mountains throng,

The winds come to me from the fields of sleep,

    And all the earth is gay;

      Land and sea   30

  Give themselves up to jollity,

    And with the heart of May

  Doth every beast keep holiday; — 

    Thou Child of Joy

Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou happy Shepherd-boy!   35

Ye blesséd creatures, I have heard the call

  Ye to each other make; I see

The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee;

  My heart is at your festival,

   My head hath its coronal,   40

The fulness of your bliss, I feel — I feel it all.

    O evil day! if I were sullen

    While earth herself is adorning

      This sweet May morning;

    And the children are culling   45

      On every side,

    In a thousand valleys far and wide,

    Fresh flowers; while the sun shines warm,

And the babe leaps up on his mother’s arm: — 

    I hear, I hear, with joy I hear!   50

  — But there’s a tree, of many, one,

A single field which I have look’d upon,

Both of them speak of something that is gone:

      The pansy at my feet

      Doth the same tale repeat:   55

Whither is fled the visionary gleam?

Where is it now, the glory and the dream?
 

Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting;

The Soul that rises with us, our life’s Star,

    Hath had elsewhere its setting   60

      And cometh from afar;

    Not in entire forgetfulness,

    And not in utter nakedness,

But trailing clouds of glory do we come

      From God, who is our home:   65

Heaven lies about us in our infancy!

Shades of the prison-house begin to close

      Upon the growing boy,

But he beholds the light, and whence it flows,

      He sees it in his joy;   70

The youth, who daily farther from the east

  Must travel, still is Nature’s priest,

    And by the vision splendid

    Is on his way attended;

At length the man perceives it die away,   75

And fade into the light of common day.
 

Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own;

Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind,

And, even with something of a mother’s mind,

      And no unworthy aim,   80

    The homely nurse doth all she can

To make her foster-child, her inmate, Man,

      Forget the glories he hath known

And that imperial palace whence he came.

Behold the Child among his new-born blisses,   85

A six years’ darling of a pigmy size!

See, where ‘mid work of his own hand he lies,

Fretted by sallies of his mother’s kisses,

With light upon him from his father’s eyes!

See, at his feet, some little plan or chart,   90

Some fragment from his dream of human life

Shaped by himself with newly-learned art;

    A wedding or a festival,

    A mourning or a funeral;

      And this hath now his heart,   95

    And unto this he frames his song:

      Then will he fit his tongue

To dialogues of business, love, or strife;

    But it will not be long

    Ere this be thrown aside,   100

    And with new joy and pride

The little actor cons another part;

Filling from time to time his ‘humorous stage’

With all the Persons, down to palsied Age,

That life brings with her in her equipage;   105

    As if his whole vocation

    Were endless imitation.
 

Thou, whose exterior semblance doth belie

    Thy soul’s immensity;

Thou best philosopher, who yet dost keep   110

Thy heritage, thou eye among the blind,

That, deaf and silent, read’st the eternal deep,

Haunted for ever by the eternal Mind, — 

    Mighty Prophet! Seer blest!

    On whom those truths do rest   115

Which we are toiling all our lives to find;

Thou, over whom thy immortality

Broods like the day, a master o’er a slave,

A presence which is not to be put by;

    To whom the grave   120

Is but a lonely bed without the sense or sight

    Of day or the warm light,

A place of thought where we in waiting lie;

Thou little Child, yet glorious in the might

Of heaven-born freedom on thy being’s height,   125

Why with such earnest pains dost thou provoke

The years to bring the inevitable yoke,

Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife?

Full soon thy soul shall have her earthly freight,

And custom lie upon thee with a weight   130

Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life!
 

    O joy! that in our embers

    Is something that doth live,

    That Nature yet remembers

    What was so fugitive!   135

The thought of our past years in me doth breed

Perpetual benediction: not indeed

For that which is most worthy to be blest,

Delight and liberty, the simple creed

Of childhood, whether busy or at rest,   140

With new-fledged hope still fluttering in his breast:

  — Not for these I raise

    The song of thanks and praise;

  But for those obstinate questionings

  Of sense and outward things,   145

  Fallings from us, vanishings,

  Blank misgivings of a creature

Moving about in worlds not realized,

High instincts, before which our mortal nature

Did tremble like a guilty thing surprised:   150

  But for those first affections,

  Those shadowy recollections,

    Which, be they what they may,

Are yet the fountain-light of all our day,

Are yet a master-light of all our seeing;   155

  Uphold us — cherish — and have power to make

Our noisy years seem moments in the being

Of the eternal Silence: truths that wake,

      To perish never;

Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour,   160

      Nor Man nor Boy,

Nor all that is at enmity with joy,

Can utterly abolish or destroy!

  Hence, in a season of calm weather

    Though inland far we be,   165

Our souls have sight of that immortal sea

      Which brought us hither;

    Can in a moment travel thither — 

And see the children sport upon the shore,

And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore.   170
 

Then sing, ye birds, sing, sing a joyous song!

    And let the young lambs bound

    As to the tabor’s sound!

  We, in thought, will join your throng,

    Ye that pipe and ye that play,   175

    Ye that through your hearts to-day

    Feel the gladness of the May!

What though the radiance which was once so bright

Be now for ever taken from my sight,

  Though nothing can bring back the hour   180

Of splendour in the grass, of glory in the flower;

    We will grieve not, rather find

    Strength in what remains behind,

    In the primal sympathy

    Which having been must ever be,   185

    In the soothing thoughts that spring

    Out of human suffering,

    In the faith that looks through death,

In years that bring the philosophic mind.
 

And O, ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and Groves,   190

Forbode not any severing of our loves!

Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might;

I only have relinquish’d one delight

To live beneath your more habitual sway;

I love the brooks which down their channels fret   195

Even more than when I tripp’d lightly as they;

The innocent brightness of a new-born day

      Is lovely yet;

The clouds that gather round the setting sun

Do take a sober colouring from an eye   200

That hath kept watch o’er man’s mortality;

Another race hath been, and other palms are won.

Thanks to the human heart by which we live,

Thanks to its tenderness, its joys and fears,

To me the meanest flower that blows can give   205

Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.
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My Heart Leaps Up
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

MY heart leaps up when I behold

 A rainbow in the sky:

So was it when my life began,

So is it now I am a man,

So be it when I shall grow old   5

 Or let me die!

The Child is father of the Man:

And I could wish my days to be

Bound each to each by natural piety.
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The Two April Mornings
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

WE walk’d along, while bright and red

Uprose the morning sun;

And Matthew stopp’d, he look’d, and said

‘The will of God be done!’
 

A village schoolmaster was he,   5

With hair of glittering gray;

As blithe a man as you could see

On a spring holiday.
 

And on that morning, through the grass

And by the steaming rills   10

We travell’d merrily, to pass

A day among the hills.
 

‘Our work,’ said I, ‘was well begun;

Then from thy breast what thought,

Beneath so beautiful a sun,   15

So sad a sigh has brought?’
 

A second time did Matthew stop;

And fixing still his eye

Upon the eastern mountain-top,

To me he made reply:   20
 

‘Yon cloud with that long purple cleft

Brings fresh into my mind

A day like this, which I have left

Full thirty years behind.
 

‘And just above yon slope of corn   25

Such colours, and no other,

Were in the sky that April morn

Of this the very brother.
 

‘With rod and line I sued the sport

Which that sweet season gave,   30

And coming to the church, stopp’d short

Beside my daughter’s grave.
 

‘Nine summers had she scarcely seen,

The pride of all the vale;

And then she sang: — she would have been   35

A very nightingale.
 

‘Six feet in earth my Emma lay;

And yet I loved her more — 

For so it seem’d, — than till that day

I ne’er had loved before.   40
 

‘And turning from her grave, I met,

Beside the churchyard yew,

A blooming Girl, whose hair was wet

With points of morning dew.
 

‘A basket on her head she bare;   45

Her brow was smooth and white:

To see a child so very fair,

It was a pure delight!
 

‘No fountain from its rocky cave

E’er tripp’d with foot so free;   50

She seem’d as happy as a wave

That dances on the sea.
 

‘There came from me a sigh of pain

Which I could ill confine;

I look’d at her, and look’d again:   55

And did not wish her mine!’
 

 — Matthew is in his grave, yet now

Methinks I see him stand

As at that moment, with a bough

Of wilding in his hand.   60
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The Fountain
 

A Conversation
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

WE talk’d with open heart, and tongue

Affectionate and true,

A pair of friends, though I was young,

And Matthew seventy-two.
 

We lay beneath a spreading oak,   5

Beside a mossy seat;

And from the turf a fountain broke

And gurgled at our feet.
 

‘Now, Matthew!’ said I, ‘let us match

This water’s pleasant tune   10

With some old border-song, or catch

That suits a summer’s noon.
 

‘Or of the church-clock and the chimes

Sing here beneath the shade

That half-mad thing of witty rhymes   15

Which you last April made!’
 

In silence Matthew lay, and eyed

The spring beneath the tree;

And thus the dear old man replied,

The gray-hair’d man of glee:   20
 

‘No check, no stay, this Streamlet fears,

How merrily it goes!

‘Twill murmur on a thousand years

And flow as now it flows.
 

‘And here, on this delightful day,   25

I cannot choose but think

How oft, a vigorous man, I lay

Beside this fountain’s brink.
 

‘My eyes are dim with childish tears,

My heart is idly stirr’d,   30

For the same sound is in my ears

Which in those days I heard.
 

‘Thus fares it still in our decay:

And yet the wiser mind

Mourns less for what Age takes away,   35

Than what it leaves behind.
 

‘The blackbird amid leafy trees,

The lark above the hill,

Let loose their carols when they please,

Are quiet when they will.   40
 

‘With Nature never do they wage

A foolish strife; they see

A happy youth, and their old age

Is beautiful and free:
 

‘But we are press’d by heavy laws;   45

And often, glad no more,

We wear a face of joy, because

We have been glad of yore.
 

‘If there be one who need bemoan

His kindred laid in earth,   50

The household hearts that were his own, — 

It is the man of mirth.
 

‘My days, my friend, are almost gone,

My life has been approved,

And many love me; but by none   55

Am I enough beloved.’
 

‘Now both himself and me he wrongs,

The man who thus complains!

I live and sing my idle songs

Upon these happy plains:   60
 

‘And Matthew, for thy children dead

I’ll be a son to thee!’

At this he grasp’d my hand and said,

‘Alas! that cannot be.’
 

We rose up from the fountain-side;   65

And down the smooth descent

Of the green sheep-track did we glide,

And through the wood we went;
 

And ere we came to Leonard’s rock

He sang those witty rhymes   70

About the crazy old church-clock,

And the bewilder’d chimes.
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Written in March
 

While resting on the Bridge at the foot of Brother’s Water
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

 THE COCK is crowing,

 The stream is flowing,

 The small birds twitter,

 The lake doth glitter,

The green field sleeps in the sun;   5

 The oldest and youngest

 Are at work with the strongest;

 The cattle are grazing,

 Their heads never raising;

There are forty feeding like one!   10
 

 Like an army defeated

 The Snow hath retreated,

 And now doth fare ill

 On the top of the bare hill;

The Ploughboy is whooping — anon — anon:   15

 There’s joy in the mountains;

 There’s life in the fountains;

 Small clouds are sailing,

 Blue sky prevailing;

The rain is over and gone!   20
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Nature and the Poet
 

Suggested by a Picture of Peele Castle in a Storm, painted by Sir George Beaumont
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

I WAS thy neighbour once, thou rugged Pile!

Four summer weeks I dwelt in sight of thee:

I saw thee every day; and all the while

Thy form was sleeping on a glassy sea.
 

So pure the sky, so quiet was the air!   5

So like, so very like, was day to day!

Whene’er I look’d, thy image still was there;

It trembled, but it never pass’d away.
 

How perfect was the calm! It seem’d no sleep,

No mood, which season takes away, or brings:   10

I could have fancied that the mighty Deep

Was even the gentlest of all gentle things.
 

Ah! then if mine had been the painter’s hand

To express what then I saw; and add the gleam,

The light that never was on sea or land,   15

The consecration, and the Poet’s dream. — 
 

I would have planted thee, thou hoary pile,

Amid a world how different from this!

Beside a sea that could not cease to smile;

On tranquil land, beneath a sky of bliss.   20
 

A picture had it been of lasting ease,

Elysian quiet, without toil or strife;

No motion but the moving tide, a breeze,

Or merely silent Nature’s breathing life.
 

Such, in the fond illusion of my heart,   25

Such picture would I at that time have made;

And seen the soul of truth in every part,

A steadfast peace that might not be betray’d.
 

So once it would have been,— ’tis so no more;

I have submitted to a new control:   30

A power is gone, which nothing can restore;

A deep distress hath humanized my soul.
 

Not for a moment could I now behold

A smiling sea, and be what I have been:

The feeling of my loss will ne’er be old;   35

This, which I know, I speak with mind serene.
 

Then, Beaumont, Friend! who would have been the friend

If he had lived, of him whom I deplore,

This work of thine I blame not, but commend;

This sea in anger, and that dismal shore.   40
 

O ’tis a passionate work! — yet wise and well,

Well chosen is the spirit that is here;

That hulk which labours in the deadly swell,

This rueful sky, this pageantry of fear!
 

And this huge Castle, standing here sublime,   45

I love to see the look with which it braves,

 — Cased in the unfeeling armour of old time — 

The lightning, the fierce wind, and trampling waves.
 

 — Farewell, farewell the heart that lives alone,

Housed in a dream, at distance from the Kind!   50

Such happiness, wherever it be known

Is to be pitied; for ’tis surely blind.
 

But welcome fortitude, and patient cheer,

And frequent sights of what is to be borne!

Such sights, or worse, as are before me here: — 55

Not without hope we suffer and we mourn.
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Ruth: Or the Influences of Nature
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

WHEN Ruth was left half desolate

Her father took another mate;

And Ruth, not seven years old,

A slighted child, at her own will

Went wandering over dale and hill,   5

In thoughtless freedom bold.
 

And she had made a pipe of straw,

And music from that pipe could draw

Like sounds of wind and floods;

Had built a bower upon the green,   10

As if she from her birth had been

An infant of the woods.
 

Beneath her father’s roof, alone

She seem’d to live; her thoughts her own;

Herself her own delight:   15

Pleased with herself, nor sad nor gay,

She passed her time; and in this way

Grew up to woman’s height.
 

There came a youth from Georgia’s shore — 

A military casque he wore   20

With splendid feathers drest;

He brought them from the Cherokees;

The feathers nodded in the breeze

And made a gallant crest.
 

From Indian blood you deem him sprung:   25

But no! he spake the English tongue

And bore a soldier’s name;

And, when America was free

From battle and from jeopardy,

He ‘cross the ocean came.   30
 

With hues of genius on his cheek,

In finest tones the youth could speak:

 — While he was yet a boy

The moon, the glory of the sun,

And streams that murmur as they run   35

Had been his dearest joy.
 

He was a lovely youth! I guess

The panther in the wilderness

Was not so fair as he;

And when he chose to sport and play,   40

No dolphin ever was so gay

Upon the tropic sea.
 

Among the Indians he had fought;

And with him many tales he brought

Of pleasure and of fear;   45

Such tales as, told to any maid

By such a youth, in the green shade,

Were perilous to hear.
 

He told of girls, a happy rout!

Who quit their fold with dance and shout,   50

Their pleasant Indian town,

To gather strawberries all day long;

Returning with a choral song

When daylight is gone down.
 

He spake of plants that hourly change   55

Their blossoms, through a boundless range

Of intermingling hues;

With budding, fading, faded flowers,

They stand the wonder of the bowers

From morn to evening dews.   60
 

He told of the magnolia, spread

High as a cloud, high over head!

The cypress and her spire;

 — Of flowers that with one scarlet gleam

Cover a hundred leagues, and seem   65

To set the hills on fire.
 

The youth of green savannahs spake,

And many an endless, endless lake

With all its fairy crowds

Of islands, that together lie   70

As quietly as spots of sky

Among the evening clouds.
 

‘And,’ then he said, ‘how sweet it were

A fisher or a hunter there,

In sunshine or in shade   75

To wander with an easy mind,

And build a household fire, and find

A home in every glade!
 

‘What days and what bright years! Ah me!

Our life were life indeed, with thee   80

So pass’d in quiet bliss;

And all the while,’ said he, ‘to know

That we were in a world of woe,

On such an earth as this!’
 

And then he sometimes interwove   85

Fond thoughts about a father’s love,

‘For there,’ said he, ‘are spun

Around the heart such tender ties,

That our own children to our eyes

Are dearer than the sun.   90
 

‘Sweet Ruth! and could you go with me

My helpmate in the woods to be,

Our shed at night to rear;

Or run, my own adopted bride,

A sylvan huntress at my side,   95

And drive the flying deer!
 

‘Beloved Ruth!’ — No more he said.

The wakeful Ruth at midnight shed

A solitary tear:

She thought again — and did agree   100

With him to sail across the sea,

And drive the flying deer.
 

‘And now, as fitting is and right,

We in the church our faith will plight,

A husband and a wife.’   105

Even so they did; and I may say

That to sweet Ruth that happy day

Was more than human life.
 

Through dream and vision did she sink,

Delighted all the while to think   110

That, on those lonesome floods

And green savannahs, she should share

His board with lawful joy, and bear

His name in the wild woods.
 

But, as you have before been told,   115

This stripling, sportive, gay, and bold,

And with his dancing crest

So beautiful, through savage lands

Had roam’d about, with vagrant bands

Of Indians in the West.   120
 

The wind, the tempest roaring high,

The tumult of a tropic sky

Might well be dangerous food

For him, a youth to whom was given

So much of earth — so much of heaven,   125

And such impetuous blood.
 

Whatever in those climes he found

Irregular in sight or sound

Did to his mind impart

A kindred impulse, seem’d allied   130

To his own powers, and justified

The workings of his heart.
 

Nor less, to feed voluptuous thought,

The beauteous forms of Nature wrought, — 

Fair trees and gorgeous flowers;   135

The breezes their own languor lent;

The stars had feelings, which they sent

Into those favour’d bowers.
 

Yet, in his worst pursuits, I ween

That sometimes there did intervene   140

Pure hopes of high intent:

For passions link’d to forms so fair

And stately, needs must have their share

Of noble sentiment.
 

But ill he lived, much evil saw,   145

With men to whom no better law

Nor better life was known;

Deliberately and undeceived

Those wild men’s vices he received,

And gave them back his own.   150
 

His genius and his moral frame

Were thus impair’d, and he became

The slave of low desires;

A man who without self-control

Would seek what the degraded soul   155

Unworthily admires.
 

And yet he with no feign’d delight

Had woo’d the maiden, day and night

Had loved her, night and morn:

What could he less than love a maid   160

Whose heart with so much nature play’d — 

So kind and so forlorn?
 

Sometimes most earnestly he said,

‘O Ruth! I have been worse than dead;

False thoughts, thoughts bold and vain   165

Encompass’d me on every side

When I, in confidence and pride,

Had cross’d the Atlantic main.
 

‘Before me shone a glorious world

Fresh as a banner bright, unfurl’d   170

To music suddenly:

I look’d upon those hills and plains,

And seem’d as if let loose from chains

To live at liberty!
 

‘No more of this — for now, by thee,   175

Dear Ruth! more happily set free,

With nobler zeal I burn;

My soul from darkness is released

Like the whole sky when to the east

The morning doth return.’   180
 

Full soon that better mind was gone;

No hope, no wish remain’d, not one, — 

They stirr’d him now no more;

New objects did new pleasure give,

And once again he wish’d to live   185

As lawless as before.
 

Meanwhile, as thus with him it fared,

They for the voyage were prepared,

And went to the sea-shore:

But, when they thither came, the youth   190

Deserted his poor bride, and Ruth

Could never find him more.
 

God help thee, Ruth! — Such pains she had

That she in half a year was mad

And in a prison housed;   195

And there, exulting in her wrongs

Among the music of her songs

She fearfully caroused.
 

Yet sometimes milder hours she knew,

Nor wanted sun, nor rain, nor dew,   200

Nor pastimes of the May,

 — They all were with her in her cell;

And a clear brook with cheerful knell

Did o’er the pebbles play.
 

When Ruth three seasons thus had lain,   205

There came a respite to her pain;

She from her prison fled;

But of the vagrant none took thought;

And where it liked her best she sought

Her shelter and her bread.   210
 

Among the fields she breathed again:

The master-current of her brain

Ran permanent and free;

And, coming to the banks of Tone,

There did she rest; and dwell alone   215

Under the greenwood tree.
 

The engines of her pain, the tools

That shaped her sorrow, rocks and pools,

And airs that gently stir

The vernal leaves — she loved them still,   220

Nor ever tax’d them with the ill

Which had been done to her.
 

A barn her winter bed supplies;

But, till the warmth of summer skies

And summer days is gone,   225

(And all do in this tale agree)

She sleeps beneath the greenwood tree,

And other home hath none.
 

An innocent life, yet far astray!

And Ruth will, long before her day,   230

Be broken down and old.

Sore aches she needs must have! but less

Of mind, than body’s wretchedness,

From damp, and rain, and cold.
 

If she is prest by want of food   235

She from her dwelling in the wood

Repairs to a road-side;

And there she begs at one steep place,

Where up and down with easy pace

The horsemen-travellers ride.   240
 

That oaten pipe of hers is mute

Or thrown away: but with a flute

Her loneliness she cheers;

This flute, made of a hemlock stalk,

At evening in his homeward walk   245

The Quantock woodman hears.
 

I, too, have pass’d her on the hills

Setting her little water-mills

By spouts and fountains wild — 

Such small machinery as she turn’d   250

Ere she had wept, ere she had mourn’d,

A young and happy child!
 

Farewell! and when thy days are told,

Ill-fated Ruth! in hallow’d mould

Thy corpse shall buried be;   255

For thee a funeral bell shall ring,

And all the congregation sing

A Christian psalm for thee.
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A Lesson
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

THERE is a flower, the Lesser Celandine,

That shrinks like many more from cold and rain,

And the first moment that the sun may shine,

Bright as the sun himself, ’tis out again!
 

When hailstones have been falling, swarm on swarm,   5

Or blasts the green field and the trees distrest,

Oft have I seen it muffled up from harm

In close self-shelter, like a thing at rest.
 

But lately, one rough day, this flower I past,

And recognized it, though an alter’d form,   10

Now standing forth an offering to the blast,

And buffeted at will by rain and storm.
 

I stopp’d and said, with inly-mutter’d voice,

‘It doth not love the shower, nor seek the cold;

This neither is its courage nor its choice,   15

But its necessity in being old.
 

‘The sunshine may not cheer it, nor the dew;

It cannot help itself in its decay;

Stiff in its members, wither’d, changed of hue,’ — 

And, in my spleen, I smiled that it was gray.   20
 

To be a prodigal’s favourite — then, worse truth,

A miser’s pensioner — behold our lot!

O Man! that from thy fair and shining youth

Age might but take the things Youth needed not!
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Michael
 

A Pastoral Poem
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

IF from the public way you turn your steps

Up the tumultuous brook of Greenhead Ghyll,

You will suppose that with an upright path

Your feet must struggle; in such bold ascent

The pastoral mountains front you, face to face.   5

But, courage! for around that boisterous brook

The mountains have all opened out themselves,

And made a hidden valley of their own.

No habitation can be seen; but they

Who journey thither find themselves alone   10

With a few sheep, with rocks and stones, and kites

That overhead are sailing in the sky.

It is in truth an utter solitude;

Nor should I have made mention of this Dell

But for one object which you might pass by,   15

Might see and notice not. Beside the brook

Appears a struggling heap of unhewn stones!

And to that simple object appertains

A story — unenriched with strange events,

Yet not unfit, I deem, for the fireside,   20

Or for the summer shade. It was the first

Of those domestic tales that spake to me

Of shepherds, dwellers in the valleys, men

Whom I already loved; — not verily

For their own sakes, but for the fields and hills   25

Where was their occupation and abode.

And hence this Tale, while I was yet a Boy

Careless of books, yet having felt the power

Of Nature, by the gentle agency

Of natural objects, led me on to feel   30

For passions that were not my own, and think

(At random and imperfectly indeed)

On man, the heart of man, and human life.

Therefore, although it be a history

Homely and rude, I will relate the same   35

For the delight of a few natural hearts;

And, with yet fonder feeling, for the sake

Of youthful Poets, who among these hills

Will be my second self when I am gone.
 

 Upon the forest-side in Grasmere Vale   40

There dwelt a Shepherd, Michael was his name;

An old man, stout of heart, and strong of limb.

His bodily frame had been from youth to age

Of an unusual strength: his mind was keen,

Intense, and frugal, apt for all affairs,   45

And in his shepherd’s calling he was prompt

And watchful more than ordinary men.

Hence had he learned the meaning of all winds,

Of blasts of every tone; and, oftentimes,

When others heeded not, he heard the South   50

Make subterraneous music, like the noise

Of bagpipers on distant Highland hills.

The Shepherd, at such warning, of his flock

Bethought him, and he to himself would say,

‘The winds are now devising work for me!’   55

And, truly, at all times, the storm, that drives

The traveller to a shelter, summoned him

Up to the mountains: he had been alone

Amid the heart of many thousand mists,

That came to him, and left him, on the heights.   60

So lived he till his eightieth year was past.

And grossly that man errs, who should suppose

That the green valleys, and the streams and rocks,

Were things indifferent to the Shepherd’s thoughts.

Fields, where with cheerful spirits he had breathed   65

The common air; hills, which with vigorous step

He had so often climbed; which had impressed

So many incidents upon his mind

Of hardship, skill or courage, joy or fear;

Which, like a book, preserved the memory   70

Of the dumb animals, whom he had saved,

Had fed or sheltered, linking to such acts

The certainty of honourable gain;

Those fields, those hills — what could they less? had laid

Strong hold on his affections, were to him   75

A pleasurable feeling of blind love,

The pleasure which there is in life itself.
 

 His days had not been passed in singleness.

His Helpmate was a comely matron, old — 

Though younger than himself full twenty years.   80

She was a woman of a stirring life,

Whose heart was in her house; two wheels she had

Of antique form; this large, for spinning wool;

That small, for flax; and if one wheel had rest

It was because the other was at work.   85

The Pair had but one inmate in their house,

An only Child, who had been born to them

When Michael, telling o’er his years, began

To deem that he was old, — in shepherd’s phrase,

With one foot in the grave. This only Son,   90

With two brave sheep-dogs tried in many a storm,

The one of an inestimable worth,

Made all their household. I may truly say,

That they were as a proverb in the vale

For endless industry. When day was gone,   95

And from their occupations out of doors

The Son and Father were come home, even then,

Their labour did not cease; unless when all

Turned to the cleanly supper-board, and there,

Each with a mess of pottage and skimmed milk,   100

Sat round the basket piled with oaten cakes,

And their plain home-made cheese. Yet when the meal

Was ended, Luke (for so the son was named)

And his old Father both betook themselves

To such convenient work as might employ   105

Their hands by the fireside; perhaps to card

Wool for the Housewife’s spindle, or repair

Some injury done to sickle, flail, or scythe,

Or other implement of house or field.

 Down from the ceiling, by the chimney’s edge,   110

That in our ancient uncouth country style

With huge and black projection overbrowed

Large space beneath, as duly as the light

Of day grew dim the Housewife hung a lamp;

An aged utensil, which had performed   115

Service beyond all others of its kind.

Early at evening did it burn — and late,

Surviving comrade of uncounted hours,

Which, going by from year to year, had found,

And left, the couple neither gay perhaps   120

Nor cheerful, yet with objects and with hopes,

Living a life of eager industry.

And now, when Luke had reached his eighteenth year,

There by the light of this old lamp they sate,

Father and Son, while far into the night   125

The Housewife plied her own peculiar work,

Making the cottage through the silent hours

Murmur as with the sound of summer flies.

This light was famous in its neighbourhood,

And was a public symbol of the life   130

That thrifty Pair had lived. For, as it chanced,

Their cottage on a plot of rising ground

Stood single, with large prospect, north and south,

High into Easedale, up to Dunmail-Raise,

And westward to the village near the lake;   135

And from this constant light, so regular

And so far seen, the House itself, by all

Who dwelt within the limits of the vale,

Both old and young, was named THE EVENING STAR.

 Thus living on through such a length of years,   140

The Shepherd, if he loved himself, must needs

Have loved his Helpmate; but to Michael’s heart

This son of his old age was yet more dear — 

Less from instinctive tenderness, the same

Fond spirit that blindly works in the blood of all — 145

Than that a child, more than all other gifts

That earth can offer to declining man,

Brings hope with it, and forward-looking thoughts,

And stirrings of inquietude, when they

By tendency of nature needs must fail.   150

Exceeding was the love he bare to him,

His heart and his heart’s joy! For oftentimes

Old Michael, while he was a babe in arms,

Had done him female service, not alone

For pastime and delight, as is the use   155

Of fathers, but with patient mind enforced

To acts of tenderness; and he had rocked

His cradle, as with a woman’s gentle hand.

 And, in a later time, ere yet the Boy

Had put on boy’s attire, did Michael love,   160

Albeit of a stern unbending mind,

To have the young-one in his sight, when he

Wrought in the field, or on his shepherd’s stool

Sate with a fettered sheep before him stretched

Under the large old oak, that near his door   165

Stood single, and, from matchless depth of shade,

Chosen for the Shearer’s covert from the sun,

Thence in our rustic dialect was called

The CLIPPING TREE, a name which yet it bears.

There, while they two were sitting in the shade,   170

With others round them, earnest all and blithe,

Would Michael exercise his heart with looks

Of fond correction and reproof bestowed

Upon the Child, if he disturbed the sheep

By catching at their legs, or with his shouts   175

Scared them, while they lay still beneath the shears.

 And when by Heaven’s good grace the boy grew up

A healthy Lad, and carried in his cheek

Two steady roses that were five years old;

Then Michael from a winter coppice cut   180

With his own hand a sapling, which he hooped

With iron, making it throughout in all

Due requisites a perfect shepherd’s staff,

And gave it to the Boy; wherewith equipt

He as a watchman oftentimes was placed   185

At gate or gap, to stem or turn the flock;

And, to his office prematurely called,

There stood the urchin, as you will divine,

Something between a hindrance and a help;

And for this cause not always, I believe,   190

Receiving from his Father hire of praise;

Though nought was left undone which staff, or voice,

Or looks, or threatening gestures, could perform.

 But soon as Luke, full ten years old, could stand

Against the mountain blasts; and to the heights,   195

Not fearing toil, nor length of weary ways,

He with his Father daily went, and they

Were as companions, why should I relate

That objects which the Shepherd loved before

Were dearer now? that from the Boy there came   200

Feelings and emanations — things which were

Light to the sun and music to the wind;

And that the old Man’s heart seemed born again?

 Thus in his Father’s sight the Boy grew up:

And now, when he had reached his eighteenth year,   205

He was his comfort and his daily hope.
 

 While in this sort the simple household lived

From day to day, to Michael’s ear there came

Distressful tidings. Long before the time

Of which I speak, the Shepherd had been bound   210

In surety for his brother’s son, a man

Of an industrious life, and ample means;

But unforeseen misfortunes suddenly

Had prest upon him; and old Michael now

Was summoned to discharge the forfeiture,   215

A grievous penalty, but little less

Than half his substance. This unlooked-for claim,

At the first hearing, for a moment took

More hope out of his life than he supposed

That any old man ever could have lost.   220

As soon as he had armed himself with strength

To look his troubles in the face, it seemed

The Shepherd’s sole resource to sell at once

A portion of his patrimonial fields.

Such was his first resolve; he thought again,   225

And his heart failed him. ‘Isabel,’ said he,

Two evenings after he had heard the news,

‘I have been toiling more than seventy years,

And in the open sunshine of God’s love

Have we all lived; yet if these fields of ours   230

Should pass into a stranger’s hand, I think

That I could not lie quiet in my grave.

Our lot is a hard lot; the sun himself

Has scarcely been more diligent than I;

And I have lived to be a fool at last   235

To my own family. An evil man

That was, and made an evil choice, if he

Were false to us; and if he were not false,

There are ten thousand to whom loss like this

Had been no sorrow. I forgive him; — but   240

‘Twere better to be dumb than to talk thus.

 When I began, my purpose was to speak

Of remedies and of a cheerful hope.

Our Luke shall leave us, Isabel; the land

Shall not go from us, and it shall be free;   245

He shall possess it, free as is the wind

That passes over it. We have, thou know’st,

Another kinsman — he will be our friend

In this distress. He is a prosperous man,

Thriving in trade — and Luke to him shall go,   250

And with his kinsman’s help and his own thrift

He quickly will repair this loss, and then

He may return to us. If here he stay,

What can be done? Where every one is poor,

What can be gained?   255

    At this the old Man paused,And Isabel sat silent, for her mind

Was busy, looking back into past times.

There’s Richard Bateman, thought she to herself,

He was a parish boy — at the church-door   260

They made a gathering for him, shillings, pence

And halfpennies, wherewith the neighbours bought

A basket, which they filled with pedlar’s wares;

And, with this basket on his arm, the lad

Went up to London, found a master there,   265

Who, out of many, chose the trusty boy

To go and overlook his merchandise

Beyond the seas; where he grew wondrous rich,

And left estates and monies to the poor,

And, at his birthplace, built a chapel floored   270

With marble which he sent from foreign lands.

These thoughts, and many others of like sort,

Passed quickly through the mind of Isabel,

And her face brightened. The old Man was glad,

And thus resumed:— ‘Well, Isabel! this scheme   275

These two days, has been meat and drink to me.

Far more than we have lost is left us yet.

 — We have enough — I wish indeed that I

Were younger; — but this hope is a good hope.

 — Make ready Luke’s best garments, of the best   280

Buy for him more, and let us send him forth

To-morrow, or the next day, or to-night:

 — If he could go, the Boy should go to-night.’

 Here Michael ceased, and to the fields went forth

With a light heart. The Housewife for five days   285

Was restless morn and night, and all day long

Wrought on with her best fingers to prepare

Things needful for the journey of her son.

But Isabel was glad when Sunday came

To stop her in her work: for, when she lay   290

By Michael’s side, she through the last two nights

Heard him, how he was troubled in his sleep:

And when they rose at morning she could see

That all his hopes were gone. That day at noon

She said to Luke, while they two by themselves   295

Were sitting at the door, ‘Thou must not go:

We have no other Child but thee to lose,

None to remember — do not go away,

For if thou leave thy Father he will die.’

The Youth made answer with a jocund voice;   300

And Isabel, when she had told her fears,

Recovered heart. That evening her best fare

Did she bring forth, and all together sat

Like happy people round a Christmas fire.

 With daylight Isabel resumed her work;   305

And all the ensuing week the house appeared

As cheerful as a grove in Spring: at length

The expected letter from their kinsman came,

With kind assurances that he would do

His utmost for the welfare of the Boy;   310

To which, requests were added, that forthwith

He might be sent to him. Ten times or more

The letter was read over; Isabel

Went forth to show it to the neighbours round;

Nor was there at that time on English land   315

A prouder heart than Luke’s. When Isabel

Had to her house returned, the old Man said,

‘He shall depart to-morrow.’ To this word

The Housewife answered, talking much of things

Which, if at such short notice he should go,   320

Would surely be forgotten. But at length

She gave consent, and Michael was at ease.

 Near the tumultuous brook of Greenhead Ghyll,

In that deep valley, Michael had designed

To build a Sheepfold; and, before he heard   325

The tidings of his melancholy loss,

For this same purpose he had gathered up

A heap of stones, which by the streamlet’s edge

Lay thrown together, ready for the work.

With Luke that evening thitherward he walked;   330

And soon as they had reached the place he stopped.

And thus the old Man spake to him:— ‘My Son,

To-morrow thou wilt leave me: with full heart

I look upon thee, for thou art the same

That wert a promise to me ere thy birth,   335

And all thy life hast been my daily joy.

I will relate to thee some little part

Of our two histories; ‘twill do thee good

When thou art from me, even if I should touch

On things thou canst not know of. — After thou   340

First cam’st into the world — as oft befalls

To new-born infants — thou didst sleep away

Two days, and blessings from thy Father’s tongue

Then fell upon thee. Day by day passed on,

And still I loved thee with increasing love.   345

Never to living ear came sweeter sounds

Than when I heard thee by our own fireside

First uttering, without words, a natural tune:

While thou, a feeding babe, didst in thy joy

Sing at thy Mother’s breast. Month followed month,   350

And in the open fields my life was passed

And on the mountains; else I think that thou

Hadst been brought up upon thy Father’s knees.

But we were playmates, Luke: among these hills,

As well thou knowest, in us the old and young   355

Have played together, nor with me didst thou

Lack any pleasure which a boy can know.’

Luke had a manly heart; but at these words

He sobbed aloud. The old Man grasped his hand,

And said, ‘Nay, do not take it so — I see   360

That these are things of which I need not speak.

 — Even to the utmost I have been to thee

A kind and a good Father: and herein

I but repay a gift which I myself

Received at others’ hand; for, though now old   365

Beyond the common life of man, I still

Remember them who loved me in my youth.

Both of them sleep together; here they lived,

As all their Forefathers had done; and when

At length their time was come, they were not loth   370

To give their bodies to the family mould.

I wished that thou shouldst live the life they lived:

But, ’tis a long time to look back, my Son

And see so little gained from threescore years.

These fields were burthened when they came to me;   375

Till I was forty years of age, not more

Than half of my inheritance was mine.

I toiled and toiled; God blessed me in my work,

And till these three weeks past the land was free.

 — It looks as if it never could endure   380

Another Master. Heaven forgive me, Luke,

If I judge ill for thee, but it seems good

That thou shouldst go.’

    At this the old Man paused;Then, pointing to the stones near which they stood,

Thus, after a short silence, he resumed:

‘This was a work for us; and now, my Son,

It is a work for me. But, lay one stone — 

Here, lay it for me, Luke, with thine own hands.

Nay, Boy, be of good hope; — we both may live   390

To see a better day. At eighty-four

I still am strong and hale; — do thou thy part;

I will do mine. — I will begin again

With many tasks that were resigned to thee:

Up to the heights, and in among the storms,   395

Will I without thee go again, and do

All works which I was wont to do alone,

Before I knew thy face. — Heaven bless thee, Boy!

Thy heart these two weeks has been beating fast

With many hopes; it should be so — yes — yes — 400

I knew that thou couldst never have a wish

To leave me, Luke: thou hast been bound to me

Only by links of love: when thou art gone,

What will be left to us! — But, I forget

My purposes: Lay now the corner-stone,   405

As I requested; and hereafter, Luke,

When thou art gone away, should evil men

Be thy companions, think of me, my Son,

And of this moment; hither turn thy thoughts,

And God will strengthen thee: amid all fear   410

And all temptations, Luke, I pray that thou

May’st bear in mind the life thy Fathers lived,

Who, being innocent, did for that cause

Bestir them in good deeds. Now, fare thee well — 

When thou return’st, thou in this place wilt see   415

A work which is not here: a covenant

‘Twill be between us; but, whatever fate

Befall thee, I shall love thee to the last,

And bear thy memory with me to the grave.’

 The Shepherd ended here; and Luke stooped down,   420

And, as his Father had requested, laid

The first stone of the Sheepfold. At the sight

The old Man’s grief broke from him; to his heart

He pressed his Son, he kissed him and wept;

And to the house together they returned.   425

 — Hushed was that House in peace, or seeming peace,

Ere the Night fell: — with morrow’s dawn the Boy

Began his journey, and when he had reached

The public way, he put on a bold face;

And all the neighbours, as he passed their doors,   430

Came forth with wishes and with farewell prayers,

That followed him till he was out of sight.

 A good report did from their kinsman come,

Of Luke and his well-doing: and the Boy

Wrote loving letters, full of wondrous news,   435

Which, as the Housewife phrased it, were throughout

‘The prettiest letters that were ever seen.’

Both parents read them with rejoicing hearts.

So, many months passed on: and once again

The Shepherd went about his daily work   440

With confident and cheerful thoughts; and now

Sometimes when he could find a leisure hour

He to that valley took his way, and there

Wrought at the Sheepfold. Meantime Luke began

To slacken in his duty; and, at length,   445

He in the dissolute city gave himself

To evil courses: ignominy and shame

Fell on him, so that he was driven at last

To seek a hiding-place beyond the seas.

 There is a comfort in the strength of love;   450

‘Twill make a thing endurable, which else

Would overset the brain, or break the heart:

I have conversed with more than one who well

Remember the old Man, and what he was

Years after he had heard this heavy news.   455

His bodily frame had been from youth to age

Of an unusual strength. Among the rocks

He went, and still looked up to sun and cloud,

And listened to the wind; and, as before,

Performed all kinds of labour for his sheep,   460

And for the land, his small inheritance.

And to that hollow dell from time to time

Did he repair, to build the Fold of which

His flock had need. ’Tis not forgotten yet

The pity which was then in every heart   465

For the old Man — and ’tis believed by all

That many and many a day he thither went,

And never lifted up a single stone.

 There, by the Sheepfold, sometimes was he seen

Sitting alone, or with his faithful Dog,   470

Then old, beside him, lying at his feet.

The length of full seven years, from time to time,

He at the building of this Sheepfold wrought,

And left the work unfinished when he died.

Three years, or little more, did Isabel   475

Survive her Husband: at her death the estate

Was sold, and went into a stranger’s hand.

The Cottage which was named THE EVENING STAR

Is gone — the ploughshare has been through the ground

On which it stood; great changes have been wrought   480

In all the neighbourhood: — yet the oak is left

That grew beside their door; and the remains

Of the unfinished Sheepfold may be seen

Beside the boisterous brook of Greenhead Ghyll.
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Yarrow Unvisited
 

1803
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

FROM Stirling Castle we had seen

The mazy Forth unravell’d,

Had trod the banks of Clyde and Tay,

And with the Tweed had travell’d;

And when we came to Clovenford,   5

Then said my ‘winsome Marrow,’

‘Whate’er betide, we’ll turn aside,

And see the Braes of Yarrow.’
 

‘Let Yarrow folk, frae Selkirk town,

Who have been buying, selling,   10

Go back to Yarrow, ’tis their own,

Each maiden to her dwelling!

On Yarrow’s banks let herons feed,

Hares couch, and rabbits burrow;

But we will downward with the Tweed,   15

Nor turn aside to Yarrow.
 

‘There’s Galla Water, Leader Haughs,

Both lying right before us;

And Dryburgh, where with chiming Tweed

The lintwhites sing in chorus;   20

There’s pleasant Teviotdale, a land

Made blythe with plough and harrow:

Why throw away a needful day

To go in search of Yarrow?
 

‘What’s Yarrow but a river bare   25

That glides the dark hills under?

There are a thousand such elsewhere

As worthy of your wonder.’

 — Strange words they seem’d of slight and scorn;

My true-love sigh’d for sorrow,   30

And look’d me in the face, to think

I thus could speak of Yarrow!
 

‘O green,’ said I, ‘are Yarrow’s holms.

And sweet is Yarrow flowing!

Fair hangs the apple frae the rock,   35

But we will leave it growing.

O’er hilly path and open strath

We’ll wander Scotland thorough;

But, though so near, we will not turn

Into the dale of Yarrow.   40
 

‘Let beeves and home-bred kine partake

The sweets of Burn-mill meadow;

The swan on still Saint Mary’s Lake

Float double, swan and shadow!

We will not see them; will not go   45

To-day, nor yet to-morrow;

Enough if in our hearts we know

There’s such a place as Yarrow.
 

‘Be Yarrow stream unseen, unknown;

It must, or we shall rue it:   50

We have a vision of our own,

Ah! why should we undo it?

The treasured dreams of times long past,

We’ll keep them, winsome Marrow!

For when we’re there, although ’tis fair,   55

‘Twill be another Yarrow!
 

‘If care with freezing years should come

And wandering seem but folly, — 

Should we be loth to stir from home,

And yet be melancholy;   60

Should life be dull, and spirits low,

‘Twill soothe us in our sorrow

That earth has something yet to show,

The bonny holms of Yarrow!’
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Yarrow Visited
 

[September, 1814]
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

AND is this — Yarrow? — This the stream

Of which my fancy cherish’d

So faithfully, a waking dream,

An image that hath perish’d?

O that some minstrel’s harp were near   5

To utter notes of gladness

And chase this silence from the air,

That fills my heart with sadness.
 

Yet why? — a silvery current flows

With uncontroll’d meanderings;   10

Nor have these eyes by greener hills

Been soothed, in all my wanderings.

And, through her depths, Saint Mary’s Lake

Is visibly delighted;

For not a feature of those hills   15

Is in the mirror slighted.
 

A blue sky bends o’er Yarrow Vale,

Save where that pearly whiteness

Is round the rising sun diffused,

A tender hazy brightness;   20

Mild dawn of promise! that excludes

All profitless dejection;

Though not unwilling here to admit

A pensive recollection.
 

Where was it that the famous Flower   25

Of Yarrow Vale lay bleeding?

His bed perchance was yon smooth mound

On which the herd is feeding:

And haply from this crystal pool

Now peaceful as the morning,   30

The water-Wraith ascended thrice,

And gave his doleful warning.
 

Delicious is the Lay that sings

The haunts of happy lovers,

The path that leads them to the grove,   35

The leafy grove that covers:

And pity sanctifies the verse

That paints, by strength of sorrow,

The unconquerable strength of love;

Bear witness, rueful Yarrow!   40
 

But thou that didst appear so fair

To fond imagination

Dost rival in the light of day

Her delicate creation:

Meek loveliness is round thee spread,   45

A softness still and holy:

The grace of forest charms decay’d,

And pastoral melancholy.
 

That region left, the vale unfolds

Rich groves of lofty stature,   50

With Yarrow winding through the pomp

Of cultivated Nature;

And rising from those lofty groves

Behold a ruin hoary,

The shatter’d front of Newark’s Towers,   55

Renown’d in Border story.
 

Fair scenes for childhood’s opening bloom,

For sportive youth to stray in,

For manhood to enjoy his strength,

And age to wear away in!   60

Yon cottage seems a bower of bliss,

A covert for protection

Of studious ease and generous cares

And every chaste affection!
 

How sweet on this autumnal day   65

The wild-wood fruits to gather,

And on my true-love’s forehead plant

A crest of blooming heather!

And what if I enwreathed my own?

‘Twere no offence to reason;   70

The sober hills thus deck their brows

To meet the wintry season.
 

I see — but not by sight alone,

Loved Yarrow, have I won thee;

A ray of Fancy still survives — 75

Her sunshine plays upon thee!

Thy ever-youthful waters keep

A course of lively pleasure;

And gladsome notes my lips can breathe

Accordant to the measure.   80
 

The vapours linger round the heights,

They melt, and soon must vanish;

One hour is theirs, nor more is mine — 

Sad thought! which I would banish,

But that I know, where’er I go,   85

Thy genuine image, Yarrow!

Will dwell with me, to heighten joy

And cheer my mind in sorrow.
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Yarrow Revisited
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

THE GALLANT Youth, who may have gained,

 Or seeks, a ‘winsome Marrow,’

Was but an Infant in the lap

 When first I looked on Yarrow;

Once more, by Newark’s Castle-gate   5

 Long left without a warder,

I stood, looked, listened, and with Thee,

 Great Minstrel of the Border!
 

Grave thoughts ruled wide on that sweet day,

 Their dignity installing   10

In gentle bosoms, while sere leaves

 Were on the bough, or falling;

But breezes played, and sunshine gleamed — 

 The forest to embolden;

Reddened the fiery hues, and shot   15

 Transparence through the golden.
 

For busy thoughts the Stream flowed on

 In foamy agitation;

And slept in many a crystal pool

 For quiet contemplation:   20

No public and no private care

 The freeborn mind enthralling,

We made a day of happy hours,

 Our happy days recalling.
 

Brisk Youth appeared, the Morn of youth,   25

 With freaks of graceful folly — 

Life’s temperate Noon, her sober Eve,

 Her Night not melancholy;

Past, present, future, all appeared

 In harmony united,   30

Like guests that meet, and some from far,

 By cordial love invited.
 

And if, as Yarrow, through the woods

 And down the meadow ranging,

Did meet us with unaltered face,   35

 Though we were changed and changing;

If, then, some natural shadows spread

 Our inward prospect over,

The soul’s deep valley was not slow

 Its brightness to recover.   40
 

Eternal blessings on the Muse,

 And her divine employment!

The blameless Muse, who trains her Sons

 For hope and calm enjoyment;

Albeit sickness, lingering yet,   45

 Has o’er their pillow brooded;

And Care waylays their steps — a Sprite

 Not easily eluded.
 

For thee, O SCOTT! compelled to change

 Green Eildon-hill and Cheviot   50

For warm Vesuvio’s vine-clad slopes,

 And leave thy Tweed and Tiviot

For mild Sorrento’s breezy waves;

 May classic Fancy, linking

With native Fancy her fresh aid,   55

 Preserve thy heart from sinking!
 

Oh! while they minister to thee,

 Each vying with the other,

May Health return to mellow Age

 With Strength, her venturous brother;   60

And Tiber, and each brook and rill

 Renowned in song and story,

With unimagined beauty shine,

 Nor lose one ray of glory!
 

For Thou, upon a hundred streams,   65

 By tales of love and sorrow,

Of faithful love, undaunted truth,

 Hast shed the power of Yarrow;

And streams unknown, hills yet unseen,

 Wherever they invite Thee,   70

At parent Nature’s grateful call,

 With gladness must requite Thee.
 

A gracious welcome shall be thine,

 Such looks of love and honour

As thy own Yarrow gave to me   75

 When first I gazed upon her;

Beheld what I had feared to see,

 Unwilling to surrender

Dreams treasured up from early days,

 The holy and the tender.   80
 

And what, for this frail world, were all

 That mortals do or suffer,

Did no responsive harp, no pen,

 Memorial tribute offer?

Yea, what were mighty Nature’s self?   85

 Her features, could they win us,

Unhelped by the poetic voice

 That hourly speaks within us?
 

Nor deem that localized Romance

 Plays false with our affections;   90

Unsanctifies our tears — made sport

 For fanciful dejections;

Ah, no! the visions of the past

 Sustain the heart in feeling

Life as she is — our changeful Life,   95

 With friends and kindred dealing.
 

Bear witness, Ye, whose thoughts that day

 In Yarrow’s groves were centred;

Who through the silent portal arch

 Of mouldering Newark enter’d;   100

And clomb the winding stair that once

 Too timidly was mounted

By the ‘last Minstrel,’ (not the last!)

 Ere he his Tale recounted.
 

Flow on for ever, Yarrow Stream!   105

 Fulfil thy pensive duty,

Well pleased that future Bards should chant

 For simple hearts thy beauty;

To dream-light dear while yet unseen

 Dear to the common sunshine,   110

And dearer still, as now I feel,

 To memory’s shadowy moonshine!
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Lines
 

Composed a Few Miles Above Tintern Abbey, on Revisiting the Banks of the Wye During a Tour July 13, 1798
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

FIVE years have past; five summers, with the length

Of five long winters! and again I hear

These waters, rolling from their mountain-springs

With a soft inland murmur. — Once again

Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs,   5

That on a wild secluded scene impress

Thoughts of more deep seclusion; and connect

The landscape with the quiet of the sky.

The day is come when I again repose

Here, under this dark sycamore, and view   10

These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard-tufts,

Which at this season, with their unripe fruits,

Are clad in one green hue, and lose themselves

‘Mid groves and copses. Once again I see

These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, little lines   15

Of sportive wood run wild: these pastoral farms,

Green to the very door; and wreaths of smoke

Sent up, in silence, from among the trees!

With some uncertain notice, as might seem

Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods,   20

Or of some Hermit’s cave, where by his fire

The Hermit sits alone.

    These beauteous forms,Through a long absence, have not been to me

As is a landscape to a blind man’s eye:   25

But oft, in lonely rooms, and ‘mid the din

Of towns and cities, I have owed to them

In hours of weariness, sensations sweet,

Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart;

And passing even into my purer mind,   30

With tranquil restoration: — feelings too

Of unremembered pleasure: such, perhaps,

As have no slight or trivial influence

On that best portion of a good man’s life,

His little, nameless, unremembered, acts   35

Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust,

To them I may have owed another gift,

Of aspect more sublime; that blessed mood,

In which the burthen of the mystery,

In which the heavy and the weary weight   40

Of all this unintelligible world,

Is lightened: — that serene and blessed mood,

In which the affections gently lead us on, — 

Until, the breath of this corporeal frame

And even the motion of our human blood   45

Almost suspended, we are laid asleep

In body, and become a living soul:

While with an eye made quiet by the power

Of harmony, and the deep power of joy,

We see into the life of things.   50

    If thisBe but a vain belief, yet, oh! how oft,

In darkness, and amid the many shapes

Of joyless daylight; when the fretful stir

Unprofitable, and the fever of the world,   55

Have hung upon the beatings of my heart,

How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee,

O sylvan Wye! thou wanderer thro’ the woods,

How often has my spirit turned to thee!

 And now, with gleams of half-extinguished thought,   60

With many recognitions dim and faint,

And somewhat of a sad perplexity,

The picture of the mind revives again:

While here I stand, not only with the sense

Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts   65

That in this moment there is life and food

For future years. And so I dare to hope,

Though changed, no doubt, from what I was when first

I came among these hills; when like a roe

I bounded o’er the mountains, by the sides   70

Of the deep rivers, and the lonely streams,

Wherever nature led: more like a man

Flying from something that he dreads, than one

Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then

(The coarser pleasures of my boyish days,   75

And their glad animal movements all gone by)

To me was all in all. — I cannot paint

What then I was. The sounding cataract

Haunted me like a passion: the tall rock,

The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood,   80

Their colours and their forms, were then to me

An appetite; a feeling and a love,

That had no need of a remoter charm,

By thought supplied, nor any interest

Unborrowed from the eye. — That time is past,   85

And all its aching joys are now no more,

And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this

Faint I, nor mourn nor murmur; other gifts

Have followed; for such loss, I would believe,

Abundant recompence. For I have learned   90

To look on nature, not as in the hour

Of thoughtless youth; but hearing oftentimes

The still, sad music of humanity,

Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power

To chasten and subdue. And I have felt   95

A presence that disturbs me with the joy

Of elevated thoughts: a sense sublime

Of something far more deeply interfused,

Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,

And the round ocean and the living air,   100

And the blue sky, and in the mind of man:

A motion and a spirit, that impels

All thinking things, all objects of all thought,

And rolls through all things. Therefore am I still

A lover of the meadows and the woods,   105

And mountains; and of all that we behold

From this green earth; of all the mighty world

Of eye and ear, — both what they half create,

And what perceive; well pleased to recognise

In nature and the language of the sense,   110

The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse,

The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul

Of all my moral being.

    Nor perchance,If I were not thus taught, should I the more

Suffer my genial spirits to decay:

For thou art with me here upon the banks

Of this fair river; thou, my dearest Friend,

My dear, dear Friend; and in thy voice I catch

The language of my former heart, and read   120

My former pleasures in the shooting lights

Of thy wild eyes. Oh! yet a little while

May I behold in thee what I was once,

My dear, dear Sister! and this prayer I make

Knowing that Nature never did betray   125

The heart that loved her; ’tis her privilege

Through all the years of this our life, to lead

From joy to joy: for she can so inform

The mind that is within us, so impress

With quietness and beauty, and so feed   130

With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues,

Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men,

Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all

The dreary intercourse of daily life,

Shall e’er prevail against us, or disturb   135

Our cheerful faith, that all which we behold

Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon

Shine on thee in thy solitary walk;

And let the misty mountain winds be free

To blow against thee: and, in after years,   140

When these wild ecstasies shall be matured

Into a sober pleasure; when thy mind

Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms,

Thy memory be as a dwelling-place

For all sweet sounds and harmonies; oh! then,   145

If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief,

Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts

Of tender joy wilt thou remember me,

And these my exhortations! Nor, perchance — 

If I should be where I no more can hear   150

Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes those gleams

Of past existence, — wilt thou then forget

That on the banks of this delightful stream

We stood together; and that I, so long

A worshipper of Nature, hither came   155

Unwearied in that service: rather say

With warmer love, oh! with far deeper zeal

Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then forget,

That after many wanderings, many years

Of absence, these steep woods and lofty cliffs,   160

And this green pastoral landscape, were to me

More dear, both for themselves and for thy sake!
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The Daffodils
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

I WANDER’D lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o’er vales and hills,

When all at once I saw a crowd,

A host of golden daffodils,

Beside the lake, beneath the trees   5

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.
 

Continuous as the stars that shine

And twinkle on the milky way,

They stretch’d in never-ending line

Along the margin of a bay:   10

Ten thousand saw I at a glance

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.
 

The waves beside them danced, but they

Out-did the sparkling waves in glee: — 

A Poet could not but be gay   15

In such a jocund company!

I gazed — and gazed — but little thought

What wealth the show to me had brought;
 

For oft, when on my couch I lie

In vacant or in pensive mood,   20

They flash upon that inward eye

Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,

And dances with the daffodils.
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To the Daisy
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

WITH little here to do or see

Of things that in the great world be,

Sweet Daisy! oft I talk to thee

   For thou art worthy,

Thou unassuming commonplace   5

Of Nature, with that homely face,

And yet with something of a grace

   Which love makes for thee!
 

Oft on the dappled turf at ease

I sit and play with similes,   10

Loose types of things through all degrees,

   Thoughts of thy raising;

And many a fond and idle name

I give to thee, for praise or blame

As is the humour of the game,   15

   While I am gazing.
 

A nun demure, of lowly port;

Or sprightly maiden, of Love’s court,

In thy simplicity the sport

   Of all temptations;   20

A queen in crown of rubies drest;

A starveling in a scanty vest;

Are all, as seems to suit thee best,

   Thy appellations.
 

A little Cyclops, with one eye   25

Staring to threaten and defy,

That thought comes next — and instantly

   The freak is over,

The shape will vanish, and behold!

A silver shield with boss of gold   30

That spreads itself, some fairy bold

   In fight to cover.
 

I see thee glittering from afar — 

And then thou art a pretty star,

Not quite so fair as many are   35

   In heaven above thee!

Yet like a star, with glittering crest,

Self-poised in air thou seem’st to rest; — 

May peace come never to his nest

   Who shall reprove thee!   40
 

Sweet Flower! for by that name at last

When all my reveries are past,

I call thee, and to that cleave fast,

   Sweet silent Creature!

That breath’st with me in sun and air,   45

Do thou, as thou art wont, repair

My heart with gladness, and a share

   Of thy meek nature!
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To the Cuckoo
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

O BLITHE new-comer! I 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   5

Thy twofold shout I hear;

From hill to hill it seems to pass,

At once far off and near.
 

Though babbling only to the vale

Of sunshine and of flowers,   10

Thou bringest unto me a tale

Of visionary hours.
 

Thrice welcome, darling of the Spring!

Even yet thou art to me

No bird, but an invisible thing,   15

A voice, a mystery;
 

The same whom in my school-boy days

I listen’d to; that Cry

Which made me look a thousand ways

In bush, and tree, and sky.   20
 

To seek thee did I often rove

Through woods and on the green;

And thou wert still a hope, a love;

Still long’d for, never seen!
 

And I can listen to thee yet;   25

Can lie upon the plain

And listen, till I do beget

That golden time again.
 

O blesséd Bird! the earth we pace

Again appears to be   30

An unsubstantial, fairy place,

That is fit home for Thee!
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The Green Linnet
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

BENEATH these fruit-tree boughs that shed

Their snow-white blossoms on my head,

With brightest sunshine round me spread

Of Spring’s unclouded weather,

In this sequester’d nook how sweet   5

To sit upon my orchard-seat!

And flowers and birds once more to greet,

My last year’s friends together.
 

One have I mark’d, the happiest guest

In all this covert of the blest:   10

Hail to Thee, far above the rest

In joy of voice and pinion!

Thou, Linnet! in thy green array

Presiding Spirit here to-day

Dost lead the revels of the May,   15

And this is thy dominion.
 

While birds, and butterflies, and flowers,

Make all one band of paramours,

Thou, ranging up and down the bowers

Art sole in thy employment;   20

A Life, a Presence like the air,

Scattering thy gladness without care,

Too blest with any one to pair,

Thyself thy own enjoyment.
 

Amid yon tuft of hazel trees   25

That twinkle to the gusty breeze,

Behold him perch’d in ecstasies

Yet seeming still to hover;

There, where the flutter of his wings

Upon his back and body flings   30

Shadows and sunny glimmerings,

That cover him all over.
 

My dazzled sight he oft deceives — 

A brother of the dancing leaves;

Then flits, and from the cottage-eaves   35

Pours forth his song in gushes,

As if by that exulting strain

He mock’d and treated with disdain

The voiceless Form he chose to feign,

While fluttering in the bushes.   40
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Written in Early Spring
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

I HEARD a thousand blended notes

While in a grove I sate reclined,

In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts

Bring sad thoughts to the mind.
 

To her fair works did Nature link   5

The human soul that through me ran;

And much it grieved my heart to think

What Man has made of Man.
 

Through primrose tufts, in that sweet bower,

The periwinkle trail’d its wreaths;   10

And ’tis my faith that every flower

Enjoys the air it breathes.
 

The birds around me hopp’d and play’d,

Their thoughts I cannot measure, — 

But the least motion which they made   15

It seem’d a thrill of pleasure.
 

The budding twigs spread out their fan

To catch the breezy air;

And I must think, do all I can,

That there was pleasure there.   20
 

If this belief from heaven be sent,

If such be Nature’s holy plan,

Have I not reason to lament

What Man has made of Man?
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To the Skylark
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

ETHEREAL minstrel! pilgrim of the sky!

Dost thou despise the earth where cares abound?

Or while the wings aspire, are heart and eye

Both with thy nest upon the dewy ground?

Thy nest which thou canst drop into at will,   5

Those quivering wings composed, that music still!
 

To the last point of vision, and beyond

Mount, daring warbler! — that love-prompted strain

— ‘Twixt thee and thine a never-failing bond — 

Thrills not the less the bosom of the plain:   10

Yet might’st thou seem, proud privilege! to sing

All independent of the leafy Spring.
 

Leave to the nightingale her shady wood;

A privacy of glorious light is thine,

Whence thou dost pour upon the world a flood   15

Of harmony, with instinct more divine;

Type of the wise, who soar, but never roam — 

True to the kindred points of Heaven and Home.
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The Affliction of Margaret
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

WHERE art thou, my beloved Son,

Where art thou, worse to me than dead!

O find me, prosperous or undone!

Or if the grave be now thy bed,

Why am I ignorant of the same   5

That I may rest; and neither blame

Nor sorrow may attend thy name?
 

Seven years, alas! to have received

No tidings of an only child — 

To have despair’d, have hoped, believed,   10

And been for evermore beguiled, — 

Sometimes with thoughts of very bliss!

I catch at them, and then I miss;

Was ever darkness like to this?
 

He was among the prime in worth,   15

An object beauteous to behold;

Well born, well bred; I sent him forth

Ingenuous, innocent, and bold:

If things ensued that wanted grace

As hath been said, they were not base;   20

And never blush was on my face.
 

Ah! little doth the young-one dream

When full of play and childish cares,

What power is in his wildest scream

Heard by his mother unawares!   25

He knows it not, he cannot guess;

Years to a mother bring distress,

But do not make her love the less.
 

Neglect me! no, I suffer’d long

From that ill thought; and being blind   30

Said ‘Pride shall help me in my wrong:

Kind mother have I been, as kind

As ever breathed:’ and that is true;

I’ve wet my path with tears like dew,

Weeping for him when no one knew.   35
 

My Son, if thou be humbled, poor,

Hopeless of honour and of gain,

O! do not dread thy mother’s door;

Think not of me with grief and pain:

I now can see with better eyes;   40

And worldly grandeur I despise

And fortune with her gifts and lies.
 

Alas! the fowls of heaven have wings,

And blasts of heaven will aid their flight;

They mount — how short a voyage brings   45

The wanderers back to their delight!

Chains tie us down by land and sea;

And wishes, vain as mine, may be

All that is left to comfort thee.
 

Perhaps some dungeon hears thee groan   50

Maim’d, mangled by inhuman men;

Or thou upon a desert thrown

Inheritest the lion’s den;

Or hast been summon’d to the deep

Thou, thou, and all thy mates, to keep   55

An incommunicable sleep.
 

I look for ghosts; but none will force

Their way to me: ’tis falsely said

That there was ever intercourse

Between the living and the dead;   60

For surely then I should have sight

Of him I wait for day and night

With love and longings infinite.
 

My apprehensions come in crowds;

I dread the rustling of the grass;   65

The very shadows of the clouds

Have power to shake me as they pass;

I question things, and do not find

One that will answer to my mind;

And all the world appears unkind.   70
 

Beyond participation lie

My troubles, and beyond relief:

If any chance to heave a sigh

They pity me, and not my grief.

Then come to me, my Son, or send   75

Some tidings that my woes may end!

I have no other earthly friend.
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Simon Lee the Old Huntsman
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

IN the sweet shire of Cardigan,

Not far from pleasant Ivor Hall,

An old man dwells, a little man,

I’ve heard he once was tall.

Full five-and-thirty years he lived   5

A running huntsman merry;

And still the centre of his cheek

Is red as a ripe cherry.
 

No man like him the horn could sound,

And hill and valley rang with glee,   10

When Echo bandied, round and round,

The halloo of Simon Lee.

In those proud days he little cared

For husbandry of or tillage;

To blither tasks did Simon rouse   15

The sleepers of the village.
 

He all the country could outrun,

Could leave both man and horse behind;

And often, ere the chase was done,

He reel’d and was stone-blind.   20

And still there’s something in the world

At which his heart rejoices;

For when the chiming hounds are out,

He dearly loves their voices.
 

But O the heavy change! — bereft   25

Of health, strength, friends and kindred; see

Old Simon to the world is left

In liveried poverty:

His master’s dead, and no one now

Dwells in the Hall of Ivor;   30

Men, dogs, and horses, all are dead;

He is the sole survivor.
 

And he is lean and he is sick,

His body, dwindled and awry,

Rests upon ankles swoln and thick;   35

His legs are thin and dry.

He has no son, he has no child,

His wife, an aged woman,

Lives with him, near the waterfall,

Upon the village common.   40
 

Beside their moss-grown hut of clay,

Not twenty paces from the door,

A scrap of land they have, but they

Are poorest of the poor.

This scrap of land he from the heath   45

Enclosed when he was stronger;

But what avails the land to them

Which he can till no longer?
 

Oft, working by her husband’s side,

Ruth does what Simon cannot do;   50

For she, with scanty cause for pride,

Is stouter of the two.

And, though you with your utmost skill

From labour could not wean them,

’Tis little, very little, all   55

That they can do between them.
 

Few months of life has he in store

As he to you will tell,

For still, the more he works, the more

Do his weak ankles swell.   60

My gentle reader, I perceive

How patiently you’ve waited,

And now I fear that you expect

Some tale will be related.
 

O reader! had you in your mind   65

Such stores as silent thought can bring,

O gentle reader! you would find

A tale in everything.

What more I have to say is short,

And you must kindly take it:   70

It is no tale; but, should you think,

Perhaps a tale you’ll make it.
 

One summer-day I chanced to see

This old man doing all he could

To unearth the root of an old tree,   75

A stump of rotten wood.

The mattock totter’d in his hand;

So vain was his endeavour

That at the root of the old tree

He might have work’d for ever.   80
 

‘You’re overtask’d, good Simon Lee,

Give me your tool,’ to him I said;

And at the word right gladly he

Received my proffer’d aid.

I struck, and with a single blow   85

The tangled root I sever’d,

At which the poor old man so long

And vainly had endeavour’d.
 

The tears into his eyes were brought,

And thanks and praises seem’d to run   90

So fast out of his heart, I thought

They never would have done.

 — I’ve heard of hearts unkind, kind deeds

With coldness still returning;

Alas! the gratitude of men   95

Hath oftener left me mourning.
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Ode to Duty
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

 STERN Daughter of the voice of God!

 O Duty! if that name thou love

 Who art a light to guide, a rod

 To check the erring, and reprove;

 Thou who art victory and law   5

 When empty terrors overawe;

 From vain temptations dost set free,

And calm’st the weary strife of frail humanity!
 

 There are who ask not if thine eye

 Be on them; who, in love and truth   10

 Where no misgiving is, rely

 Upon the genial sense of youth:

 Glad hearts! without reproach or blot,

 Who do thy work, and know it not:

 O! if through confidence misplaced   15

They fail, thy saving arms, dread Power! around them cast.
 

 Serene will be our days and bright

 And happy will our nature be

 When love is an unerring light,

 And joy its own security.   20

 And they a blissful course may hold

 Ev’n now, who, not unwisely bold,

 Live in the spirit of this creed;

Yet find that other strength according to their need.
 

 I, loving freedom, and untried,   25

 No sport of every random gust,

 Yet being to myself a guide,

 Too blindly have reposed my trust:

 And oft, when in my heart was heard

 Thy timely mandate, I deferr’d   30

 The task, in smoother walks to stray;

But thee I now would serve more strictly, if I may.
 

 Through no disturbance of my soul

 Or strong compunction in me wrought,

 I supplicate for thy controul,   35

 But in the quietness of thought:

 Me this uncharter’d freedom tires;

 I feel the weight of chance-desires:

 My hopes no more must change their name;

I long for a repose that ever is the same.   40
 

 Stern Lawgiver! yet thou dost wear

 The Godhead’s most benignant grace;

 Nor know we anything so fair

 As is the smile upon thy face:

 Flowers laugh before thee on their beds,   45

 And fragrance in thy footing treads;

 Thou dost preserve the Stars from wrong;

And the most ancient Heavens, through thee, are fresh and strong.
 

 To humbler functions, awful Power!

 I call thee: I myself commend   50

 Unto thy guidance from this hour;

 O let my weakness have an end!

 Give unto me, made lowly wise,

 The spirit of self-sacrifice;

 The confidence of reason give;   55

And in the light of Truth thy bondman let me live.
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She Was a Phantom of Delight
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

SHE was a phantom of delight

When first she gleam’d upon my sight;

A lovely apparition, sent

To be a moment’s ornament;

Her eyes as stars of twilight fair;   5

Like Twilight’s, too, her dusky hair;

But all things else about her drawn

From May-time and the cheerful dawn;

A dancing shape, an image gay,

To haunt, to startle, and waylay.   10
 

I saw her upon nearer view,

A spirit, yet a woman too!

Her household motions light and free,

And steps of virgin-liberty;

A countenance in which did meet   15

Sweet records, promises as sweet;

A creature not too bright or good

For human nature’s daily food,

For transient sorrows, simple wiles,

Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smiles.   20
 

And now I see with eye serene

The very pulse of the machine;

A being breathing thoughtful breath,

A traveller between life and death:

The reason firm, the temperate will,   25

Endurance, foresight, strength, and skill;

A perfect woman, nobly plann’d

To warn, to comfort, and command;

And yet a Spirit still, and bright

With something of angelic light.   30
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To the Highland Girl of Inversneyde
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

SWEET Highland Girl, a very shower

Of beauty is thy earthly dower!

Twice seven consenting years have shed

Their utmost bounty on thy head:

And these gray rocks, this household lawn,   5

These trees — a veil just half withdrawn,

This fall of water that doth make

A murmur near the silent lake,

This little bay, a quiet road

That holds in shelter thy abode;   10

In truth together ye do seem

Like something fashion’d in a dream;

Such forms as from their covert peep

When earthly cares are laid asleep!

But O fair Creature! in the light   15

Of common day, so heavenly bright

I bless Thee, Vision as thou art,

I bless thee with a human heart:

God shield thee to thy latest years!

I neither know thee nor thy peers:   20

And yet my eyes are fill’d with tears.
 

With earnest feeling I shall pray

For thee when I am far away;

For never saw I mien or face

In which more plainly I could trace   25

Benignity and home-bred sense

Ripening in perfect innocence.

Here scatter’d, like a random seed,

Remote from men, Thou dost not need

The embarrass’d look of shy distress,   30

And maidenly shamefacédness:

Thou wear’st upon thy forehead clear

The freedom of a mountaineer:

A face with gladness overspread,

Soft smiles, by human kindness bred;   35

And seemliness complete, that sways

Thy courtesies, about thee plays;

With no restraint, but such as springs

From quick and eager visitings

Of thoughts that lie beyond the reach   40

Of thy few words of English speech:

A bondage sweetly brook’d, a strife

That gives thy gestures grace and life!

So have I, not unmoved in mind,

Seen birds of tempest-loving kind,   45

Thus beating up against the wind.
 

What hand but would a garland cull

For thee who art so beautiful?

O happy pleasure! here to dwell

Beside thee in some heathy dell;   50

Adopt your homely ways, and dress,

A shepherd, thou a shepherdess!

But I could frame a wish for thee

More like a grave reality:

Thou art to me but as a wave   55

Of the wild sea: and I would have

Some claim upon thee, if I could,

Though but of common neighbourhood.

What joy to hear thee, and to see!

Thy elder brother I would be,   60

Thy father, anything to thee.

Now thanks to Heaven! that of its grace

Hath led me to this lonely place:

Joy have I had; and going hence

I bear away my recompense.   65

In spots like these it is we prize

Our memory, feel that she hath eyes:

Then why should I be loth to stir?

I feel this place was made for her;

To give new pleasure like the past,   70

Continued long as life shall last.

Nor am I loth, though pleased at heart,

Sweet Highland Girl! from thee to part;

For I, methinks, till I grow old

As fair before me shall behold   75

As I do now, the cabin small,

The lake, the bay, the waterfall;

And Thee, the spirit of them all!
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The Solitary Reaper
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

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,   5

And sings a melancholy strain;

O listen! for the vale profound

Is overflowing with the sound.
 

No nightingale did ever chaunt

More welcome notes to weary bands   10

Of travellers in some shady haunt,

Among Arabian sands:

No sweeter voice was ever heard

In spring-time from the cuckoo-bird,

Breaking the silence of the seas   15

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:   20

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   25

As if her song could have no ending;

I saw her singing at her work,

And o’er the sickle bending;

I listen’d, till I had my fill;

And, as I mounted up the hill,   30

The music in my heart I bore

Long after it was heard no more.
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The Reverie of Poor Susan
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

AT the corner of Wood Street, when daylight appears,

Hangs a Thrush that sings loud, it has sung for three years:

Poor Susan has pass’d by the spot, and has heard

In the silence of morning the song of the bird.
 

’Tis a note of enchantment; what ails her? She sees   5

A mountain ascending, a vision of trees;

Bright volumes of vapour through Lothbury glide,

And a river flows on through the vale of Cheapside.
 

Green pastures she views in the midst of the dale

Down which she so often has tripp’d with her pail;   10

And a single small cottage, a nest like a dove’s,

The one only dwelling on earth that she loves.
 

She looks, and her heart is in heaven: but they fade,

The mist and the river, the hill and the shade;

The stream will not flow, and the hill will not rise,   15

And the colours have all pass’d away from her eyes!
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To Toussaint L’Ouverture
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

TOUSSAINT, the most unhappy man of men!

 Whether the whistling Rustic tend his plough

 Within thy hearing, or thy head be now

Pillowed in some deep dungeon’s earless den; — 

O miserable Chieftain! where and when   5

 Wilt thou find patience? Yet die not; do thou

 Wear rather in thy bonds a cheerful brow:

Though fallen thyself, never to rise again,

Live, and take comfort. Thou hast left behind

 Powers that will work for thee; air, earth, and skies;   10

There’s not a breathing of the common wind

 That will forget thee; thou hast great allies;

Thy friends are exultations, agonies,

 And love, and man’s unconquerable mind.
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Character of the Happy Warrior
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

WHO is the happy Warrior? Who is he

What every man in arms should wish to be?

 — It is the generous Spirit, who, when brought

Among the tasks of real life, hath wrought

Upon the plan that pleased his childish thought:   5

Whose high endeavours are an inward light

That makes the path before him always bright:

Who, with a natural instinct to discern

What knowledge can perform, is diligent to learn,

Abides by this resolve, and stops not there,   10

But makes his moral being his prime care;

Who, doomed to go in company with Pain,

And Fear, and Bloodshed, miserable train!

Turns his necessity to glorious gain;

In face of these doth exercise a power   15

Which is our human nature’s highest dower;

Controls them and subdues, transmutes, bereaves

Of their bad influence, and their good receives:

By objects, which might force the soul to abate

Her feeling, rendered more compassionate;   20

Is placable — because occasions rise

So often that demand such sacrifice;

More skilful in self-knowledge, even more pure,

As tempted more; more able to endure,

As more exposed to suffering and distress;   25

Thence, also, more alive to tenderness.

— ’Tis he whose law is reason; who depends

Upon that law as on the best of friends;

Whence, in a state where men are tempted still

To evil for a guard against worse ill,   30

And what in quality or act is best

Doth seldom on a right foundation rest,

He labours good on good to fix, and owes

To virtue every triumph that he knows:

 — Who, if he rise to station of command,
  35

Rises by open means; and there will stand

On honourable terms, or else retire,

And in himself possess his own desire;

Who comprehends his trust, and to the same

Keeps faithful with a singleness of aim;   40

And therefore does not stoop, nor lie in wait

For wealth, or honours, or for worldly state,

Whom they must follow; on whose head must fall,

Like showers of manna, if they come at all:

Whose power shed round him in the common strife,   45

Or mild concerns of ordinary life,

A constant influence, a peculiar grace;

But who, if he be called upon to face

Some awful moment to which Heaven has joined

Great issues, good or bad for human kind,   50

Is happy as a Lover; and attired

With sudden brightness, like a Man inspired;

And, through the heat of conflict, keeps the law

In calmness made, and sees what he foresaw:

Or if an unexpected call succeed,   55

Come when it will, is equal to the need:

 — He who, though thus endued as with a sense

And faculty for storm and turbulence,

Is yet a Soul whose master-bias leans

To homefelt pleasures and to gentle scenes;   60

Sweet images! which, whereso’er he be,

Are at his heart; and such fidelity

It is his darling passion to approve;

More brave for this, that he hath much to love: — 

’Tis, finally, the Man, who, lifted high,   65

Conspicuous object in a Nation’s eye,

Or left unthought-of in obscurity, — 

Who, with a toward or untoward lot,

Prosperous or adverse, to his wish or not,

Plays, in the many games of life, that one   70

Where what he most doth value must be won.

Whom neither shape of danger can dismay,

Nor thought of tender happiness betray;

Who, not content that former worth stand fast,

Looks forward, persevering to the last,   75

From well to better, daily self-surpast:

Who, whether praise of him must walk the earth

For ever, and to noble deeds give birth,

Or he must fall to sleep without his fame,

And leave a dead unprofitable name,   80

Finds comfort in himself and in his cause;

And, while the mortal mist is gathering, draws

His breath in confidence of Heaven’s applause:

This is the happy Warrior; this is he

Whom every Man in arms should wish to be.   85
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Resolution and Independence
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

THERE was a roaring in the wind all night;

The rain came heavily and fell in floods;

But now the sun is rising calm and bright;

The birds are singing in the distant woods;

Over his own sweet voice the Stock-dove broods;   5

The Jay makes answer as the Magpie chatters;

And all the air is filled with pleasant noise of waters.
 

All things that love the sun are out of doors;

The sky rejoices in the morning’s birth;

The grass is bright with rain-drops; — on the moors   10

The hare is running races in her mirth;

And with her feet she from the plashy earth

Raises a mist, that, glittering in the sun,

Runs with her all the way, wherever she doth run.
 

I was a Traveller then upon the moor,   15

I saw the hare that raced about with joy;

I heard the woods and distant waters roar;

Or heard them not, as happy as a boy;

The pleasant season did my heart employ:

My old remembrances went from me wholly;   20

And all the ways of men, so vain and melancholy.
 

But, as it sometimes chanceth, from the might

Of joys in minds that can no further go,

As high as we have mounted in delight

In our dejection do we sink as low;   25

To me that morning did it happen so;

And fears and fancies thick upon me came;

Dim sadness — and blind thoughts, I knew not, nor could name.
 

I heard the sky-lark warbling in the sky;

And I bethought me of the playful hare:   30

Even such a happy Child of earth am I:

Even as these blissful creatures do I fare;

Far from the world I walk, and from all care;

But there may come another day to me — 

Solitude, pain of heart, distress, and poverty.   35
 

My whole life I have lived in pleasant thought,

As if life’s business were a summer mood;

As if all needful things would come unsought

To genial faith, still rich in genial good;

But how can He expect that others should   40

Build for him, sow for him, and at his call

Love him, who for himself will take no heed at all?
 

I thought of Chatterton, the marvellous Boy,

The sleepless Soul that perished in his pride;

Of Him who walked in glory and in joy   45

Following his plough, along the mountain-side:

By our own spirits are we deified:

We Poets in our youth begin in gladness;

But thereof come in the end despondency and madness.
 

Now, whether it were by peculiar grace,   50

A leading from above, a something given,

Yet it befell, that, in this lonely place,

When I with these untoward thoughts had striven,

Beside a pool bare to the eye of heaven

I saw a Man before me unawares:   55

The oldest man he seemed that ever wore grey hairs.
 

As a huge stone is sometimes seen to lie

Couched on the bald top of an eminence;

Wonder to all who do the same espy,

By what means it could thither come, and whence;   60

So that it seems a thing endued with sense:

Like a sea-beast crawled forth, that on a shelf

Of rock or sand reposeth, there to sun itself;
 

Such seemed this Man, not all alive nor dead,

Nor all asleep — in his extreme old age:   65

His body was bent double, feet and head

Coming together in Life’s pilgrimage;

As if some dire constraint of pain, or rage

Of sickness felt by him in times long past,

A more than human weight upon his frame had cast.   70
 

Himself he propped, limbs, body, and pale face,

Upon a long grey staff of shaven wood:

And, still as I drew near with gentle pace,

Upon the margin of that moorish flood

Motionless as a cloud the old Man stood;   75

That heareth not the loud winds when they call;

And moveth altogether, if it move at all.
 

At length, himself unsettling, he the pond

Stirred with his staff, and fixedly did look

Upon the muddy water, which he conned,   80

As if he had been reading in a book:

And now a stranger’s privilege I took;

And, drawing to his side, to him did say,

‘This morning gives us promise of a glorious day.’
 

A gentle answer did the old Man make,   85

In courteous speech which forth he slowly drew:

And him with further words I thus bespake,

‘What occupation do you there pursue?

This is a lonesome place for one like you.’

Ere he replied, a flash of mild surprise   90

Broke from the sable orbs of his yet-vivid eyes.
 

His words came feebly, from a feeble chest,

But each in solemn order followed each,

With something of a lofty utterance drest — 

Choice word and measured phrase, above the reach   95

Of ordinary men; a stately speech;

Such as grave Livers do in Scotland use,

Religious men, who give to God and man their dues.
 

He told, that to these waters he had come

To gather leeches, being old and poor:   100

Employment hazardous and wearisome!

And he had many hardships to endure:

From pond to pond he roamed, from moor to moor:

Housing, with God’s good help, by choice or chance;

And in this way he gained an honest maintenance,   105
 

The old Man still stood talking by my side;

But now his voice to me was like a stream

Scarce heard; nor word from word could I divide:

And the whole body of the Man did seem

Like one whom I had met with in a dream;   110

Or like a man from some far region sent,

To give me human strength, by apt admonishment.
 

My former thoughts returned: the fear that kills

And hope that is unwilling to be fed;

Cold, pain, and labour, and all fleshly ills:   115

And mighty Poets in their misery dead.

 — Perplexed, and longing to be comforted,

My question eagerly did I renew,

‘How is it that you live, and what is it you do?’
 

He with a smile did then his words repeat:   120

And said, that, gathering leeches, far and wide

He travelled; stirring thus about his feet

The waters of the pools where they abide.

‘Once I could meet with them on every side;

But they have dwindled long by slow decay;   125

Yet still I persevere, and find them where I may.’
 

While he was talking thus, the lonely place,

The old Man’s shape, and speech — all troubled me:

In my mind’s eye I seemed to see him pace

About the weary moors continually,   130

Wandering about alone and silently.

While I these thoughts within myself pursued,

He, having made a pause, the same discourse renewed.
 

And soon with this he other matter blended,

Cheerfully uttered, with demeanour kind,   135

But stately in the main; and when he ended,

I could have laughed myself to scorn to find

In that decrepit Man so firm a mind.

‘God,’ said I, ‘be my help and stay secure;

I’ll think of the leech-gatherer on the lonely moor!’   140
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Laodamia
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

‘WITH sacrifice before the rising morn

Vows have I made by fruitless hope inspired;

And from the infernal Gods, ‘mid shades forlorn

Of night, my slaughtered Lord have I required:

Celestial pity I again implore; — 5

Restore him to my sight — great Jove, restore!’
 

So speaking, and by fervent love endowed

With faith, the Suppliant heavenward lifts her hands

While, like the sun emerging from a cloud,

Her countenance brightens — and her eye expands;   10

Her bosom heaves and spreads, her stature grows;

And she expects the issue in repose.
 

O terror! what hath she perceived? — O joy!

What doth she look on? — whom doth she behold?

Her Hero slain upon the beach of Troy?   15

His vital presence? his corporeal mould?

It is — if sense deceive her not— ’tis He!

And a God leads him, wingèd Mercury!
 

Mild Hermes spake — and touched her with his wand

That calms all fear; ‘Such grace hath crowned thy prayer,   20

Laodamia! that at Jove’s command

Thy Husband walks the paths of upper air:

He comes to tarry with thee three hours’ space;

Accept the gift, behold him face to face!’
 

Forth sprang the impassioned Queen her Lord to clasp:   25

Again that consummation she essayed;

But unsubstantial Form eludes her grasp

As often as that eager grasp was made.

The Phantom parts — but parts to reunite,

And re-assume his place before her sight.   30
 

‘Protesilàus, lo! thy guide is gone!

Confirm, I pray, the vision with thy voice:

This is our palace, — yonder is thy throne;

Speak, and the floor thou tread’st on will rejoice.

Not to appal me have the gods bestowed   35

This precious boon; and blest a sad abode.’
 

‘Great Jove, Laodamia! doth not leave

His gifts imperfect: — Spectre though I be,

I am not sent to scare thee or deceive;

But in reward of thy fidelity.   40

And something also did my worth obtain;

For fearless virtue bringeth boundless gain.
 

‘Thou knowest, the Delphic oracle foretold

That the first Greek who touched the Trojan strand

Should die; but me the threat could not withhold:   45

A generous cause a victim did demand;

And forth I leapt upon the sandy plain;

A self-devoted chief — by Hector slain.’
 

‘Supreme of Heroes — bravest, noblest, best!

Thy matchless courage I bewail no more,   50

Which then, when tens of thousands were deprest

By doubt, propelled thee to the fatal shore;

Thou found’st — and I forgive thee — here thou art — 

A nobler counsellor than my poor heart.
 

‘But thou, though capable of sternest deed,   55

Wert kind as resolute, and good as brave;

And he, whose power restores thee, hath decreed

Thou should’st elude the malice of the grave:

Redundant are thy locks, thy lips as fair

As when their breath enriched Thessalian air.   60
 

‘No Spectre greets me, — no vain shadow this;

Come, blooming Hero, place thee by my side!

Give, on this well-known couch, one nuptial kiss

To me, this day, a second time thy bride!’

Jove frowned in heaven: the conscious Parcæ threw   65

Upon those roseate lips a Stygian hue.
 

‘This visage tells thee that my doom is past:

Nor should the change be mourned, even if the joys

Of sense were able to return as fast

And surely as they vanish. Earth destroys   70

Those raptures duly — Erebus disdains:

Calm pleasures there abide — majestic pains.
 

‘Be taught, O faithful Consort, to control

Rebellious passion: for the Gods approve

The depth, and not the tumult, of the soul;   75

A fervent, not ungovernable, love.

Thy transports moderate; and meekly mourn

When I depart, for brief is my sojourn—’
 

‘Ah, wherefore? — Did not Hercules by force

Wrest from the guardian Monster of the tomb   80

Alcestis, a reanimated corse,

Given back to dwell on earth in vernal bloom?

Medea’s spells dispersed the weight of years,

And &198;son stood a youth ‘mid youthful peers.
 

‘The Gods to us are merciful — and they   85

Yet further may relent: for mightier far

Than strength of nerve and sinew, or the sway

Of magic potent over sun and star,

Is love, though oft to agony distrest,

And though his favourite seat be feeble woman’s breast.   90
 

‘But if thou goest, I follow—’ ‘Peace!’ he said — 

She looked upon him and was calmed and cheered;

The ghastly colour from his lips had fled;

In his deportment, shape, and mien, appeared

Elysian beauty, melancholy grace,   95

Brought from a pensive though a happy place.
 

He spake of love, such love as Spirits feel

In worlds whose course is equable and pure;

No fears to beat away — no strife to heal — 

The past unsighed for, and the future sure;   100

Spake of heroic arts in graver mood

Revived, with finer harmony pursued:
 

Of all that is most beauteous — imaged there

In happier beauty; more pellucid streams,

An ampler ether, a diviner air,   105

And fields invested with purpureal gleams;

Climes which the sun, who sheds the brightest day

Earth knows, is all unworthy to survey.
 

Yet there the Soul shall enter which hath earned

That privilege by virtue— ‘Ill,’ said he,   110

‘The end of man’s existence I discerned,

Who from ignoble games and revelry

Could draw, when we had parted, vain delight

While tears were thy best pastime, — day and night:
 

‘And while my youthful peers, before my eyes,   115

(Each hero following his peculiar bent)

Prepared themselves for glorious enterprise

By martial sports, — or, seated in the tent,

Chieftains and kings in council were detained;

What time the fleet at Aulis lay enchained.   120
 

‘The wished-for wind was given: — I then revolved

The oracle, upon the silent sea;

And, if no worthier led the way, resolved

That, of a thousand vessels, mine should be

The foremost prow in pressing to the strand, — 125

Mine the first blood that tinged the Trojan sand.
 

‘Yet bitter, oft-times bitter, was the pang

When of thy loss I thought, belovèd Wife!

On thee too fondly did my memory hang,

And on the joys we shared in mortal life, — 130

The paths which we had trod — these fountains, flowers,

My new-planned cities, and unfinished towers.
 

‘But should suspense permit the Foe to cry,

‘Behold, they tremble! — haughty their array,

Yet of their number no one dares to die!’ — 135

In soul I swept the indignity away:

Old frailties then recurred: — but lofty thought,

In act embodied, my deliverance wrought.
 

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

In reason, in self-government too slow;   140

I counsel thee by fortitude to seek

Our blest reunion in the shades below.

The invisible world with thee hath sympathized:

Be thy affections raised and solemnized.
 

‘Learn, by a mortal yearning, to ascend   145

Seeking a higher object. Love was given,

Encouraged, sanctioned, chiefly for that end:

For this the passion to excess was driven — 

That self might be annulled: her bondage prove

The fetters of a dream, opposed to love.’ — 150
 

Aloud she shrieked! for Hermes reappears!

Round the dear Shade she would have clung— ’tis vain:

The hours are past — too brief had they been years;

And him no mortal effort can detain:

Swift, toward the realms that know not earthly day,   155

He through the portal takes his silent way,

And on the palace floor a lifeless corse She lay.
 

Thus, all in vain exhorted and reproved,

She perished; and, as for a wilful crime,

By the just Gods whom no weak pity moved,   160

Was doomed to wear out her appointed time,

Apart from happy Ghosts — that gather flowers

Of blissful quiet ‘mid unfading bowers.
 

Yet tears to human suffering are due;

And mortal hopes defeated and o’erthrown   165

Are mourned by man, and not by man alone,

As fondly he believes. — Upon the side

Of Hellespont (such faith was entertained)

A knot of spiry trees for ages grew

From out the tomb of him for whom she died;   170

And ever, when such stature they had gained

That Ilium’s walls were subject to their view,

The trees’ tall summits withered at the sight;

A constant interchange of growth and blight!
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We Are Seven
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

A SIMPLE Child,

That lightly draws its breath,

And feels its life in every limb,

What should it know of death?
 

I met a little cottage Girl:   5

She was eight years old, she said;

Her hair was thick with many a curl

That clustered round her head.
 

She had a rustic, woodland air,

And she was wildly clad:   10

Her eyes were fair, and very fair;

 — Her beauty made me glad.
 

‘Sisters and brothers, little Maid,

How many may you be?’

‘How many? Seven in all,’ she said,   15

And wondering looked at me.
 

‘And where are they? I pray you tell.’

She answered, ‘Seven are we;

And two of us at Conway dwell,

And two are gone to sea.   20
 

‘Two of us in the church-yard lie,

My sister and my brother;

And, in the church-yard cottage, I

Dwell near them with my mother.’
 

‘You say that two at Conway dwell,   25

And two are gone to sea,

Yet ye are seven! — I pray you tell,

Sweet Maid, how this may be.’
 

Then did the little Maid reply,

‘Seven boys and girls are we;   30

Two of us in the church-yard lie,

Beneath the church-yard tree.’
 

‘You run above, my little Maid,

Your limbs they are alive;

If two are in the church-yard laid,   35

Then ye are only five.’
 

‘Their graves are green, they may be seen,’

The little Maid replied,

‘Twelve steps or more from my mother’s door,

And they are side by side.   40
 

‘My stockings there I often knit,

My kerchief there I hem;

And there upon the ground I sit,

And sing a song to them.
 

‘And often after sun-set, Sir,   45

When it is light and fair,

I take my little porringer,

And eat my supper there.
 

‘The first that died was sister Jane;

In bed she moaning lay,   50

Till God released her of her pain;

And then she went away.
 

‘So in the church-yard she was laid;

And, when the grass was dry,

Together round her grave we played,   55

My brother John and I
 

‘And when the ground was white with snow,

And I could run and slide,

My brother John was forced to go,

And he lies by her side.’   60
 

‘How many are you, then,’ said I,

‘If they two are in heaven?’

Quick was the little Maid’s reply,

‘O Master! we are seven.’
 

‘But they are dead; those two are dead!   65

Their spirits are in heaven!’

’Twas throwing words away; for still

The little Maid would have her will,

And said, ‘Nay, we are seven!’
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Lucy
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

I
 

STRANGE fits of passion have I known:

 And I will dare to tell,

But in the lover’s ear alone,

 What once to me befell.
 

When she I loved look’d every day   5

 Fresh as a rose in June,

I to her cottage bent my way,

 Beneath an evening moon.
 

Upon the moon I fix’d my eye,

 All over the wide lea;   10

With quickening pace my horse drew nigh

 Those paths so dear to me.
 

And now we reach’d the orchard-plot;

 And, as we climb’d the hill,

The sinking moon to Lucy’s cot   15

 Came near and nearer still.
 

In one of those sweet dreams I slept,

 Kind Nature’s gentlest boon!

And all the while my eyes I kept

 On the descending moon.   20
 

My horse moved on; hoof after hoof

 He raised, and never stopp’d:

When down behind the cottage roof,

 At once, the bright moon dropp’d.
 

What fond and wayward thoughts will slide   25

 Into a lover’s head!

‘O mercy!’ to myself I cried,

 ‘If Lucy should be dead!’
 

II
 

She dwelt among the untrodden ways

 Beside the springs of Dove;   30

A maid whom there were none to praise,

 And very few to love.
 

A violet by a mossy stone

 Half-hidden from the eye!

 — Fair as a star, when only one   35

 Is shining in the sky.
 

She lived unknown, and few could know

 When Lucy ceased to be;

But she is in her grave, and, O!

 The difference to me!   40
 

III
 

I travell’d among unknown men

 In lands beyond the sea;

Nor, England! did I know till then

 What love I bore to thee.
 

’Tis past, that melancholy dream!   45

 Nor will I quit thy shore

A second time, for still I seem

 To love thee more and more.
 

Among thy mountains did I feel

 The joy of my desire;   50

And she I cherish’d turn’d her wheel

 Beside an English fire.
 

Thy mornings show’d, thy nights conceal’d

 The bowers where Lucy play’d;

And thine too is the last green field   55

 That Lucy’s eyes survey’d.
 

IV
 

Three years she grew in sun and shower;

Then Nature said, ‘A lovelier flower

On earth was never sown:

This child I to myself will take;   60

She shall be mine, and I will make

A lady of my own.
 

‘Myself will to my darling be

Both law and impulse: and with me

The girl, in rock and plain,   65

In earth and heaven, in glade and bower,

Shall feel an overseeing power

To kindle or restrain.
 

‘She shall be sportive as the fawn

That wild with glee across the lawn   70

Or up the mountain springs;

And her’s shall be the breathing balm,

And her’s the silence and the calm

Of mute insensate things.
 

‘The floating clouds their state shall lend   75

To her; for her the willow bend;

Nor shall she fail to see

E’en in the motions of the storm

Grace that shall mould the maiden’s form

By silent sympathy.   80
 

‘The stars of midnight shall be dear

To her; and she shall lean her ear

In many a secret place

Where rivulets dance their wayward round,

And beauty born of murmuring sound   85

Shall pass into her face.
 

‘And vital feelings of delight

Shall rear her form to stately height,

Her virgin bosom swell;

Such thoughts to Lucy I will give   90

Where she and I together live

Here in this happy dell.’
 

Thus Nature spake — The work was done — 

How soon my Lucy’s race was run!

She died, and left to me   95

This heath, this calm and quiet scene;

The memory of what has been,

And never more will be.
 

V
 

A slumber did my spirit seal;

 I had no human fears:   100

She seem’d a thing that could not feel

 The touch of earthly years.
 

No motion has she now, no force;

 She neither hears nor sees;

Roll’d round in earth’s diurnal course   105

 With rocks, and stones, and trees.
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The Inner Vision
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

MOST sweet it is with unuplifted eyes

To pace the ground, if path there be or none

While a fair region round the Traveller lies

Which he forbears again to look upon;
 

Pleased rather with some soft ideal scene   5

The work of Fancy, or some happy tone

Of meditation, slipping in between

The beauty coming and the beauty gone.
 

 — If Thought and Love desert us, from that day

Let us break off all commerce with the Muse:   10

With Thought and Love companions of our way — 
 

Whate’er the senses take or may refuse, — 

The Mind’s internal heaven shall shed her dews

Of inspiration on the humblest lay.
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By the Sea
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

IT is a beauteous evening, calm and free;

The holy time is quiet as a nun

Breathless with adoration; the broad sun

Is sinking down in its tranquillity;
 

The gentleness of heaven is on the Sea:   5

Listen! the mighty being is awake,

And doth with his eternal motion make

A sound like thunder — everlastingly.
 

Dear child! dear girl! that walkest with me here,

If thou appear untouch’d by solemn thought   10

Thy nature is not therefore less divine:
 

Thou liest in Abraham’s bosom all the year,

And worship’st at the Temple’s inner shrine,

God being with thee when we know it not.
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Upon Westminster Bridge
 

Sept. 3, 1802
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

EARTH has not anything to show more fair:

Dull would he be of soul who could pass by

A sight so touching in its majesty:

This City now doth like a garment wear
 

The beauty of the morning: silent, bare,   5

Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie

Open unto the fields, and to the sky,

All bright and glittering in the smokeless air.
 

Never did sun more beautifully steep

In his first splendour valley, rock, or hill;   10

Ne’er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep!
 

The river glideth at his own sweet will:

Dear God! the very houses seem asleep;

And all that mighty heart is lying still!
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To a Distant Friend
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

WHY art thou silent? Is thy love a plant

Of such weak fibre that the treacherous air

Of absence withers what was once so fair?

Is there no debt to pay, no boon to grant?
 

Yet have my thoughts for thee been vigilant,   5

Bound to thy service with unceasing care — 

The mind’s least generous wish a mendicant

For nought but what thy happiness could spare.
 

Speak! — though this soft warm heart, once free to hold

A thousand tender pleasures, thine and mine,   10

Be left more desolate, more dreary cold
 

Than a forsaken bird’s-nest fill’d with snow

‘Mid its own bush of leafless eglantine — 

Speak, that my torturing doubts their end may know!
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Desideria
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

SURPRIZED by joy — impatient as the wind — 

I turn’d to share the transport — O with whom

But Thee — deep buried in the silent tomb,

That spot which no vicissitude can find?
 

Love, faithful love recall’d thee to my mind   5

But how could I forget thee? Through what power

Even for the least division of an hour

Have I been so beguiled as to be blind
 

To my most grievous loss — That thought’s return

Was the worst pang that sorrow ever bore,   10

Save one, one only, when I stood forlorn,
 

Knowing my heart’s best treasure was no more;

That neither present time, nor years unborn

Could to my sight that heavenly face restore.
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We Must Be Free or Die
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

IT is not to be thought of that the flood

Of British freedom, which, to the open sea

Of the world’s praise, from dark antiquity

Hath flowed, ‘with pomp of waters, unwithstood,’

Roused though it be full often to a mood   5

Which spurns the check of salutary bands,

That this most famous Stream in bogs and sands

Should perish; and to evil and to good

Be lost for ever. In our halls is hung

Armoury of the invincible knights of old:   10

We must be free or die, who speak the tongue

That Shakespeare spoke: the faith and morals hold

Which Milton held. — In everything we are sprung

Of Earth’s first blood, have titles manifold.
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England and Switzerland
 

[1802]
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

TWO voices are there, one is of the Sea,

One of the Mountains, each a mighty voice:

In both from age to age thou didst rejoice,

They were thy chosen music, Liberty!
 

There came a tyrant, and with holy glee   5

Thou fought’st against him, — but hast vainly striven:

Thou from thy Alpine holds at length art driven

Where not a torrent murmurs heard by thee.
 

 — Of one deep bliss thine ear hath been bereft;

Then cleave, O cleave to that which still is left — 10

For high-soul’d Maid, what sorrow would it be
 

That Mountain floods should thunder as before,

And Ocean bellow from his rocky shore,

And neither awful Voice be heard by Thee!
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On the Extinction of the Venetian Republic
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

ONCE did She hold the gorgeous East in fee

And was the safeguard of the West; the worth

Of Venice did not fall below her birth,

Venice, the eldest child of liberty.
 

She was a maiden city, bright and free;   5

No guile seduced, no force could violate;

And when she took unto herself a mate,

She must espouse the everlasting Sea.
 

And what if she had seen those glories fade,

Those titles vanish, and that strength decay, — 10

Yet shall some tribute of regret be paid
 

When her long life hath reach’d its final day:

Men are we, and must grieve when even the shade

Of that which once was great has pass’d away.
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London, MDCCCII
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

O FRIEND! I know not which way I must look

For comfort, being, as I am, opprest

To think that now our life is only drest

For show; mean handi-work of craftsman, cook,
 

Or groom! — We must run glittering like a brook   5

In the open sunshine, or we are unblest;

The wealthiest man among us is the best:

No grandeur now in nature or in book
 

Delights us. Rapine, avarice, expense,

This is idolatry; and these we adore:   10

Plain living and high thinking are no more:
 

The homely beauty of the good old cause

Is gone; our peace, our fearful innocence,

And pure religion breathing household laws.
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The Same
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

MILTON! thou shouldst be living at this hour:

England hath need of thee: she is a fen

Of stagnant waters: altar, sword, and pen,

Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower,
 

Have forfeited their ancient English dower   5

Of inward happiness. We are selfish men:

O! raise us up, return to us again;

And give us manners, virtue, freedom, power.
 

Thy soul was like a Star, and dwelt apart:

Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea,   10

Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free;
 

So didst thou travel on life’s common way

In cheerful godliness; and yet thy heart

The lowliest duties on herself did lay.
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When I Have Borne
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

WHEN I have borne in memory what has tamed

Great nations; how ennobling thoughts depart

When men change swords for ledgers, and desert

The student’s bower for gold, — some fears unnamed
 

I had, my Country! — am I to be blamed?   5

Now, when I think of thee, and what thou art,

Verily, in the bottom of my heart

Of those unfilial fears I am ashamed.
 

For dearly must we prize thee; we who find

In thee a bulwark for the cause of men;   10

And I by my affection was beguiled:
 

What wonder if a Poet now and then,

Among the many movements of his mind,

Felt for thee as a lover or a child!
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The World is Too Much With Us
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

THE WORLD is too much with us; late and soon,

Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers;

Little we see in Nature that is ours;

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!
 

This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon,   5

The winds that will be howling at all hours

And are up-gather’d now like sleeping flowers,

For this, for every thing, we are out of tune;
 

It moves us not. — Great God! I’d rather be

A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn, — 10

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea,
 

Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;

Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea;

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathéd horn.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Within King’s College Chapel, Cambridge
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

TAX not the royal Saint with vain expense,

With ill-match’d aims the Architect who plann’d

(Albeit labouring for a scanty band

Of white-robed Scholars only) this immense
 

And glorious work of fine intelligence!   5

 — Give all thou canst; high Heaven rejects the lore

Of nicely-calculated less or more: — 

So deem’d the man who fashion’d for the sense
 

These lofty pillars, spread that branching roof

Self-poised, and scoop’d into ten thousand cells   10

Where light and shade repose, where music dwells
 

Lingering and wandering on as loth to die — 

Like thoughts whose very sweetness yieldeth proof

That they were born for immortality.
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Valedictory Sonnet to the River Duddon
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

I THOUGHT of Thee, my partner and my guide,

 As being past away. — Vain sympathies!

 For, backward, Duddon! as I cast my eyes,

I see what was, and is, and will abide;

Still glides the Stream, and shall for ever glide;   5

 The Form remains, the Function never dies;

 While we, the brave, the mighty, and the wise,

We Men, who in our morn of youth defied

The elements, must vanish; — be it so!

 Enough, if something from our hands have power   10

To live, and act, and serve the future hour;

And if, as toward the silent tomb we go,

 Through love, through hope, and faith’s transcendent dower,

We feel that we are greater than we know.
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Composed at Neidpath Castle, the Property of Lord Queensberry
 

[1803]
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

DEGENERATE Douglas! oh, the unworthy lord!

Whom mere despite of heart could so far please

And love of havoc, (for with such disease

Fame taxes him,) that he could send forth word
 

To level with the dust a noble horde,   5

A brotherhood of venerable trees,

Leaving an ancient dome, and towers like these,

Beggar’d and outraged! — Many hearts deplored
 

The fate of those old trees; and oft with pain

The traveller at this day will stop and gaze   10

On wrongs, which Nature scarcely seems to heed:
 

For shelter’d places, bosoms, nooks, and bays,

And the pure mountains, and the gentle Tweed,

And the green silent pastures, yet remain.
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Admonition to a Traveller
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

YES, there is holy pleasure in thine eye!

 — The lovely cottage in the guardian nook

Hath stirr’d thee deeply; with its own dear brook,

Its own small pasture, almost its own sky!
 

But covet not the abode; O do not sigh   5

As many do, repining while they look;

Intruders who would tear from Nature’s book

This precious leaf with harsh impiety:
 

 — Think what the home must be if it were thine,

Even thine, though few thy wants! — Roof, window, door,   10

The very flowers are sacred to the Poor,
 

The roses to the porch which they entwine:

Yea, all that now enchants thee, from the day

On which it should be touch’d would melt away!
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To Sleep
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

A FLOCK of sheep that leisurely pass by

One after one; the sound of rain, and bees

Murmuring; the fall of rivers, winds and seas,

Smooth fields, white sheets of water, and pure sky; — 
 

I’ve thought of all by turns, and still I lie   5

Sleepless; and soon the small birds’ melodies

Must hear, first utter’d from my orchard trees,

And the first cuckoo’s melancholy cry.
 

Even thus last night, and two nights more I lay,

And could not win thee, Sleep! by any stealth:   10

So do not let me wear to-night away:
 

Without Thee what is all the morning’s wealth?

Come, blesséd barrier between day and day,

Dear mother of fresh thoughts and joyous health!
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The Sonnet
 

William Wordsworth (1770–1850)
 

I
 

NUNS fret not at their convent’s narrow room;

And hermits are contented with their cells;

 And students with their pensive citadels;

Maids at the wheel, the weaver at his loom,

Sit blithe and happy; bees that soar for bloom,   5

 High as the highest peak of Furness-fells,

 Will murmur by the hour in foxglove bells:

In truth the prison, unto which we doom

Ourselves, no prison is: and hence for me,

 In sundry moods, ’twas pastime to be bound   10

 Within the Sonnet’s scanty plot of ground;

Pleased if some souls (for such there needs must be)

Who have felt the weight of too much liberty,

 Should find brief solace there, as I have found.
 

II
 

SCORN not the Sonnet; Critic, you have frown’d,   15

Mindless of its just honours; with this key

 Shakespeare unlock’d his heart; the melody

Of this small lute gave ease to Petrarch’s wound;

A thousand times this pipe did Tasso sound;

 With it Cam˜ens sooth’d an exile’s grief;   20

 The Sonnet glitter’d a gay myrtle leaf

Amid the cypress with which Dante crown’d

His visionary brow: a glow-worm lamp,

 It cheer’d mild Spenser, call’d from Faery-land

To struggle through dark ways; and, when a damp   25

 Fell round the path of Milton, in his hand

The Thing became a trumpet; whence he blew

Soul-animating strains — alas, too few!
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William Lisle Bowles
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Dover Cliffs
 

William Lisle Bowles (1762–1850)
 

ON these white cliffs, that calm above the flood

Uplift their shadowy heads, and at their feet

Scarce hear the surge that has for ages beat,

Sure many a lonely wanderer has stood;

And while the distant murmur met his ear,   5

And o’er the distant billows the still eve

Sailed slow, has thought of all his heart must leave

To-morrow; of the friends he loved most dear;

Of social scenes from which he wept to part.

But if, like me, he knew how fruitless all   10

The thoughts that would full fain the past recall;

Soon would he quell the risings of his heart,

And brave the wild winds and unhearing tide,

The world his country, and his God his guide.
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Samuel Taylor Coleridge
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The Rime of the Ancient Mariner
 

IN SEVEN PARTS
 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge (1772–1834)
 

ARGUMENT. — How a Ship having passed the Line was driven by storms to the cold Country towards the South Pole; and how from thence she made her course to the tropical Latitude of the Great Pacific Ocean; and of the strange things that befell; and in what manner the Ancyent Marinere came back to his own Country. [1798.]
 

The Rime of the Ancient Mariner: Part the First.
 

It is an ancient Mariner,
 And he stoppeth one of three.
 “By thy long grey beard and glittering eye,
 Now wherefore stopp’st thou me?
 

“The Bridegroom’s doors are opened wide,
 And I am next of kin;
 The guests are met, the feast is set:
 May’st hear the merry din.”
 

He holds him with his skinny hand,
 “There was a ship,” quoth he.
 “Hold off! unhand me, grey-beard loon!”
 Eftsoons his hand dropt he.
 

He holds him with his glittering eye — 
 The Wedding-Guest stood still,
 And listens like a three years child:
 The Mariner hath his will.
 

The Wedding-Guest sat on a stone:
 He cannot chuse but hear;
 And thus spake on that ancient man,
 The bright-eyed Mariner.
 

The ship was cheered, the harbour cleared,
 Merrily did we drop
 Below the kirk, below the hill,
 Below the light-house top.
 

The Sun came up upon the left,
 Out of the sea came he!
 And he shone bright, and on the right
 Went down into the sea.
 

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

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

The Wedding-Guest he beat his breast,
 Yet he cannot chuse but hear;
 And thus spake on that ancient man,
 The bright-eyed Mariner.
 

And now the STORM-BLAST came, and he
 Was tyrannous and strong:
 He struck with his o’ertaking wings,
 And chased south along.
 

With sloping masts and dipping prow,
 As who pursued with yell and blow
 Still treads the shadow of his foe
 And forward bends his head,
 The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast,
 And southward aye we fled.
 

And now there came both mist and snow,
 And it grew wondrous cold:
 And ice, mast-high, came floating by,
 As green as emerald.
 

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

The ice was here, the ice was there,
 The ice was all around:
 It cracked and growled, and roared and howled,
 Like noises in a swound!
 

At length did cross an Albatross:
 Thorough the fog it came;
 As if it had been a Christian soul,
 We hailed it in God’s name.
 

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!
 

And a good south wind sprung up behind;
 The Albatross did follow,
 And every day, for food or play,
 Came to the mariners’ hollo!
 

In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud,
 It perched for vespers nine;
 Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white,
 Glimmered the white Moon-shine.
 

“God save thee, ancient Mariner!
 From the fiends, that plague thee thus! — 
 Why look’st thou so?” — With my cross-bow
 I shot the ALBATROSS.
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The Rime of the Ancient Mariner: Part the Second.
 

The Sun now rose upon the right:
 Out of the sea came he,
 Still hid in mist, and on the left
 Went down into the sea.
 

And the good south wind still blew behind
 But no sweet bird did follow,
 Nor any day for food or play
 Came to the mariners’ hollo!
 

And I had done an hellish thing,
 And it would work ’em woe:
 For all averred, I had killed the bird
 That made the breeze to blow.
 Ah wretch! said they, the bird to slay
 That made the breeze to blow!
 

Nor dim nor red, like God’s own head,
 The glorious Sun uprist:
 Then all averred, I had killed the bird
 That brought the fog and mist.
 ’Twas right, said they, such birds to slay,
 That bring the fog and mist.
 

The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew,
 The furrow followed free:
 We were the first that ever burst
 Into that silent sea.
 

Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down,
 ’Twas sad as sad could be;
 And we did speak only to break
 The silence of the sea!
 

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, every where,
 And all the boards did shrink;
 Water, water, every where,
 Nor any drop to drink.
 

The very deep did rot: O Christ!
 That ever this should be!
 Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs
 Upon the slimy sea.
 

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

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

And every tongue, through utter drought,
 Was withered at the root;
 We could not speak, no more than if
 We had been choked with soot.
 

Ah! well a-day! what evil looks
 Had I from old and young!
 Instead of the cross, the Albatross
 About my neck was hung.
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The Rime of the Ancient Mariner: Part the Third.
 

There passed a weary time.  Each throat
 Was parched, and glazed each eye.
 A weary time! a weary time!
 How glazed each weary eye,
 When looking westward, I beheld
 A something in the sky.
 

At first it seemed a little speck,
 And then it seemed a mist:
 It moved and moved, and took at last
 A certain shape, I wist.
 

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

With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,
 We could not laugh nor wail;
 Through utter drought all dumb we stood!
 I bit my arm, I sucked the blood,
 And cried, A sail! a sail!
 

With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,
 Agape they heard me call:
 Gramercy! they for joy did grin,
 And all at once their breath drew in,
 As they were drinking all.
 

See! see! (I cried) she tacks no more!
 Hither to work us weal;
 Without a breeze, without a tide,
 She steadies with upright keel!
 

The western wave was all a-flame
 The day was well nigh done!
 Almost upon the western wave
 Rested the broad bright Sun;
 When that strange shape drove suddenly
 Betwixt us and the Sun.
 

And straight the Sun was flecked with bars,
 (Heaven’s Mother send us grace!)
 As if through a dungeon-grate he peered,
 With broad and burning face.
 

Alas! (thought I, and my heart beat loud)
 How fast she nears and nears!
 Are those her sails that glance in the Sun,
 Like restless gossameres!
 

Are those her ribs through which the Sun
 Did peer, as through a grate?
 And is that Woman all her crew?
 Is that a DEATH? and are there two?
 Is DEATH that woman’s mate?
 

Her lips were red, her looks were free,
 Her locks were yellow as gold:
 Her skin was as white as leprosy,
 The Night-Mare LIFE-IN-DEATH was she,
 Who thicks man’s blood with cold.
 

The naked hulk alongside came,
 And the twain were casting dice;
 “The game is done!  I’ve won!  I’ve won!”
 Quoth she, and whistles thrice.
 

The Sun’s rim dips; the stars rush out:
 At one stride comes the dark;
 With far-heard whisper, o’er the sea.
 Off shot the spectre-bark.
 

We listened and looked sideways up!
 Fear at my heart, as at a cup,
 My life-blood seemed to sip!
 

The stars were dim, and thick the night,
 The steersman’s face by his lamp gleamed white;
 From the sails the dew did drip — 
 Till clombe above the eastern bar
 The horned Moon, with one bright star
 Within the nether tip.
 

One after one, by the star-dogged Moon
 Too quick for groan or sigh,
 Each turned his face with a ghastly pang,
 And cursed me with his eye.
 

Four times fifty living men,
 (And I heard nor sigh nor groan)
 With heavy thump, a lifeless lump,
 They dropped down one by one.
 

The souls did from their bodies fly, — 
 They fled to bliss or woe!
 And every soul, it passed me by,
 Like the whizz of my CROSS-BOW!
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The Rime of the Ancient Mariner: Part the Fourth.
 

“I fear thee, ancient Mariner!
 I fear thy skinny hand!
 And thou art long, and lank, and brown,
 As is the ribbed sea-sand.
 

“I fear thee and thy glittering eye,
 And thy skinny hand, so brown.” — 
 Fear not, fear not, thou Wedding-Guest!
 This body dropt not down.
 

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

The many men, so beautiful!
 And they all dead did lie:
 And a thousand thousand slimy things
 Lived on; and so did I.
 

I looked upon the rotting sea,
 And drew my eyes away;
 I looked upon the rotting deck,
 And there the dead men lay.
 

I looked to Heaven, and tried to pray:
 But or ever a prayer had gusht,
 A wicked whisper came, and made
 my heart as dry as dust.
 

I closed my lids, and kept them close,
 And the balls like pulses beat;
 For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the sky
 Lay like a load on my weary eye,
 And the dead were at my feet.
 

The cold sweat melted from their limbs,
 Nor rot nor reek did they:
 The look with which they looked on me
 Had never passed away.
 

An orphan’s curse would drag to Hell
 A spirit from on high;
 But oh! more horrible than that
 Is a curse in a dead man’s eye!
 Seven days, seven nights, I saw that curse,
 And yet I could not die.
 

The moving Moon went up the sky,
 And no where 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 charmed water burnt alway
 A still and awful red.
 

Beyond the shadow of the ship,
 I watched the water-snakes:
 They moved in tracks of shining white,
 And when they reared, the elfish light
 Fell off in hoary flakes.
 

Within the shadow of the ship
 I watched their rich attire:
 Blue, glossy green, and velvet black,
 They coiled and swam; and every track
 Was a flash of golden fire.
 

O happy living things! no tongue
 Their beauty might declare:
 A spring of love gushed from my heart,
 And I blessed them unaware:
 Sure my kind saint took pity on me,
 And I blessed them unaware.
 

The self same moment I could pray;
 And from my neck so free
 The Albatross fell off, and sank
 Like lead into the sea.
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The Rime of the Ancient Mariner: Part the Fifth.
 

Oh sleep! it is a gentle thing,
 Beloved from pole to pole!
 To Mary Queen the praise be given!
 She sent the gentle sleep from Heaven,
 That slid into my soul.
 

The silly buckets on the deck,
 That had so long remained,
 I dreamt that they were filled with dew;
 And when I awoke, it rained.
 

My lips were wet, my throat was cold,
 My garments all were dank;
 Sure I had drunken in my dreams,
 And still my body drank.
 

I moved, and could not feel my limbs:
 I was so light — almost
 I thought that I had died in sleep,
 And was a blessed ghost.
 

And soon I heard a roaring wind:
 It did not come anear;
 But with its sound it shook the sails,
 That were so thin and sere.
 

The upper air burst into life!
 And a hundred fire-flags sheen,
 To and fro they were hurried about!
 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 waters shot from some high crag,
 The lightning fell with never a jag,
 A river steep and wide.
 

The loud wind never reached the ship,
 Yet now the ship moved on!
 Beneath the lightning and the Moon
 The dead men gave a groan.
 

They groaned, they stirred, they all uprose,
 Nor spake, nor moved their eyes;
 It had been strange, even in a dream,
 To have seen those dead men rise.
 

The helmsman steered, the ship moved on;
 Yet never a breeze up blew;
 The mariners all ‘gan work the ropes,
 Where they were wont to do:
 They raised their limbs like lifeless tools — 
 We were a ghastly crew.
 

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.
 

“I fear thee, ancient Mariner!”
 Be calm, thou Wedding-Guest!
 ’Twas not those souls that fled in pain,
 Which to their corses came again,
 But a troop of spirits blest:
 

For when it dawned — they dropped their arms,
 And clustered round the mast;
 Sweet sounds rose slowly through their mouths,
 And from their bodies passed.
 

Around, around, flew each sweet sound,
 Then darted to the Sun;
 Slowly the sounds came back again,
 Now mixed, now one by one.
 

Sometimes a-dropping from the sky
 I heard the sky-lark sing;
 Sometimes all little birds that are,
 How they seemed to fill the sea and air
 With their sweet jargoning!
 

And now ’twas like all instruments,
 Now like a lonely flute;
 And now it is an angel’s song,
 That makes the Heavens be mute.
 

It ceased; yet still the sails made on
 A pleasant noise till noon,
 A noise like of a hidden brook
 In the leafy month of June,
 That to the sleeping 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 from beneath.
 

Under the keel nine fathom deep,
 From the land of mist and snow,
 The spirit slid: and it was he
 That made the ship to go.
 The sails at noon left off their tune,
 And the ship stood still also.
 

The Sun, right up above the mast,
 Had fixed her to the ocean:
 But in a minute she ‘gan stir,
 With a short uneasy motion — 
 Backwards and forwards half her length
 With a short uneasy motion.
 

Then like a pawing horse let go,
 She made a sudden bound:
 It flung the blood into my head,
 And I fell down in a swound.
 

How long in that same fit I lay,
 I have not to declare;
 But ere my living life returned,
 I heard and in my soul discerned
 Two VOICES in the air.
 

“Is it he?” quoth one, “Is this the man?
 By him who died on cross,
 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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The Rime of the Ancient Mariner: Part the Sixth.
 

FIRST VOICE.
 

But tell me, tell me! speak again,
 Thy soft response renewing — 
 What makes that ship drive on so fast?
 What is the OCEAN doing?
 SECOND VOICE.
 

Still as a slave before his lord,
 The OCEAN hath no blast;
 His great bright eye most silently
 Up to the Moon is cast — 
 

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

But why drives on that ship so fast,
 Without or wave or wind?
 SECOND VOICE.
 

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

Fly, brother, fly! more high, more high
 Or we shall be belated:
 For slow and slow that ship will go,
 When the Mariner’s trance is abated.
 

I woke, and we were sailing on
 As in a gentle weather:
 ’Twas night, calm night, the Moon was high;
 The dead men stood together.
 

All stood together on the deck,
 For a charnel-dungeon fitter:
 All fixed on me their stony eyes,
 That in the Moon did glitter.
 

The pang, the curse, with which they died,
 Had never passed away:
 I could not draw my eyes from theirs,
 Nor turn them up to pray.
 

And now this spell was snapt: once more
 I viewed the ocean green.
 And looked far forth, yet little saw
 Of what had else been seen — 
 

Like one that on a lonesome road
 Doth walk in fear and dread,
 And having once turned round walks on,
 And turns no more his head;
 Because he knows, a frightful fiend
 Doth close behind him tread.
 

But soon there breathed a wind on me,
 Nor sound nor motion made:
 Its path was not upon the sea,
 In ripple or in shade.
 

It raised my hair, it fanned my cheek
 Like a meadow-gale of spring — 
 It mingled strangely with my fears,
 Yet it felt like a welcoming.
 

Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship,
 Yet she sailed softly too:
 Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze — 
 On me alone it blew.
 

Oh! dream of joy! is this indeed
 The light-house top I see?
 Is this the hill? is this the kirk?
 Is this mine own countree!
 

We drifted o’er the harbour-bar,
 And I with sobs did pray — 
 O let me be awake, my God!
 Or let me sleep alway.
 

The harbour-bay was clear as glass,
 So smoothly it was strewn!
 And on the bay the moonlight lay,
 And the shadow of the moon.
 

The rock shone bright, the kirk no less,
 That stands above the rock:
 The moonlight steeped in silentness
 The steady weathercock.
 

And the bay was white with silent light,
 Till rising from the same,
 Full many shapes, that shadows were,
 In crimson colours came.
 

A little distance from the prow
 Those crimson shadows were:
 I turned my eyes upon the deck — 
 Oh, Christ! what saw I there!
 

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 turned perforce away,
 And I saw a boat appear.
 

The Pilot, and the Pilot’s boy,
 I heard them coming fast:
 Dear Lord in Heaven! it was a joy
 The dead men could not blast.
 

I saw a third — I heard his voice:
 It is the Hermit good!
 He singeth loud his godly hymns
 That he makes in the wood.
 He’ll shrieve my soul, he’ll wash away
 The Albatross’s blood.
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The Rime of the Ancient Mariner: Part the Seventh.
 

This Hermit good lives in that wood
 Which slopes down to the sea.
 How loudly his sweet voice he rears!
 He loves to talk with marineres
 That come from a far countree.
 

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?”
 

“Strange, by my faith!” the Hermit said — 
 “And they answered not our cheer!
 The planks looked warped! and see those sails,
 How thin they are and sere!
 I never saw aught like to them,
 Unless perchance it were
 

“Brown skeletons of leaves that lag
 My forest-brook along;
 When the ivy-tod is heavy with snow,
 And the owlet whoops to the wolf below,
 That eats the she-wolf’s young.”
 

“Dear Lord! it hath a fiendish look — 
 (The Pilot made reply)
 I am a-feared”— “Push on, push on!”
 Said the Hermit cheerily.
 

The boat came closer to the ship,
 But I nor spake nor stirred;
 The boat came close beneath the ship,
 And straight a sound was heard.
 

Under the water it rumbled on,
 Still louder and more dread:
 It reached the ship, it split the bay;
 The ship went down like lead.
 

Stunned by that loud and dreadful sound,
 Which sky and ocean smote,
 Like one that hath been seven days drowned
 My body lay afloat;
 But swift as dreams, myself I found
 Within the Pilot’s boat.
 

Upon the whirl, where sank the ship,
 The boat spun round and round;
 And all was still, save that the hill
 Was telling of the sound.
 

I moved my lips — the Pilot shrieked
 And fell down in a fit;
 The holy Hermit raised his eyes,
 And prayed where he did sit.
 

I took the oars: the Pilot’s boy,
 Who now doth crazy go,
 Laughed loud and long, and all the while
 His eyes went to and fro.
 “Ha! ha!” quoth he, “full plain I see,
 The Devil knows how to row.”
 

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

“O shrieve me, shrieve me, holy man!”
 The Hermit crossed his brow.
 “Say quick,” quoth he, “I bid thee say — 
 What manner of man art thou?”
 

Forthwith this frame of mine was wrenched
 With a woeful agony,
 Which forced me to begin my tale;
 And then it left me free.
 

Since then, at an uncertain hour,
 That agony returns;
 And till my ghastly tale is told,
 This heart within me burns.
 

I pass, like night, from land to land;
 I have strange power of speech;
 That moment that his face I see,
 I know the man that must hear me:
 To him my tale I teach.
 

What loud uproar bursts from that door!
 The wedding-guests are there:
 But in the garden-bower the bride
 And bride-maids singing are:
 And hark the little vesper bell,
 Which biddeth me to prayer!
 

O Wedding-Guest! this soul hath been
 Alone on a wide wide sea:
 So lonely ’twas, that God himself
 Scarce seemed there to be.
 

O sweeter than the marriage-feast,
 ’Tis sweeter far to me,
 To walk together to the kirk
 With a goodly company! — 
 

To walk together to the kirk,
 And all together pray,
 While each to his great Father bends,
 Old men, and babes, and loving friends,
 And youths and maidens gay!
 

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

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

The Mariner, whose eye is bright,
 Whose beard with age is hoar,
 Is gone: and now the Wedding-Guest
 Turned from the bridegroom’s door.
 

He went like one that hath been stunned,
 And is of sense forlorn:
 A sadder and a wiser man,
 He rose the morrow morn.
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Kubla Khan
 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge (1772–1834)
 

IN Xanadu did Kubla Khan

 A stately pleasure-dome decree:

Where Alph, the sacred river, ran

Through caverns measureless to man

 Down to a sunless sea.   5

So twice five miles of fertile ground

With walls and towers were girdled round:

And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills,

Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree

And here were forests ancient as the hills,   10

Enfolding sunny spots of greenery.
 

But oh! that deep romantic chasm which slanted

Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover!

A savage place! as holy and enchanted

As e’er beneath a waning moon was haunted   15

By woman wailing for her demon-lover!

And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething

As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing,

A mighty fountain momently was forced;

Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst   20

Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail,

Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’s flail:

And ‘mid these dancing rocks at once and ever

It flung up momently the sacred river.

Five miles meandering with a mazy motion   25

Through wood and dale the sacred river ran,

Then reached the caverns measureless to man,

And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean:

And ‘mid this tumult Kubla heard from far

Ancestral voices prophesying war!   30
 

  The shadow of the dome of pleasure

   Floated midway on the waves;

  Where was heard the mingled measure

   From the fountain and the caves.

It was a miracle of rare device,   35

A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice!
 

  A damsel with a dulcimer

   In a vision once I saw:

  It was an Abyssinian maid,

   And on her dulcimer she played,   40

  Singing of Mount Abora.

  Could I revive within me

  Her symphony and song,

To such a deep delight ’twould win me,

That with music loud and long,   45

I would build that done in air,

That sunny dome! those caves of ice!

And all who heard should see them there,

And all should cry, Beware! Beware!

His flashing eyes, his floating hair!   50

Weave a circle round him thrice,

  And close your eyes with holy dread,

  For he on honey-dew hath fed,

And drunk the milk of Paradise.
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Youth and Age
 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge (1772–1834)
 

VERSE, a breeze ‘mid blossoms straying,

Where Hope clung feeding, like a bee — 

Both were mine! Life went a-maying

   With Nature, Hope, and Poesy,

      When I was young!   5

When I was young? — Ah, woful When!

Ah! for the change ‘twixt Now and Then!

This breathing house not built with hands,

This body that does me grievous wrong,

O’er aery cliffs and glittering sands   10

How lightly then it flash’d along:

Like those trim skiffs, unknown of yore,

On winding lakes and rivers wide,

That ask no aid of sail or oar,

That fear no spite of wind or tide!   15

Nought cared this body for wind or weather

When Youth and I lived in’t together.
 

 Flowers are lovely; Love is flower-like;

Friendship is a sheltering tree;

O! the joys, that came down shower-like,   20

Of Friendship, Love, and Liberty,

      Ere I was old!

Ere I was old? Ah woful Ere,

Which tells me, Youth’s no longer here.

O Youth! for years so many and sweet,   25

’Tis known that Thou and I were one,

I’ll think it but a fond conceit — 

It cannot be, that Thou art gone!

Thy vesper-bell hath not yet toll’d: — 

And thou wert aye a masker bold!   30

What strange disguise hast now put on

To make believe that Thou art gone?

I see these locks in silvery slips,

This drooping gait, this alter’d size:

But Springtide blossoms on thy lips,   35

And tears take sunshine from thine eyes!

Life is but Thought: so think I will

That Youth and I are housemates still.
 

 Dew-drops are the gems of morning,

But the tears of mournful eve!   40

Where no hope is, life’s a warning

That only serves to make us grieve

      When we are old:

 — That only serves to make us grieve

With oft and tedious taking-leave,   45

Like some poor nigh-related guest

That may not rudely be dismist,

Yet hath out-stay’d his welcome while,

And tells the jest without the smile.
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Love
 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge (1772–1834)
 

ALL thoughts, all passions, all delights,

Whatever stirs this mortal frame,

All are but ministers of Love,

  And feed his sacred flame.
 

Oft in my waking dreams do I   5

Live o’er again that happy hour,

When midway on the mount I lay,

  Beside the ruin’d tower.
 

The moonshine stealing o’er the scene

Had blended with the lights of eve;   10

And she was there, my hope, my joy,

  My own dear Genevieve!
 

She lean’d against the arméd man,

The statue of the arméd knight;

She stood and listen’d to my lay,   15

  Amid the lingering light.
 

Few sorrows hath she of her own,

My hope! my joy! my Genevieve!

She loves me best, whene’er I sing

  The songs that make her grieve.   20
 

I play’d a soft and doleful air,

I sang an old and moving story — 

An old rude song, that suited well

  That ruin wild and hoary.
 

She listen’d with a flitting blush,   25

With downcast eyes and modest grace;

For well she knew, I could not choose

  But gaze upon her face.
 

I told her of the Knight that wore

Upon his shield a burning brand;   30

And that for ten long years he woo’d

  The Lady of the Land.
 

I told her how he pined: and ah!

The deep, the low, the pleading tone

With which I sang another’s love   35

  Interpreted my own.
 

She listen’d with a flitting blush,

With downcast eyes and modest grace;

And she forgave me, that I gazed

  Too fondly on her face!   40
 

But when I told the cruel scorn

That crazed that bold and lovely Knight,

And that he cross’d the mountain-woods,

  Nor rested day nor night;
 

That sometimes from the savage den,   45

And sometimes from the darksome shade

And sometimes starting up at once

  In green and sunny glade
 

There came and look’d him in the face

An angel beautiful and bright;   50

And that he knew it was a Fiend,

  This miserable Knight!
 

And that unknowing what he did,

He leap’d amid a murderous band,

And saved from outrage worse than death   55

  The Lady of the Land;
 

And how she wept, and clasp’d his knees;

And how she tended him in vain;

And ever strove to expiate

  The scorn that crazed his brain;   60
 

And that she nursed him in a cave,

And how his madness went away,

When on the yellow forest-leaves

  A dying man he lay;
 

 — His dying words — but when I reach’d   65

That tenderest strain of all the ditty,

My faltering voice and pausing harp

  Disturb’d her soul with pity!
 

All impulses of soul and sense

Had thrill’d my guileless Genevieve;   70

The music and the doleful tale,

  The rich and balmy eve;
 

And hopes, and fears that kindle hope,

An undistinguishable throng,

And gentle wishes long subdued,   75

  Subdued and cherish’d long!
 

She wept with pity and delight,

She blush’d with love, and virgin shame;

And like the murmur of a dream,

  I heard her breathe my name.   80
 

Her bosom heaved — she stepp’d aside,

As conscious of my look she stept — 

Then suddenly, with timorous eye

  She fled to me and wept.
 

She half enclosed me with her arms,   85

She press’d me with a meek embrace;

And bending back her head, look’d up,

  And gazed upon my face.
 

’Twas partly love, and partly fear,

And partly ’twas a bashful art   90

That I might rather feel, than see,

  The swelling of her heart.
 

I calm’d her fears, and she was calm,

And told her love with virgin pride;

And so I won my Genevieve,   95

  My bright and beauteous Bride.
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Hymn Before Sunrise, in the Vale of Chamouni
 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge (1772–1834)
 

HAST thou a charm to stay the morning-star

In his deep course? So long he seems to pause

On thy bald awful head, O sovran Blanc!

The Arve and Arveiron at thy base

Rave ceaselessly; but thou, most awful Form!   5

Risest from forth thy silent sea of pines,

How silently! Around thee and above

Deep is the air and dark, substantial, black,

An ebon mass: methinks thou piercest it,

As with a wedge! But when I look again,   10

It is thine own calm home, thy crystal shrine,

Thy habitation from eternity!

O dread and silent Mount! I gazed upon thee,

Till thou, still present to the bodily sense,

Didst vanish from my thought: entranced in prayer   15

I worshipped the Invisible alone.
 

 Yet, like some sweet beguiling melody,

So sweet, we know not we are listening to it,

Thou, the meanwhile, wast blending with my Thought,

Yea, with my Life and Life’s own secret joy:   20

Till the dilating Soul, enrapt, transfused,

Into the mighty vision passing — there

As in her natural form, swelled vast to Heaven.
 

 Awake, my soul! not only passive praise

Thou owest! not alone these swelling tears,   25

Mute thanks and secret ecstasy! Awake,

Voice of sweet song! Awake, my heart, awake!

Green vales and icy cliffs, all join my Hymn.
 

 Thou first and chief, sole sovereign of the Vale!

O struggling with the darkness all the night,   30

And visited all night by troops of stars,

Or when they climb the sky or when they sink:

Companion of the morning-star at dawn,

Thyself Earth’s rosy star, and of the dawn

Co-herald: wake, O wake, and utter praise!   35

Who sank thy sunless pillars deep in Earth?

Who fill’d thy countenance with rosy light?

Who made thee parent of perpetual streams?
 

 And you, ye five wild torrents fiercely glad!

Who called you forth from night and utter death,   40

From dark and icy caverns called you forth,

Down those precipitous, black, jagged rocks,

For ever shattered and the same for ever?

Who gave you your invulnerable life,

Your strength, your speed, your fury, and your joy,   45

Unceasing thunder and eternal foam?

And who commanded (and the silence came),

Here let the billows stiffen, and have rest?
 

 Ye Ice-falls! ye that from the mountain’s brow

Adown enormous ravines slope amain — 50

Torrents, methinks, that heard a mighty voice,

And stopped at once amid their maddest plunge!

Motionless torrents! silent cataracts!

Who made you glorious as the gates of Heaven

Beneath the keen full moon? Who bade the sun   55

Clothe you with rainbows? Who, with living flowers

Of loveliest blue, spread garlands at your feet? — 

God! let the torrents, like a shout of nations,

Answer! and let the ice-plains echo, God!

God! sing ye meadow-streams with gladsome voice!   60

Ye pine-groves, with your soft and soul-like sounds!

And they too have a voice, yon piles of snow,

And in their perilous fall shall thunder, God!
 

 Ye living flowers that skirt the eternal frost!

Ye wild goats sporting round the eagle’s nest!   65

Ye eagles, play-mates of the mountain-storm!

Ye lightnings, the dread arrows of the clouds!

Ye signs and wonders of the element!

Utter forth God, and fill the hills with praise!
 

 Thou too, hoar Mount! with thy sky-pointing peaks,   70

Oft from whose feet the avalanche, unheard,

Shoots downward, glittering through the pure serene

Into the depth of clouds, that veil thy breast — 

Thou too again, stupendous Mountain! thou

That as I raise my head, awhile bowed low   75

In adoration, upward from thy base

Slow travelling with dim eyes suffused with tears,

Solemnly seemest, like a vapoury cloud,

To rise before me — Rise, O ever rise,

Rise like a cloud of incense from the Earth!   80

Thou kingly Spirit throned among the hills,

Thou dread ambassador from Earth to Heaven,

Great Hierarch! tell thou the silent sky,

And tell the stars, and tell yon rising sun,

Earth, with her thousand voices, praises God.   85
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Christabel
 

Christabel. Part the First
 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge (1772–1834)
 

‘TIS the middle of night by the castle clock,

And the owls have awakened the crowing cock;

Tu — whit! — Tu — whoo!

And hark, again! the crowing cock,

How drowsily it crew!   5

Sir Leoline, the Baron rich,

Hath a toothless mastiff bitch;

From her kennel beneath the rock

Maketh answer to the clock,

Four for the quarters, and twelve for the hour;   10

Ever and aye, by shine and shower,

Sixteen short howls, not over loud;

Some say, she sees my lady’s shroud.
 

Is the night chilly and dark?

The night is chilly, but not dark.   15

The thin gray cloud is spread on high,

It covers but not hides the sky.

The moon is behind, and at the full;

And yet she looks both small and dull.

The night is chill, the cloud is gray:   20

’Tis a month before the month of May,

And the Spring comes slowly up this way.
 

The lovely lady, Christabel,

Whom her father loves so well,

What makes her in the wood so late,   25

A furlong from the castle gate?

She had dreams all yesternight — 

Of her own betrothed knight;

And she in the midnight wood will pray

For the weal of her lover that’s far away.   30
 

She stole along, she nothing spoke,

The sighs she heaved were soft and low,

And naught was green upon the oak

But moss and rarest mistletoe:

She kneels beneath the huge oak-tree,   35

And in silence prayeth she.
 

The lady sprang up suddenly,

The lovely lady, Christabel!

It moaned as near, as near can be,

But what it is she cannot tell. — 40

On the other side it seems to be,

Of the huge, broad-breasted, old oak-tree.
 

The night is chill; the forest bare;

Is it the wind that moaneth bleak?

There is not wind enough in the air   45

To move away the ringlet curl

From the lovely lady’s cheek — 

There is not wind enough to twirl

The one red leaf, the last of its clan,

That dances as often as dance it can,   50

Hanging so light, and hanging so high,

On the topmost twig that looks up at the sky.
 

Hush, beating heart of Christabel!

Jesu, Maria, shield her well!

She folded her arms beneath her cloak,   55

And stole to the other side of the oak.

 What sees she there?
 

There she sees a damsel bright

Drest in a silken robe of white,

That shadowy in the moonlight shone:   60

The neck that made that white robe wan,

Her stately neck, and arms were bare;

Her blue-veined feet unsandalled were,

And wildly glittered here and there

The gems entangled in her hair.   65

I guess, ’twas frightful there to see — 

A lady so richly clad as she — 

 Beautiful exceedingly!
 

Mary mother, save me now!

(Said Christabel,) And who art thou?   70
 

The lady strange made answer meet,

And her voice was faint and sweet: — 

Have pity on my sore distress,

I scarce can speak for weariness:

Stretch forth thy hand, and have no fear!   75

Said Christabel, How camest thou here?

And the lady, whose voice was faint and sweet,

Did thus pursue her answer meet: — 

My sire is of a noble line,

And my name is Geraldine:   80

Five warriors seized me yestermorn,

Me, even me, a maid forlorn:

They choked my cries with force and fright,

And tied me on a palfrey white.

The palfrey was as fleet as wind,   85

And they rode furiously behind.

They spurred amain, their steeds were white:

And once we crossed the shade of night.
 

As sure as Heaven shall rescue me,

I have no thought what men they be;   90

Nor do I know how long it is

(For I have lain entranced I wis)

Since one, the tallest of the five,

Took me from the palfrey’s back,

A weary woman, scarce alive.   95

Some muttered words his comrades spoke:

He placed me underneath this oak;

He swore they would return with haste;

Whither they went I cannot tell — 

I thought I heard, some minutes past,   100

Sounds as of a castle bell.

Stretch forth thy hand (thus ended she),

And help a wretched maid to flee.
 

Then Christabel stretched forth her hand,

And comforted fair Geraldine:   105

O well, bright dame! may you command

The service of Sir Leoline;

And gladly our stout chivalry

Will he send forth and friends withal

To guide and guard you safe and free   110

Home to your noble father’s hall.
 

She rose: and forth with steps they passed

That strove to be, and were not, fast.

Her gracious stars the lady blest,

And thus spake on sweet Christabel:   115

All our household are at rest,

The hall as silent as the cell;

Sir Leoline is weak in health,

And may not well awakened be,

But we will move as if in stealth,   120

And I beseech your courtesy,

This night, to share your couch with me.
 

They crossed the moat, and Christabel

Took the key that fitted well;

A little door she opened straight,   125

All in the middle of the gate,

The gate that was ironed within and without,

Where an army in battle array had marched out,

The lady sank, belike through pain,

And Christabel with might and main   130

Lifted her up, a weary weight,

Over the threshold of the gate:

Then the lady rose again,

And moved, as she were not in pain.
 

So free from danger, free from fear,   135

They crossed the court: right glad they were.

And Christabel devoutly cried

To the lady by her side,

Praise we the Virgin all divine

Who hath rescued thee from thy distress!   140

Alas, alas! said Geraldine,

I cannot speak for weariness.

So free from danger, free from fear,

They crossed the court: right glad they were.
 

Outside her kennel, the mastiff old   145

Lay fast asleep, in moonshine cold.

The mastiff old did not awake,

Yet she an angry moan did make!

And what can ail the mastiff bitch?

Never till now she uttered yell   150

Beneath the eye of Christabel.

Perhaps it is the owlet’s scritch:

For what can ail the mastiff bitch?
 

They passed the hall, that echoes still,

Pass as lightly as you will!   155

The brands were flat, the brands were dying,

Amid their own white ashes lying;

But when the lady passed, there came

A tongue of light, a fit of flame;

And Christabel saw the lady’s eye,   160

And nothing else saw she thereby,

Save the boss of the shield of Sir Leoline tall,

Which hung in a murky old niche in the wall.

O softly tread, said Christabel,

My father seldom sleepeth well.   165
 

Sweet Christabel her feet doth bare,

And jealous of the listening air

They steal their way from stair to stair,

Now in the glimmer, and now in gloom,

And now they pass the Baron’s room,   170

As still as death, with stifled breath!

And now have reached her chamber door;

And now doth Geraldine press down

The rushes of the chamber floor.
 

The moon shines dim in the open air,   175

And not a moonbeam enters there.

But they without its light can see

The chamber carved so curiously,

Carved with figures strange and sweet,

All made out of the carver’s brain,   180

For a lady’s chamber meet:

The lamp with twofold silver chain

Is fastened to an angel’s feet.
 

The silver lamp burns dead and dim;

But Christabel the lamp will trim.   185

She trimmed the lamp, and made it bright,

And left it swinging to and fro,

While Geraldine, in wretched plight,

Sank down upon the floor below.
 

O weary lady, Geraldine,   190

I pray you, drink this cordial wine!

It is a wine of virtuous powers;

My mother made it of wild flowers.
 

And will your mother pity me,

Who am a maiden most forlorn?   195

Christabel answered — Woe is me!

She died the hour that I was born.
 

I have heard the gray-haired friar tell

How on her death-bed she did say,

That she should hear the castle-bell   200

Strike twelve upon my wedding-day.

O mother dear! that thou wert here!

I would, said Geraldine, she were!
 

But soon with altered voice, said she — 

‘Off, wandering mother! Peak and pine!   205

I have power to bid thee flee.’

Alas! what ails poor Geraldine?

Why stares she with unsettled eye?

Can she the bodiless dead espy?

And why with hollow voice cries she,   210

‘Off, woman, off! this hour is mine — 

Though thou her guardian spirit be,

Off, woman, off! ’tis given to me.’
 

Then Christabel knelt by the lady’s side,

And raised to heaven her eyes so blue — 215

‘Alas!’ said she, ‘this ghastly ride — 

Dear lady! it hath wildered you!

The lady wiped her moist cold brow,

And faintly said, ‘’Tis over now!’
 

Again the wild-flower wine she drank:   220

Her fair large eyes ‘gan glitter bright,

And from the floor whereon she sank,

The lofty lady stood upright:

She was most beautiful to see,

Like a lady of a far countrée.   225
 

And thus the lofty lady spake — 

‘All they who live in the upper sky,

Do love you, holy Christabel!

And you love them, and for their sake

And for the good which me befel,   230

Even I in my degree will try,

Fair maiden, to requite you well.

But now unrobe yourself; for I

Must pray, ere yet in bed I lie.’

Quoth Christabel, So let it be!   235

And as the lady bade, did she.

Her gentle limbs did she undress,

And lay down in her loveliness.
 

But through her brain of weal and woe

So many thoughts moved to and fro,   240

That vain it were her lids to close;

So half-way from the bed she rose,

And on her elbow did recline

To look at the lady Geraldine.
 

Beneath the lamp the lady bowed,   245

And slowly rolled her eyes around;

Then drawing in her breath aloud,

Like one that shuddered, she unbound

The cincture from beneath her breast:

Her silken robe, and inner vest,   250

Dropt to her feet, and full in view,

Behold! her bosom and half her side — 

A sight to dream of, not to tell!

O shield her! shield sweet Christabel!
 

Yet Geraldine nor speaks nor stirs;   255

Ah! what a stricken look was hers!

Deep from within she seems half-way

To lift some weight with sick assay,

And eyes the maid and seeks delay;

Then suddenly, as one defied,   260

Collects herself in scorn and pride,

And lay down by the Maiden’s side! — 

And in her arms the maid she took,

      Ah wel-a-day!

And with low voice and doleful look   265

These words did say:

‘In the touch of this bosom there worketh a spell,

Which is lord of thy utterance, Christabel!

Thou knowest to-night, and wilt know to-morrow,

This mark of my shame, this seal of my sorrow;   270

     But vainly thou warrest,

      For this is alone in

     Thy power to declare,

      That in the dim forest

     Thou heard’st a low moaning,   275

And found’st a bright lady, surpassingly fair;

And didst bring her home with thee in love and in charity,

To shield and shelter her from the damp air.’
 

THE CONCLUSION TO PART THE FIRST
 

It was a lovely sight to see

The lady Christabel, when she   280

Was praying at the old oak-tree;

     Amid the jagged shadows

     Of mossy leafless boughs,

     Kneeling in the moonlight,

     To make her gentle vows;   285

Her slender palms together prest,

Heaving sometimes on her breast;

Her face resigned to bliss or bale — 

Her face, oh call it fair not pale,

And both blue eyes more bright than clear,   290

Each about to have a tear.
 

With open eyes (ah woe is me!)

Asleep, and dreaming fearfully,

Fearfully dreaming, yet, I wis,

Dreaming that alone, which is — 295

O sorrow and shame! Can this be she,

The lady, who knelt at the old oak tree?

And lo! the worker of these harms,

That holds the maiden in her arms,

Seems to slumber still and mild,   300

As a mother with her child.
 

A star hath set, a star hath risen,

O Geraldine! since arms of thine

Have been the lovely lady’s prison.

O Geraldine! one hour was thine — 305

Thou’st had thy will! By tairn and rill,

The night-birds all that hour were still.

But now they are jubilant anew,

From cliff and tower, tu — whoo! tu — whoo!

Tu — whoo! tu — whoo! from wood and fell!   310
 

And see! the lady Christabel!

Gathers herself from out her trance;

Her limbs relax, her countenance

Grows sad and soft; the smooth thin lids

Close o’er her eyes; and tears she sheds — 315

Large tears that leave the lashes bright!

And oft the while she seems to smile

As infants at a sudden light!
 

Yea, she doth smile, and she doth weep,

Like a youthful hermitess,   320

Beauteous in a wilderness,

Who, praying always, prays in sleep,

And, if she move unquietly,

Perchance, ’tis but the blood so free

Comes back and tingles in her feet.   325

No doubt, she hath a vision sweet.

What if her guardian spirit ‘twere,

What if she knew her mother near?

But this she knows, in joys and woes,

That saints will aid if men will call:   330

For the blue sky bends over all!
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Christabel. Part the Second
 

Each matin bell, the Baron saith,

Knells us back to a world of death.

These words Sir Leoline first said,

When he rose and found his lady dead;   335

These words Sir Leoline will say

Many a morn to his dying day!
 

And hence the custom and law began

That still at dawn the sacristan,

Who duly pulls the heavy bell,   340

Five and forty beads must tell

Between each stroke — a warning knell,

Which not a soul can choose but hear

From Bratha Head to Wyndermere.
 

Saith Bracy the bard, So let it knell!   345

And let the drowsy sacristan

Still count as slowly as he can!

There is no lack of such, I ween,

As well fill up the space between.

In Langdale Pike and Witch’s Lair,   350

And Dungeon-ghyll so foully rent,

With ropes of rock and bells of air

Three sinful sextons’ ghosts are pent,

Who all give back, one after t’other,

The death-note to their living brother;   355

And oft too, by the knell offended,

Just as their one! two! three! is ended,

The devil mocks the doleful tale

With a merry peal from Borrowdale.
 

The air is still! through mist and cloud   360

That merry peal comes ringing loud;

And Geraldine shakes off her dread,

And rises lightly from the bed;

Puts on her silken vestments white,

And tricks her hair in lovely plight,
  365

And nothing doubting of her spell

Awakens the lady Christabel.

‘Sleep you, sweet lady Christabel?

I trust that you have rested well?’
 

And Christabel awoke and spied   370

The same who lay down by her side — 

O rather say, the same whom she

Raised up beneath the old oak tree!

Nay, fairer yet! and yet more fair!

For she belike hath drunken deep   375

Of all the blessedness of sleep!

And while she spake, her looks, her air,

Such gentle thankfulness declare,

That (so it seemed) her girded vests

Grew tight beneath her heaving breasts.   380

‘Sure I have sinn’d!’ said Christabel,

‘Now heaven be praised if all be well!’

And in low faltering tones, yet sweet,

Did she the lofty lady greet

With such perplexity of mind   385

As dreams too lively leave behind.
 

So quickly she rose, and quickly arrayed

Her maiden limbs, and having prayed

That He, who on the cross did groan,

Might wash away her sins unknown   390

She forthwith led fair Geraldine

To meet her sire, Sir Leoline.

The lovely maid and the lady tall

Are pacing both into the hall,

And pacing on through page and groom,   395

Enter the Baron’s presence-room.
 

The Baron rose, and while he prest

His gentle daughter to his breast,

With cheerful wonder in his eyes

The lady Geraldine espies,   400

And gave such welcome to the same,

As might beseem so bright a dame!

But when he heard the lady’s tale,

And when she told her father’s name,

Why waxed Sir Leoline so pale,   405

Murmuring o’er the name again,

Lord Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine?
 

Alas! they had been friends in youth;

But whispering tongues can poison truth;

And constancy lives in realms above;   410

And life is thorny; and youth is vain;

And to be wroth with one we love

Doth work like madness in the brain.

And thus it chanced, as I divine,

With Roland and Sir Leoline.   415

Each spake words of high disdain

And insult to his heart’s best brother:

They parted — ne’er to meet again!

But never either found another

To free the hollow heart from paining — 420

They stood aloof, the scars remaining,

Like cliffs which had been rent asunder;

A dreary sea now flows between.

But neither heat, nor frost, nor thunder,

Shall wholly do away, I ween,   425

The marks of that which once hath been.
 

Sir Leoline, a moment’s space,

Stood gazing on the damsel’s face:

And the youthful Lord of Tryermaine

Came back upon his heart again.   430

O then the Baron forgot his age,

His noble heart swelled high with rage;

He swore by the wounds in Jesu’s side

He would proclaim it far and wide,

With trump and solemn heraldry,   435

That they, who thus had wronged the dame

Were base as spotted infamy!

‘And if they dare deny the same,

My herald shall appoint a week,

And let the recreant traitors seek   440

My tourney court — that there and then

I may dislodge their reptile souls

From the bodies and forms of men!’

He spake: his eye in lightning rolls!

For the lady was ruthlessly seized; and he kenned   445

In the beautiful lady the child of his friend!
 

And now the tears were on his face,

And fondly in his arms he took

Fair Geraldine, who met the embrace,

Prolonging it with joyous look.   450

Which when she viewed, a vision fell

Upon the soul of Christabel,

The vision of fear, the touch and pain!

She shrunk and shuddered, and saw again — 

(Ah, woe is me! Was it for thee,   455

Thou gentle maid! such sights to see?)
 

Again she saw that bosom old,

Again she felt that bosom cold,

And drew in her breath with a hissing sound:

Whereat the Knight turned wildly round   460

And nothing saw but his own sweet maid

With eyes upraised, as one that prayed.

The touch, the sight, had passed away,

And in its stead that vision blest,

Which comforted her after-rest,   465

While in the lady’s arms she lay,

Had put a rapture in her breast.

And on her lips and o’er her eyes

Spread smiles like light!

    With new surprise,   470

‘What ails then my beloved child?’

The Baron said — His daughter mild

Made answer, ‘All will yet be well!’

I ween, she had no power to tell

Aught else: so mighty was the spell.   475

Yet he, who saw this Geraldine,

Had deemed her sure a thing divine.

Such sorrow with such grace she blended,

As if she feared she had offended

Sweet Christabel, that gentle maid!   480

And with such lowly tones she prayed

She might be sent without delay

Home to her father’s mansion.

    ‘Nay!

Nay, by my soul!’ said Leoline.   485

‘Ho! Bracy the bard, the charge be thine!

Go thou, with music sweet and loud,

And take two steeds with trappings proud,

And take the youth whom thou lov’st best

To bear thy harp, and learn thy song,   490

And clothe you both in solemn vest,

And over the mountains haste along,

Lest wandering folk, that are abroad

Detain you on the valley road.

‘And when he has crossed the Irthing flood,   495

My merry bard! he hastes, he hastes

Up Knorren Moor, through Halegarth Wood,

And reaches soon that castle good

Which stands and threatens Scotland’s wastes.
 

‘Bard Bracy! bard Bracy! your horses are fleet,   500

Ye must ride up the hall, your music so sweet,

More loud than your horses’ echoing feet!

And loud and loud to Lord Roland call,

Thy daughter is safe in Langdale hall!

Thy beautiful daughter is safe and free — 505

Sir Leoline greets thee thus through me.

He bids thee come without delay

With all thy numerous array;

And take thy lovely daughter home;

And he will meet thee on the way   510

With all his numerous array

White with their panting palfreys’ foam:

And, by mine honour! I will say,

That I repent me of the day

When I spake words of fierce disdain   515

To Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine! — 

 — For since that evil hour hath flown,

Many a summer’s sun hath shone;

Yet ne’er found I a friend again

Like Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine.’   520
 

The lady fell, and clasped his knees,

Her face upraised, her eyes o’erflowing;

And Bracy replied, with faltering voice,

His gracious hail on all bestowing:

‘Thy words, thou sire of Christabel,   525

Are sweeter than my harp can tell;

Yet might I gain a boon of thee,

This day my journey should not be,

So strange a dream hath come to me;

That I had vowed with music loud   530

To clear yon wood from thing unblest,

Warn’d by a vision in my rest!

For in my sleep I saw that dove,

That gentlest bird, whom thou dost love,

And call’st by thy own daughter’s name — 535

Sir Leoline! I saw the same,

Fluttering, and uttering fearful moan,

Among the green herbs in the forest alone.

Which when I saw and when I heard,

I wonder’d what might ail the bird;   540

For nothing near it could I see,

Save the grass and green herbs underneath the old tree.
 

‘And in my dream, methought, I went

To search out what might there be found;

And what the sweet bird’s trouble meant,   545

That thus lay fluttering on the ground.

I went and peered, and could descry

No cause for her distressful cry;

But yet for her dear lady’s sake

I stooped, methought, the dove to take,   550

When lo! I saw a bright green snake

Coiled around its wings and neck.

Green as the herbs on which it couched,

Close by the dove’s its head it crouched;

And with the dove it heaves and stirs,   555

Swelling its neck as she swelled hers!

I woke; it was the midnight hour,

The clock was echoing in the tower;

But though my slumber was gone by,

This dream it would not pass away — 560

It seems to live upon my eye!

And thence I vowed this self-same day

With music strong and saintly song

To wander through the forest bare,

Lest aught unholy loiter there.’   565
 

Thus Bracy said: the Baron, the while,

Half-listening heard him with a smile;

Then turn’d to Lady Geraldine,

His eyes made up of wonder and love;

And said in courtly accents fine,   570

‘Sweet maid, Lord Roland’s beauteous dove,

With arms more strong than harp or song,

Thy sire and I will crush the snake!’

He kissed her forehead as he spake,

And Geraldine in maiden wise   575

Casting down her large bright eyes,

With blushing cheek and courtesy fine

She turned her from Sir Leoline;

Softly gathering up her train,

That o’er her right arm fell again;   580

And folded her arms across her chest,

And couched her head upon her breast,

And looked askance at Christabel — 

Jesu, Maria, shield her well!
 

A snake’s small eye blinks dull and shy,   585

And the lady’s eyes they shrunk in her head,

Each shrunk up to a serpent’s eye,

And with somewhat of malice, and more of dread,

At Christabel she look’d askance! — 

One moment — and the sight was fled!   590

But Christabel in dizzy trance

Stumbling on the unsteady ground

Shuddered aloud, with a hissing sound;

And Geraldine again turned round,

And like a thing that sought relief,   595

Full of wonder and full of grief,

She rolled her large bright eyes divine

Wildly on Sir Leoline.
 

The maid, alas! her thoughts are gone,

She nothing sees — no sight but one!   600

The maid, devoid of guile and sin,

I know not how, in fearful wise,

So deeply had she drunken in

That look, those shrunken serpent eyes,

That all her features were resigned   605

To this sole image in her mind:

And passively did imitate

That look of dull and treacherous hate!

And thus she stood, in dizzy trance,

Still picturing that look askance   610

With forced unconscious sympathy

Full before her father’s view — 

As far as such a look could be

In eyes so innocent and blue!

And when the trance was o’er, the maid   615

Paused awhile, and inly prayed:

Then falling at the Baron’s feet,

‘By my mother’s soul do I entreat

That thou this woman send away!’

She said: and more she could not say:   620

For what she knew she could not tell,

O’er-mastered by the mighty spell.
 

Why is thy cheek so wan and wild,

Sir Leoline? Thy only child

Lies at thy feet, thy joy, thy pride.   625

So fair, so innocent, so mild;

The same, for whom thy lady died!

O, by the pangs of her dear mother

Think thou no evil of thy child!

For her, and thee, and for no other,   630

She prayed the moment ere she died:

Prayed that the babe for whom she died,

Might prove her dear lord’s joy and pride!

 That prayer her deadly pangs beguiled,

   Sir Leoline!   635

 And wouldst thou wrong thy only child,

   Her child and thine?
 

Within the Baron’s heart and brain

If thoughts, like these, had any share,

They only swelled his rage and pain,   640

And did but work confusion there.

His heart was cleft with pain and rage,

His cheeks they quivered, his eyes were wild,

Dishonour’d thus in his old age;

Dishonour’d by his only child,   645

And all his hospitality

To the insulted daughter of his friend

By more than woman’s jealousy

Brought thus to a disgraceful end — 

He rolled his eye with stern regard   650

Upon the gentle minstrel bard,

And said in tones abrupt, austere — 

‘Why, Bracy! dost thou loiter here?

I bade thee hence!’ The bard obeyed;

And turning from his own sweet maid,   655

The aged knight, Sir Leoline,

Led forth the lady Geraldine!
 

THE CONCLUSION TO PART THE SECOND
 

A little child, a limber elf,

Singing, dancing, to itself,

A fairy thing with red round cheeks,   660

That always finds, and never seeks,

Makes such a vision to the sight

As fills a father’s eyes with light;

And pleasures flow in so thick and fast

Upon his heart, that he at last   665

Must needs express his love’s excess

With words of unmeant bitterness.

Perhaps ’tis pretty to force together
 

Thoughts so all unlike each other;

To mutter and mock a broken charm,   670

To dally with wrong that does no harm.

Perhaps ’tis tender too and pretty

At each wild word to feel within

A sweet recoil of love and pity.

And what, if in a world of sin   675

(O sorrow and shame should this be true!)

Such giddiness of heart and brain

Comes seldom save from rage and pain,

So talks as it’s most used to do.
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Dejection: an Ode
 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge (1772–1834)
 

Late, late yestreen I saw the new Moon,

With the old Moon in her arms;

And I fear, I fear, my master dear!

We shall have a deadly storm.

Ballad of Sir Patrick Spence
 

I
 

WELL! If the Bard was weather-wise, who made

 The grand old ballad of Sir Patrick Spence,

 This night, so tranquil now, will not go hence

Unroused by winds, that ply a busier trade

Than those which mould yon cloud in lazy flakes,   5

Or the dull sobbing draft, that moans and rakes

  Upon the strings of this Æolian lute,

  Which better far were mute.

 For lo! the New-moon winter-bright!

 And overspread with phantom light,   10

 (With swimming phantom light o’erspread

 But rimmed and circled by a silver thread)

I see the old Moon in her lap, foretelling

 The coming-on of rain and squally blast,

And oh! that even now the gust were swelling,   15

 And the slant night-shower driving loud and fast!

Those sounds which oft have raised me, whilst they awed

  And sent my soul abroad,

Might now perhaps their wonted impulse give,

Might startle this dull pain, and make it move and live!   20
 

II
 

A grief without a pang, void, dark, and drear,

 A stifled, drowsy, unimpassioned grief,

 Which finds no natural outlet, no relief,

  In word, or sigh, or tear — 

O Lady! in this wan and heartless mood,   25

To other thoughts by yonder throstle woo’d,

 All this long eve, so balmy and serene,

Have I been gazing on the western sky,

 And its peculiar tint of yellow green;

And still I gaze — and with how blank an eye!   30

And those thin clouds above, in flakes and bars,

That give away their motion to the stars:

Those stars, that glide behind them or between,

Now sparkling, now bedimmed, but always seen;

Yon crescent Moon, as fixed as if it grew   35

In its own cloudless, starless lake of blue;

I see them all so excellently fair,

I see, not feel, how beautiful they are!
 

III
 

  My genial spirits fail;

  And what can these avail   40

To lift the smothering weight from off my breast?

  It were a vain endeavour,

  Though I should gaze for ever

On that green light that lingers in the west;

I may not hope from outward forms to win   45

The passion and the life, whose fountains are within.
 

IV
 

O Lady! we receive but what we give,

And in our life alone does Nature live;

Ours is her wedding-garment, ours her shroud!

 And would we aught behold, of higher worth,   50

Than that inanimate cold world allowed

To the poor loveless ever-anxious crowd,

 Ah! from the soul itself must issue forth

A light, a glory, a fair luminous cloud

  Enveloping the Earth — 55

And from the soul itself must there be sent

 A sweet and potent voice, of its own birth,

Of all sweet sounds the life and element!
 

V
 

O pure of heart! thou need’st not ask of me

What this strong music in the soul may be!   60

What, and wherein it doth exist,

This light, this glory, this fair luminous mist,

This beautiful and beauty-making power.

 Joy, virtuous Lady! Joy that ne’er was given,

Save to the pure, and in their purest hour,   65

Life, and life’s effluence, cloud at once and shower,

Joy, Lady! is the spirit and the power,

Which wedding Nature to us gives in dower,

 A new Earth and new Heaven,

Undreamt of by the sensual and the proud — 70

Joy is the sweet voice, Joy the luminous cloud — 

  We in ourselves rejoice!

And thence flows all that charms or ear or sight,

 All melodies the echoes of that voice,

All colours a suffusion from that light.   75
 

VI
 

There was a time when, though my path was rough,

 This joy within me dallied with distress,

And all misfortunes were but as the stuff

 Whence Fancy made me dreams of happiness:

For hope grew round me, like the twining vine,   80

And fruits, and foliage, not my own, seemed mine.

But now afflictions bow me down to earth:

Nor care I that they rob me of my mirth;

  But oh! each visitation

Suspends what nature gave me at my birth,   85

 My shaping spirit of Imagination.

For not to think of what I needs must feel

 But to be still and patient, all I can;

And haply by abstruse research to steal

 From my own nature all the natural man — 90

 This was my sole resource, my only plan;

Till that which suits a part infects the whole,

And now is almost grown the habit of my soul.
 

VII
 

Hence, viper thoughts, that coil around my mind,

  Reality’s dark dream!   95

I turn from you, and listen to the wind,

 Which long has raved unnoticed. What a scream

Of agony by torture lengthened out

That lute sent forth! Thou Wind, that rav’st without,

 Bare crag, or mountain-tairn, or blasted tree,   100

Or pine-grove whither woodman never clomb,

Or lonely house, long held the witches’ home,

 Methinks were fitter instruments for thee,

Mad Lutanist! who in this month of showers,

Of dark-brown gardens, and of peeping flowers,   105

Mak’st Devils’ yule, with worse than wintry song,

The blossoms, buds, and timorous leaves among.

 Thou Actor, perfect in all tragic sounds!

Thou mighty Poet, even to frenzy bold!

  What tell’st thou now about?   110

  ’Tis of the rushing of an host in rout,

 With groans of trampled men, with smarting wounds — 

At once they groan with pain and shudder with the cold!

But hush! there is a pause of deepest silence!

 And all that noise, as of a rushing crowd,   115

With groans, and tremulous shudderings — all is over — 

 It tells another tale, with sounds less deep and loud!

 A tale of less affright,

 And tempered with delight,

As Otway’s self had framed the tender lay.   120

 ’Tis of a little child,

 Upon a lonesome wild,

Not far from home, but she hath lost her way;

And now moans low in bitter grief and fear,

And now screams loud, and hopes to make her mother hear.   125
 

VIII
 

’Tis midnight, but small thoughts have I of sleep:

Full seldom may my friend such vigils keep!

Visit her, gentle Sleep! with wings of healing,

 And may this storm be but a mountain-birth,

May all the stars hang bright above her dwelling,   130

 Silent as though they watched the sleeping Earth!

  With light heart may she rise,

  Gay fancy, cheerful eyes.

 Joy lift her spirit, joy attune her voice;

To her may all things live, from pole to pole,   135

Their life the eddying of her living soul!

 O simple spirit, guided from above,

Dear Lady! friend devoutest of my choice,

Thus may’st thou ever, evermore rejoice.
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Robert Southey (1774–1843)
 

THERE was high feasting held at Vaucouleur,

For old Sir Robert had a famous guest,

The Bastard Orleans; and the festive hours,

Cheer’d with the Trobador’s sweet minstrelsy,

Pass’d gaily at his hospitable board.    5

But not to share the hospitable board

And hear sweet minstrelsy, Dunois had sought

Sir Robert’s hall; he came to rouse Lorraine,

And glean what force the wasting war had left

For one last effort. Little had the war    10

Left in Lorraine, but age, and youth unripe

For slaughter yet, and widows, and young maids

Of widow’d loves. And now with his great guest

The Lord of Vaucouleur sat communing

On what might profit France, and found no hope,

Despairing of their country, when he heard    16

An old man and a maid awaited him

In the castle-hall. He knew the old man well,

His vassal Claude; and at his bidding Claude

Approach’d, and after meet obeisance made,    20

Bespake Sir Robert.

“Good my Lord, I come

With a strange tale; I pray you pardon me

If it should seem impertinent, and like

An old man’s weakness. But, in truth, this Maid

Hath with such boding thoughts impress’d my heart,

I think I could not longer sleep in peace    26

Gainsaying what she sought. She saith that God

Bids her go drive the Englishmen from France!

Her parents mock at her and call her crazed,

And father Regnier says she is possess’d;..    30

But I, who know that never thought of ill

Found entrance in her heart,.. for, good my Lord,

From her first birth-day she hath been to me

As mine own child,.. and I am an old man,

Who have seen many moon-struck in my time,    35

And some who were by evil Spirits vex’d,..

I, Sirs, do think that there is more in this.

And who can tell but, in these perilous times,

It may please God,... but hear the Maid yourselves,

For if, as I believe, this is of Heaven,    40

My silly speech doth wrong it.”
 

                           While he spake,

Curious they mark’d the Damsel. She appear’d

Of eighteen years; there was no bloom of youth

Upon her cheek, yet had the loveliest hues

Of health with lesser fascination fix’d    45

The gazer’s eye; for wan the Maiden was,

Of saintly paleness, and there seem’d to dwell

In the strong beauties of her countenance

Something that was not earthly.
 

                           “I have heard

Of this your niece’s malady,” replied    50

The Lord of Vaucouleur, “that she frequents

The loneliest haunts and deepest solitude,

Estranged from human kind and human cares

With loathing like to madness. It were best

To place her with some pious sisterhood,    55

Who duly morn and eve for her soul’s health

Soliciting Heaven, may likeliest remedy

The stricken mind, or frenzied or possess’d.”
 

So as Sir Robert ceased, the Maiden cried,

“I am not mad. Possess’d indeed I am!    60

The hand of GOD is strong upon my soul,

And I have wrestled vainly with the LORD,

And stubbornly, I fear me. I can save

This country, Sir! I can deliver France!    64

Yea.. I must save the country!.. GOD is in me;

I speak not, think not, feel not of myself.

HE knew and sanctified me ere my birth;

HE to the nations hath ordained me;

And whither HE shall send me, I must go;

And whatso HE commands, that I must speak;    70

And whatso is HIS will, that I must do;

And I must put away all fear of man,

Lest HE in wrath confound me.”
 

                           At the first

With pity or with scorn Dunois had heard

The Maid inspired; but now he in his heart    75

Felt that misgiving which precedes belief

In what was disbelieved and scoff’d at late

For folly. “Damsel!” said the Chief, “methinks

It would be wisely done to doubt this call,

Haply of some ill Spirit prompting thee    80

To self destruction.”
 

                           “Doubt!” the Maid exclaim’d,
 “It were as easy when I gaze around

On all this fair variety of things,

Green fields and tufted woods, and the blue depth

Of heaven, and yonder glorious sun, to doubt    85

Creating wisdom! When in the evening gale

I breathe the mingled odours of the spring,

And hear the wild wood melody, and hear

The populous air vocal with insect life,    89

To doubt GOD’S goodness! There are feelings, Chief,

Which cannot lie; and I have oftentimes

Felt in the midnight silence of my soul

The call of GOD.”
 

                           They listen’d to the Maid,

And they almost believed. Then spake Dunois,

“Wilt thou go with me, Maiden, to the King,    95

And there announce thy mission?” thus he said,

For thoughts of politic craftiness arose

Within him, and his faith, yet unconfirm’d,

Determin’d to prompt action. She replied,

“Therefore I sought the Lord of Vaucouleur,    100

That with such credence as prevents delay,

He to the King might send me. Now beseech you

Speed our departure!”
 

                           Then Dunois address’d

Sir Robert, “Fare thee well, my friend and host!

It were ill done to linger here when Heaven    105

Vouchsafes such strange assistance. Let what force

Lorraine can raise to Chinon follow us;

And with the tidings of this holy Maid,

Sent by the LORD, fill thou the country; soon

Therewith shall France awake as from the sleep

Of death. Now Maid! depart we at thy will.”    111
 

“GOD’S blessing go with ye!” exclaim’d old Claude,

“Good Angels guard my girl!” and as he spake

The tears stream’d fast adown his aged cheeks.

“And if I do not live to see thee more,    115

As sure I think I shall not,.. yet sometimes

Remember thine old Uncle. I have loved thee

Even from thy childhood Joan! and I shall lose

The comfort of mine age in losing thee.

But GOD be with thee, Child!”
 

                           Nor was the Maid,

Though all subdued of soul, untroubled now    121

In that sad parting;.. but she calm’d herself,

Painfully keeping down her heart, and said,

“Comfort thyself, my Uncle, with the thought

Of what I am, and for what enterprize    125

Chosen from among the people. Oh! be sure

I shall remember thee, in whom I found

A parent’s love, when parents were unkind!

And when the ominous broodings of my soul,

Were scoff’d and made a mock of by all else,    130

Thou for thy love didst hear me and believe.

Shall I forget these things?”... By this Dunois

Had arm’d, the steeds stood ready at the gate.

But then she fell upon the old man’s neck    134

And cried, “Pray for me!.. I shall need thy prayers!

Pray for me, that I fail not in my hour!”

Thereat awhile, as if some aweful thought

Had overpower’d her, on his neck she hung;

Then rising with flush’d cheek and kindling eye,

“Farewell!” quoth she, “and live in hope! Anon

Thou shalt hear tidings to rejoice thy heart,    141

Tidings of joy for all, but most for thee!

Be this thy comfort!” The old man received

Her last embrace, and weeping like a child,

Scarcely through tears could see them on their steeds

Spring up, and go their way.
 

                           So on they went,

And now along the mountain’s winding path

Upward they journey’d slow, and now they paused

And gazed where o’er the plain the stately towers

Of Vaucouleur arose, in distance seen,    150

Dark and distinct; below its castled height,

Through fair and fertile pastures, the deep Meuse

Roll’d glittering on. Domremi’s cottages

Gleam’d in the sun hard by, white cottages,

That in the evening traveller’s weary mind    155

Had waken’d thoughts of comfort and of home,

Making him yearn for rest. But on one spot,

One little spot, the Virgin’s eye was fix’d,

Her native Arc; embower’d the hamlet lay

Upon the forest edge, whose ancient woods,    160

With all their infinite varieties,

Now form’d a mass of shade. The distant plain

Rose on the horizon rich with pleasant groves,

And vineyards in the greenest hue of spring,    164

And streams now hidden on their winding way,

Now issuing forth in light.
 

                           The Maiden gazed

Till all grew dim upon her dizzy eye.

“Oh what a blessed world were this!” she cried,

“But that the great and honourable men

Have seized the earth, and of the heritage    170

Which God, the Sire of all, to all had given,

Disherited their brethren! Happy those

Who in the after-days shall live when Time

Hath spoken, and the multitude of years    174

Taught wisdom to mankind!... Unhappy France!

Fiercer than evening wolves thy bitter foes

Rush o’er the land, and desolate, and kill;

Long has the widow’s and the orphan’s groan

Accused Heaven’s justice; — but the hour is come!

GOD hath inclined his ear, hath heard the voice

Of mourning, and his anger is gone forth.”    181
 

Then said the Son of Orleans, “Holy Maid!

Fain would I know, if blameless I may seek

Such knowledge, how the heavenly call was heard

First in thy waken’d soul; nor deem in me    185

Aught idly curious, if of thy past life

I ask the story. In the hour of age,

If haply I survive to see this realm

Deliver’d, precious then will be the thought

That I have known the delegated Maid,    190

And heard from her the wondrous ways of Heaven.”
 

“A simple tale,” the mission’d Maid replied;

“Yet may it well employ the journeying hour,

And pleasant is the memory of the past.    194
 

“See’st thou, Sir Chief, where yonder forest skirts

The Meuse, that in its winding mazes shows,

As on the farther bank, the distant towers

Of Vaucouleur? there in the hamlet Arc

My father’s dwelling stands; a lowly hut,

Yet nought of needful comfort did it lack,    200

For in Lorraine there lived no kinder Lord

Than old Sir Robert, and my father Jaques

In flocks and herds was rich; a toiling man,

Intent on worldly gains, one in whose heart

Affection had no root. I never knew    205

A parent’s love; for harsh my mother was,

And deem’d the care which infancy demands

Irksome, and ill-repaid. Severe they were,

And would have made me fear them; but my soul

Possess’d the germ of inborn fortitude,    210

And stubbornly I bore unkind rebuke

And angry chastisement. Yet was the voice

That spake in tones of tenderness most sweet

To my young heart; how have I felt it leap

With transport, when my Uncle Claude approach’d!

For he would take me on his knee, and tell    216

Such wondrous tales as childhood loves to hear,

Listening with eager eyes and open lips

Devoutly in attention. Good old man!

Oh if I ever pour’d a prayer to Heaven    220

Unhallow’d by the grateful thought of him,

Methinks the righteous winds would scatter it!

He was a parent to me, and his home

Was mine, when in advancing years I found

No peace, no comfort in my father’s house.    225

With him I pass’d the pleasant evening hours,

By day I drove my father’s flock afield,

And this was happiness.

“Amid these wilds

Often to summer pasture have I driven    229

The flock; and well I know these woodland wilds,

And every bosom’d vale, and valley stream

Is dear to memory. I have laid me down

Beside yon valley stream, that up the ascent

Scarce sends the sound of waters now, and watch’d

The beck roll glittering to the noon-tide sun,    235

And listened to its ceaseless murmuring,

Till all was hush’d and tranquil in my soul,

Fill’d with a strange and undefined delight

That pass’d across the mind like summer clouds

Over the vale at eve; their fleeting hues    240

The traveller cannot trace with memory’s eye,

Yet he remembers well how fair they were,

How beautiful.
 

                           “In solitude and peace

Here I grew up, amid the loveliest scenes

Of unpolluted nature. Sweet it was,    245

As the white mists of morning roll’d away,

To see the upland’s wooded heights appear

Dark in the early dawn, and mark the slope

With gorse-flowers glowing, as the sun illumed

Their golden glory with his deepening light;    250

Pleasant at noon beside the vocal brook

To lay me down, and watch the floating clouds,

And shape to fancy’s wild similitudes

Their ever-varying forms; and oh how sweet!

To drive my flock at evening to the fold,    255

And hasten to our little hut, and hear

The voice of kindness bid me welcome home.

“Amid the village playmates of my youth

Was one whom riper years approved a friend.

A gentle maid was my poor Madelon;    260

I loved her as a sister, and long time

Her undivided tenderness possess’d,

Until a better and a holier tie

Gave her one nearer friend; and then my heart

Partook her happiness, for never lived    265

A happier pair than Arnaud and his wife.
 

“Lorraine was call’d to arms, and with her youth

Went Arnaud to the war. The morn was fair,

Bright shone the sun, the birds sung cheerfully,

And all the fields seem’d joyous in the spring;    270

But to Domremi wretched was that day,

For there was lamentation, and the voice

Of anguish, and the deeper agony

That spake not. Never can my heart forget    274

The feelings that shot through me, when the horn

Gave its last call, and through the castle-gate

The banner moved, and from the clinging arms

Which hung on them, as for a last embrace,

Sons, brethren, husbands, went.

                           “More frequent now

Sought I the converse of poor Madelon,   280

For now she needed friendship’s soothing voice.

All the long summer did she live in hope

Of tidings from the war; and as at eve

She with her mother by the cottage door

Sat in the sunshine, if a traveller    285

Appear’d at distance coming o’er the brow,

Her eye was on him, and it might be seen

By the flush’d cheek what thoughts were in her heart,

And by the deadly paleness which ensued,

How her heart died within her. So the days    290

And weeks and months pass’d on; and when the leaves

Fell in the autumn, a most painful hope

That reason own’d not, that with expectation

Did never cheer her as she rose at morn,

Still linger’d in her heart, and still at night    295

Made disappointment dreadful. Winter came,

But Arnaud never from the war return’d,

He far away had perish’d; and when late

The tidings of his certain death arrived,

Sore with long anguish underneath that blow    300

She sunk. Then would she sit and think all day

Upon the past, and talk of happiness

That never could return, as though she found

Best solace in the thoughts which minister’d

To sorrow: and she loved to see the sun    305

Go down, because another day was gone,

And then she might retire to solitude

And wakeful recollections, or perchance

To sleep more wearying far than wakefulness,

Dreams of his safety and return, and starts    310

Of agony; so neither night nor day

Could she find rest, but pined and pined away.
 

“DEATH! to the happy thou art terrible;

But how the wretched love to think of thee

Oh thou true comforter, the friend of all    315

Who have no friend beside! By the sick bed

Of Madelon I sat, when sure she felt

The hour of her deliverance drawing near;

I saw her eye kindle with heavenly hope,

I had her latest look of earthly love,    320

I felt her hand’s last pressure.... Son of Orleans!

I would not wish to live to know that hour,

When I could think upon a dear friend dead,

And weep not: but they are not bitter tears,...

Not painful now; for Christ hath risen, first fruits

Of them that slept; and we shall meet again,    326

Meet, not again to part: the Grave hath lost

It’s victory.
 

                           “I remember as her bier

Went to the grave, a lark sprung up aloft,

And soar’d amid the sunshine, carolling    330

So full of joy, that to the mourner’s ear

More mournfully than dirge or passing bell,

The joyous carol came, and made us feel

That of the multitude of beings, none

But man was wretched.
 

                           “Then my soul awoke,

For it had slumber’d long in happiness,    336

And never feeling misery, never thought

What others suffer. I, as best I might,

Solaced the keen regret of Elinor;    339

And much my cares avail’d, and much her son’s,

On whom, the only comfort of her age,

She center’d now her love. A younger birth,

Aged nearly as myself was Theodore,

An ardent youth, who with the kindest care

Had sooth’d his sister’s sorrow. We had knelt    345

By her death-bed together, and no bond

In closer union knits two human hearts

Than fellowship in grief.

“It chanced as once

Beside the fire of Elinor I sat,    349

The night was comfortless, the loud blast howl’d,

And as we drew around the social hearth,

We heard the rain beat hard. Driven by the storm

A warrior mark’d our distant taper’s light;

We heapt the fire, and spread the friendly board.

‘’Tis a rude night;’ the stranger cried: ‘safe housed

Pleasant it is to hear the pelting rain.    356

I too could be content to dwell in peace.

Resting my head upon the lap of love,

But that my country calls. When the winds roar,

Remember sometimes what a soldier suffers,    360

And think on Conrade.’
 

                “Theodore replied,

‘Success go with thee! Something we have known

Of war, and tasted its calamity;

And I am well content to dwell in peace,

Albeit inglorious, thanking the good God    365

Who made me to be happy.’
 

                 “Did that God’

Cried Conrade, ‘form thy heart for happiness,

When Desolation royally careers

Over thy wretched country? Did that God

Form thee for Peace when Slaughter is abroad,    370

When her brooks run with blood, and Rape, and Murder,

Stalk through her flaming towns? Live thou in peace,

Young man! my heart is human: I must feel

For what my brethren suffer,’ While he spake

Such mingled passions character’d his face    375

Of fierce and terrible benevolence,

That I did tremble as I listen’d to him.

And in my heart tumultuous thoughts arose

Of high achievements, indistinct, and wild,

And vast,.. yet such they were as made me pant

As though by some divinity possess’d.    381
 

‘But is there not some duty due to those

We love?’ said Theodore; ‘Is there an employ

More righteous than to cheer declining age,

And thus with filial tenderness repay    385

Parental care?
 

                 “Hard is it,’ Conrade cried,

Ay, hard indeed, to part from those we love;

And I have suffer’d that severest pang.

I have left an aged mother; I have left

One upon whom my heart has fasten’d all    390

Its dearest, best affections. Should I live

Till France shall see the blessed hour of peace,

I shall return; my heart will be content,

My duties then will have been well discharged,

And I may then be happy. There are those    395

Who deem such thoughts the fancies of a mind

Strict beyond measure, and were well content,

If I should soften down my rigid nature

Even to inglorious ease, to honour me.

But pure of heart and high in self-esteem    400

I must be honour’d by myself: all else,

The breath of Fame, is as the unsteady wind Worthless.’
 

                           “So saying from his belt he took

The encumbering sword. I held it, listening to him,

And wistless what I did, half from the sheath    405

Drew forth its glittering blade. I gazed upon it,

And shuddering, as I touch’d its edge, exclaim’d,

How horrible it is with the keen sword

To gore the finely-fibred human frame!    409

I could not strike a lamb.
 

                           “He answer’d me

‘Maiden, thou sayest well. I could not strike

A lamb!..But when the merciless invader

Spares not grey age, and mocks the infant’s shriek

As it doth writhe upon his cursed lance,

And forces to his foul embrace the wife    415

Even where her slaughter’d husband bleeds to death.

Almighty God! I should not be a man

If I did let one weak and pitiful feeling

Make mine arm impotent to cleave him down.    419

Think well of this, young man!’ he cried, and took

The hand of Theodore; ‘think well of this;

As you are human, as you hope to live

In peace, amid the dearest joys of home,

Think well of this! You have a tender mother;

As you do wish that she may die in peace,    425

As you would even to madness agonize

To hear this maiden call on you in vain

For help, and see her dragg’d, and hear her scream

In the blood-reeking soldier’s lustful grasp,    429

Think that there are such horrors! that even now,

Some city flames, and haply, as in Roan,

Some famish’d babe on his dead mother’s breast

Yet hangs and pulls for food!.. Woe be to those

By whom the evil comes! And woe to him,..

For little less his guilt,..who dwells in peace,    435

When every arm is needed for the strife!’

“When we had all betaken us to rest,

Sleepless I lay, and in my mind revolved

The high-soul’d warrior’s speech. Then Madelon

Rose in remembrance; over her the grave    440

Had closed; her sorrows were not register’d

In the rolls of fame; but when the tears run down

The widow’s cheek, shall not her cry be heard

In Heaven against the oppressor? will not God

In sunder smite the unmerciful, and break    445

The sceptre of the wicked?.. Thoughts like these

Possess’d my soul, till at the break of day

I slept; nor did my heated brain repose

Even then; for visions, sent, as I believe,    449

From the Most-High, arose. A high-tower’d town

Hemm’d in and girt with enemies, I saw,

Where Famine on a heap of carcasses,

Half envious of the unutterable feast,

Mark’d the gorged raven clog his beak with gore.

I turn’d me then to the besieger’s camp,    455

And there was revelry: a loud lewd laugh

Burst on mine ear, and I beheld the chiefs

Sit at their feast, and plan the work of death.

My soul grew sick within me; I look’d up,    459

Reproaching Heaven,.. lo! from the clouds an arm

As of the avenging Angel was put forth,

And from his hand a sword, like lightning, fell.
 

“From that night I could feel my burthen’d soul

Heaving beneath incumbent Deity.

I sate in silence, musing on the days    465

To come, unheeding and unseeing all

Around me, in that dreaminess of thought

When every bodily sense is as it slept,

And the mind alone is wakeful. I have heard    469

Strange voices in the evening wind; strange forms

Dimly discover’d throng’d the twilight air.

The neighbours wonder’d at the sudden change,

They call’d me crazed; and my dear Uncle too,

Would sit and gaze upon me wistfully,

A heaviness upon his aged brow,    475

And in his eye such sorrow, that my heart

Sometimes misgave me. I had told him all

The mighty future labouring in my breast,

But that the hour, methought, not yet was come.
 

“At length I heard of Orleans, by the foe    480

Wall’d in from human help: thither all thoughts

All hopes were turn’d; that bulwark beaten down,

All were the invaders. Then my troubled soul

Grew more disturb’d, and shunning every eye,

I loved to wander where the woodland shade    485

Was deepest, there on mightiest deeds to brood

Of shadowy vastness, such as made my heart

Throb loud: anon I paused, and in a state

Of half expectance, listen’d to the wind.
 

“There is a fountain in the forest call’d    490

The Fountain of the Fairies: when a child

With a delightful wonder I have heard

Tales of the Elfin tribe who on its banks

Hold midnight revelry. An ancient oak,

The goodliest of the forest, grows beside;    495

Alone it stands, upon a green grass plat,

By the woods bounded like some little isle.

It ever hath been deem’d their favourite tree,

They love to lie and rock upon its leaves,    499

And bask in moonshine. Here the Woodman leads

His boy, and shewing him the green-sward mark’d

With darker circlets, says their midnight dance

Hath traced the rings, and bids him spare the tree.

Fancy had cast a spell upon the place

Which made it holy; and the villagers    505

Would say that never evil thing approach’d

Unpunish’d there. The strange and fearful pleasure

Which fill’d me by that solitary spring,

Ceased not in riper years; and now it woke

Deeper delight, and more mysterious awe.    510

“A blessed spot! Oh how my soul enjoy’d

Its holy quietness, with what delight

Escaping from mankind I hasten’d there

To solitude and freedom! Thitherward

On a spring eve I had betaken me,    515

And there I sat, and mark’d the deep red clouds

Gather before the wind.. the rising wind,

Whose sudden gusts, each wilder than the last,

Appear’d to rock my senses. Soon the night

Darken’d around, and the large rain-drops fell    520

Heavy; anon tempestuously the gale

Swept o’er the wood. Methought the thunder-shower

Fell with refreshing coolness on my head,

And the hoarse dash of waters, and the rush

Of winds that mingled with the forest roar,    525

Made a wild music. On a rock I sat,

The glory of the tempest fill’d my soul;

And when the thunders peal’d, and the long flash

Hung durable in heaven, and on my sight    529

Spread the grey forest, memory, thought, were gone.

All sense of self annihilate, I seem’d

Diffused into the scene.
 

               “At length a light

Approach’d the spring; I saw my Uncle Claude;

His grey locks dripping with the midnight storm,

He came, and caught me in his arms, and cried

‘My God! my child is safe!’
 

               “I felt his words

Pierce in my heart; my soul was overcharged;

I fell upon his neck and told him all;    538

GOD was within me, as I felt, I spake,

And he believed.
 

               “Aye, Chieftain! and the world

Shall soon believe my mission; for the LORD

Will raise up indignation and pour on’t

His wrath, and they shall perish who oppress.”
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After Blenheim
 

Robert Southey (1774–1843)
 

IT was a summer evening,

 Old Kaspar’s work was done,

And he before his cottage door

 Was sitting in the sun;

And by him sported on the green   5

His little grandchild Wilhelmine.
 

She saw her brother Peterkin

 Roll something large and round

Which he beside the rivulet

 In playing there had found;   10

He came to ask what he had found

That was so large and smooth and round.
 

Old Kaspar took it from the boy

 Who stood expectant by;

And then the old man shook his head,   15

 And with a natural sigh

‘’Tis some poor fellow’s skull,’ said he.

‘Who fell in the great victory.
 

‘I find them in the garden,

 For there’s many here about;   20

And often when I go to plough

 The ploughshare turns them out.

For many thousand men,’ said he,

‘Were slain in that great victory.’
 

‘Now tell us what ’twas all about,’   25

 Young Peterkin he cries;

And little Wilhelmine looks up

 With wonder-waiting eyes;

‘Now tell us all about the war,

And what they fought each other for.’   30
 

‘It was the English,’ Kaspar cried,

 ‘Who put the French to rout;

But what they fought each other for

 I could not well make out.

But everybody said,’ quoth he,   35

‘That ’twas a famous victory.
 

‘My father lived at Blenheim then,

 Yon little stream hard by;

They burnt his dwelling to the ground,

 And he was forced to fly:   40

So with his wife and child he fled,

Nor had he where to rest his head.
 

‘With fire and sword the country round

 Was wasted far and wide,

And many a childing mother then   45

 And newborn baby died:

But things like that, you know, must be

At every famous victory.
 

‘They say it was a shocking sight

 After the field was won;   50

For many thousand bodies here

 Lay rotting in the sun:

But things like that, you know, must be

After a famous victory.
 

‘Great praise the Duke of Marlbro’ won   55

 And our good Prince Eugene;’

‘Why ’twas a very wicked thing!’

 Said little Wilhelmine;

‘Nay . . nay . . my little girl,’ quoth he,

‘It was a famous victory.   60
 

‘And every body praised the Duke

 Who this great fight did win.’

‘But what good came of it at last?’

 Quoth little Peterkin: — 

‘Why that I cannot tell,’ said he,   65

‘But ’twas a famous victory.’
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The Scholar
 

Robert Southey (1774–1843)
 

MY days among the Dead are past;

Around me I behold,

Where’er these casual eyes are cast,

The mighty minds of old:

My never-failing friends are they,   5

With whom I converse day by day.
 

With them I take delight in weal

And seek relief in woe;

And while I understand and feel

How much to them I owe,   10

My cheeks have often been bedew’d

With tears of thoughtful gratitude.
 

My thoughts are with the Dead; with them

I live in long-past years,

Their virtues love, their faults condemn,   15

Partake their hopes and fears,

And from their lessons seek and find

Instruction with an humble mind.
 

My hopes are with the Dead; anon

My place with them will be,   20

And I with them shall travel on

Through all Futurity;

Yet leaving here a name, I trust,

That will not perish in the dust.
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The Devil’s Walk.
 

Robert Southey (1774–1843)
 

1.
 

FROM his brimstone bed at break of day

A walking the Devil is gone,

To look at his little, snug farm of the World,

And see how his stock went on.
 

2.
 

Over the hill and over the dale,

And he went over the plain;

And backward and forward he swish’d his tail,

As a gentleman swishes a cane.
 

3.
 

How then was the Devil dress’d?

Oh, he was in his Sunday’s best;

His coat was red, and his breeches were blue,

And there was a hole where his tail came through.
 

4.
 

A lady drove by in her pride,

In whose face an expression he spied,

For which he could have kiss’d her;

Such a flourishing, fine, clever creature was she,

With an eye as wicked as wicked can be:

I should take her for my Aunt, thought he;

If my dam had had a sister.
 

5.
 

He met a lord of high degree, — 

No matter what was his name, — 

Whose face with his own when he came to compare

The expression, the look, and the air,

And the character too, as it seem’d to a hair, — 

Such a twin-likeness there was in the pair,

That it made the Devil start and stare;

For he thought there was surely a looking-glass there

But he could not see the frame.
 

6.
 

He saw a Lawyer killing a viper

On a dunghill beside his stable;

Ho! quoth he, thou put’st me in mind

Of the story of Cain and Abel.
 

7.
 

An Apothecary on a white horse

Rode by on his vocation;

And the Devil thought of his old friend

Death in the Revelation.
 

8.
 

He pass’d a cottage with a double coach-house,

A cottage of gentility;

And he own’d with a grin

That his favorite sin

Is pride that apes humility.
 

9.
 

He saw a pig rapidly

Down a river float;

The pig swam well, but every stroke

Was cutting his own throat; — 
 

10.
 

And Satan gave thereat his tail

A twirl of admiration;

For he thought of his daughter War

And her suckling babe Taxation.
 

11.
 

Well enough, in sooth, he liked that truth,

And nothing the worse for the jest;

But this was only a first thought;

And in this he did not rest:

Another came presently into his head;

And here it proved, as has often been said,

That second thoughts are best
 

12.
 

For as Piggy plied, with wind and tide,

His way with such celerity,

And at every stroke the water dyed

With his own red blood, the Devil cried

Behold a swinish nation’s pride

In cotton-spun prosperity
 

13.
 

He walk’d into London leisurely;

The streets were dirty and dim;

But there he saw Brothers the Prophet,

And Brothers the Prophet saw him.
 

14.
 

He entered a thriving bookseller’s shop;

Quoth he, We are both of one college,

For I myself sate like a Cormorant once

Upon the Tree of Knowledge.
 

15.
 

As he passed through Cold-Bath Fields, he look’d

At a solitary cell;

And he was well-pleased, for it gave him a hint

For improving the prisons of Hell.
 

16.
 

He saw a turnkey tie a thief’s hands

With a cordial tug and jerk;

Nimbly, quoth he, a man’s fingers move

When his heart is in his work.
 

17.
 

He saw the same turnkey unfettering a man

With little expedition;

And he chuckled to think of his dear slave trade,

And the long debates and delays that were made

Concerning its abolition.
 

18.
 

He met one of his favorite daughters

By an Evangelical Meeting;

And forgetting himself for joy at her sight,

He would have accosted her outright,

And given her a fatherly greeting.
 

19.
 

But she tipp’d him a wink, drew back, and cried,

Avaunt! my name’s Religion!

And then she turn’d to the preacher,

And leer’d like a love-sick pigeon.
 

20.
 

A fine man and a famous Professor was he,

As the great Alexander now may be,

Whose fame not yet o’erpast is

Or that new Scotch performer

Who is fiercer and warmer,

The great Sir Arch-Bombastes;
 

21.
 

With throbs and throes, and ahs and ohs,

Far famed his flock for frightening;

And thundering with his voice, the while

His eyes zigzag like lightning.
 

22.
 

This Scotch phenomenon, I trow,

Beats Alexander hollow;

Even when most tame,

He breathes more flame

Than ten Fire-Kings could swallow
 

23.
 

Another daughter he presently met:

With music of fife and drum,

And a consecrated flag,

And shout of tag and rag,

And march of rank and file,

Which had fill’d the crowded aisle

Of the venerable pile,

From church he saw her come.
 

24.
 

He call’d her aside, and began to chide,

For what dost thou here? said he;

My city of Rome is thy proper home,

And there’s work enough there for thee.
 

25.
 

Thou hast confessions to listen,

And bells to christen,

And altars and dolls to dress;

And fools to coax,

And sinners to hoax,

And beads and bones to bless;

And great pardons to sell

For those who pay well,

And small ones for those who pay less.
 

26.
 

Nay, Father, I boast, that this is my post,

She answered; and thou wilt allow,

That the great Harlot,

Who is clothed in scarlet,

Can very well spare me now.
 

27.
 

Upon her business I am come here,

That we may extend her powers;

Whatever lets down this church that we hate,

Is something in favor of ours.
 

28.
 

You will not think, great Cosmocrat!

That I spend my time in fooling;

Many irons, my Sire, have we in the fire,

And I must leave none of them cooling;

For you must know state-councils here

Are held which I bear rule in.

When my liberal notions

Produce mischievous motions,

There’s many a man of good intent,

In either house of Parliament,

Whom I shall find a tool in;

And I have hopeful pupils too

Who all this while are schooling.
 

29.
 

Fine progress they make in our liberal opinions,

My Utilitarians,

My all sorts of — inians

And all sorts of — arians;

My all sorts of — ists,

And my Prigs and my Whigs,

Who have all sorts of twists,

Train’d in the very way, I know,

Father, you would have them go;

High and low,

Wise and foolish, great and small,

March-of-Intellect-Boys all.
 

30.
 

Well pleased wilt thou be at no very far day,

When the caldron of mischief boils,

And I bring them forth in battle array,

And bid them suspend their broils,

That they may unite and fall on the prey,

For which we are spreading our toils.

How the nice boys all will give mouth at the call,

Hark away! hark away to the spoils!

My Macs and my Quacks and my lawless-Jacks,

My Shields and O’Connells, my pious Mac-Donnells,

My joke-smith Sidney, and all of his kidney,

My Humes and my Broughams,

My merry old Jerry,

My Lord Kings, and my Doctor Doyles!
 

31.
 

At this good news, so great

The Devil’s pleasure grew,

That with a joyful swish he rent

The hole where his tail came through.
 

32.
 

His countenance fell for a moment

When he felt the stitches go;

Ah! thought he, there’s a job now

That I’ve made for my tailor below.
 

33.
 

Great news! bloody news! cried a newsman;

The Devil said, Stop, let me see!

Great news? bloody news? thought the Devil,

The bloodier the better for me.
 

34.
 

So he bought the newspaper, and no news

At all for his money he had.

Lying varlet, thought he, thus to take in old Nick!

But it’s some satisfaction, my lad,

To know thou art paid beforehand for the trick,

For the sixpence I gave thee is bad.
 

35.
 

And then it came into his head,

By oracular inspiration,

That what he had seen and what he had said,

In the course of this visitation,

Would be published in the Morning Post

For all this reading nation.
 

36.
 

Therewith in second-sight he saw

The place, and the manner and time,

In which this mortal story

Would be put in immortal rhyme.
 

37.
 

That it would happen when two poets

Should on a time be met

In the town of Nether Stowey,

In the shire of Somerset.
 

38.
 

There, while the one was shaving,

Would he the song begin;

And the other, when he heard it at breakfast,

In ready accord join in.
 

39.
 

So each would help the other,

Two heads being better than one;

And the phrase and conceit

Would in unison meet,

And so with glee the verse flow free

In ding-dong chime of sing-song rhyme,

Till the whole were merrily done.
 

40.
 

And because it was set to the razor,

Not to the lute or harp,

Therefore it was that the fancy

Should be bright, and the wit be sharp.
 

41.
 

But their, said Satan to himself,

As for that said beginner,

Against my infernal Majesty

There is no greater sinner.
 

42.
 

He hath put me in ugly ballads

With libellous pictures for sale;

He hath scoff’d at my hoofs and my horns,

And has made very free with my tail.
 

43.
 

But this Mister Poet shall find

I am not a safe subject for whim;

For I’ll set up a School of my own,

And my Poets shall set upon him.
 

44.
 

He went to a coffee-house to dine,

And there he had soy in his dish;

Having ordered some soles for his dinner.

Because he was fond of flat fish.
 

45.
 

They are much to my palate, thought he,

And now guess the reason who can,

Why no bait should be better than place,

When I fish for a Parliament-man.
 

46.
 

But the soles in the bill were ten shillings,

Tell your master, quoth he, what I say;

If he charges at this rate for all things,

He must be in a pretty good way.
 

47.
 

But mark ye, said he to the waiter,

I’m a dealer myself in this line,

And his business, between you and me,

Nothing like so extensive as mine.
 

48.
 

Now soles are exceedingly cheap;

Which he will not attempt to deny,

When I see him at my fish-market,

I warrant him, by and by.
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The Curse of Kehama: I. The Funeral
 

1
 

                  Midnight, and yet no eye

Through all the Imperial City closed in sleep!

                  Behold her streets a-blaze

With light that seems to kindle the red sky,

      Her myriads swarming through the crowded ways!

Master and slave, old age and infancy,

                  All, all abroad to gaze;

                  House-top and balcony

Clustered with women, who throw back their veils

      With unimpeded and insatiate sight

To view the funeral pomp which passes by,

                  As if the mournful rite

Were but to them a scene of joyance and delight.
 

2
 

Vainly, ye blessed twinklers of the night,

                  Your feeble beams ye shed,

Quench’d in the unnatural light which might out-stare

                  Even the broad eye of day;

            And thou from thy celestial way

      Pourest, O Moon, an ineffectual ray!

For lo! ten thousand torches flame and flare

                        Upon the midnight air,

                  Blotting the lights of heaven

                        With one portentous glare.

Behold the fragrant smoke in many a fold

      Ascending, floats along the fiery sky,

            And hangeth visible on high,

                  A dark and waving canopy.
 

3
 

Hark! ’tis the funeral trumpet’s breath!

                        ’Tis the dirge of death!

      At once ten thousand drums begin,

With one long thunder-peal the ear assailing;

      Ten thousand voices then join in,

      And with one deep and general din

                        Pour their wild wailing.

                  The song of praise is drown’d

                        Amid the deafening sound;

      You hear no more the trumpet’s tone,

You hear no more the mourner’s moan,

      Though the trumpet’s breath, and the dirge of death,

Swell with commingled force the funeral yell.

      But rising over all in one acclaim

Is heard the echoed and re-echoed name,

            From all that countless rout;

                        “Arvalan! Arvalan!

                        Arvalan! Arvalan!”

      Ten times ten thousand voices in one shout

Call “Arvalan!” The overpowering sound,

      From house to house repeated rings about,

            From tower to tower rolls round.
 

4
 

      The death-procession moves along;

Their bald heads shining to the torches’ ray,

                  The Bramins lead the way,

                  Chaunting the funeral song.

            And now at once they shout,

                              “Arvalan! Arvalan!”

            With quick rebound of sound,

                        All in accordance cry,

                              “Arvalan! Arvalan!”

            The universal multitude reply.

In vain ye thunder on his ear the name;

                  Would ye awake the dead?

            Borne upright in his palankeen,

                        There Arvalan is seen!

      A glow is on his face,... a lively red;

                        It is the crimson canopy

Which o’er his cheek a reddening shade hath shed;

            He moves,... he nods his head,...

But the motion comes from the bearers’ tread,

            As the body, borne aloft in state,

Sways with the impulse of its own dead weight.
 

5
 

Close following his dead son, Kehama came,

                  Nor joining in the ritual song,

                        Nor calling the dear name;

      With head deprest and funeral vest,

            And arms enfolded on his breast,

Silent and lost in thought he moves along.

King of the World, his slaves, unenvying now,

      Behold their wretched Lord; rejoiced they see

                  The mighty Rajah’s misery;

That Nature in his pride hath dealt the blow,

      And taught the Master of Mankind to know

Even he himself is man, and not exempt from woe.
 

6
 

O sight of grief! the wives of Arvalan,

Young Azla, young Nealliny, are seen!

                  Their widow-robes of white,

                  With gold and jewels bright,

                  Each like an Eastern queen.

      Woe! woe! around their palankeen,

                        As on a bridal day,

With symphony, and dance, and song,

Their kindred and their friends come on.

The dance of sacrifice! the funeral song!

And next the victim slaves in long array,

      Richly bedight to grace the fatal day,

                  Move onward to their death;

                        The clarions’ stirring breath

      Lifts their thin robes in every flowing fold,

                        And swells the woven gold,

                              That on the agitated air

Flutters and glitters to the torch’s glare.
 

7
 

A man and maid of aspect wan and wild,

Then, side by side, by bowmen guarded, came;

O wretched father! O unhappy child!

Them were all eyes of all the throng exploring...

                        Is this the daring man

Who raised his fatal hand at Arvalan?

      Is this the wretch condemn’d to feel

                  Kehama’s dreadful wrath?

Then were all hearts of all the throng deploring;

      For not in that innumerable throng

Was one who loved the dead; for who could know

                  What aggravated wrong

            Provoked the desperate blow!
 

8
 

      Far, far behind, beyond all reach of sight,

In order’d files the torches flow along,

      One ever-lengthening line of gliding light:

                              Far... far behind,

Rolls on the undistinguishable clamour,

      Of horn, and trump, and tambour;

                        Incessant as the roar

      Of streams which down the wintry mountain pour,

And louder than the dread commotion

                  Of breakers on a rocky shore,

      When the winds rage over the waves,

            And Ocean to the Tempest raves.
 

9
 

            And now toward the bank they go,

            Where winding on their way below,

                  Deep and strong the waters flow.

                  Here doth the funeral pile appear

      With myrrh and ambergris bestrew’d,

            And built of precious sandal wood.

They cease their music and their outcry here,

                        Gently they rest the bier;

                  They wet the face of Arvalan,

No sign of life the sprinkled drops excite;

They feel his breast,... no motion there;

            They feel his lips,... no breath;

For not with feeble, nor with erring hand,

      The brave avenger dealt the blow of death.

Then with a doubling peal and deeper blast,

The tambours and the trumpets sound on high,

            And with a last and loudest cry,

                        They call on Arvalan.
 

10
 

      Woe! woe! for Azla takes her seat

                        Upon the funeral pile!

                  Calmly she took her seat,

Calmly the whole terrific pomp survey’d;

                        As on her lap the while

      The lifeless head of Arvalan was laid.
 

11
 

                        Woe! woe! Nealliny,

                              The young Nealliny!

            They strip her ornaments away,

Bracelet and anklet, ring, and chain, and zone;

                  Around her neck they leave

                  The marriage knot alone,...

            That marriage band, which when

                  Yon waning moon was young,

                        Around her virgin neck

                  With bridal joy was hung.

Then with white flowers, the coronal of death,

                  Her jetty locks they crown.
 

12
 

                              O sight of misery!

You cannot hear her cries,... their sound

      In that wild dissonance is drown’d;...

                        But in her face you see

            The supplication and the agony,...

See in her swelling throat the desperate strength

That with vain effort struggles yet for life;

      Her arms contracted now in fruitless strife,

                  Now wildly at full length

      Towards the crowd in vain for pity spread,...

They force her on, they bind her to the dead.
 

13
 

                  Then all around retire;

      Circling the pile, the ministering Bramins stand,

Each lifting in his hand a torch on fire.

Alone the Father of the dead advanced

                  And lit the funeral pyre.
 

14
 

                              At once on every side

                        The circling torches drop,

                              At once on every side

                        The fragrant oil is pour’d,

                              At once on every side

                        The rapid flames rush up.

      Then hand in hand the victim band

Roll in the dance around the funeral pyre;

                  Their garments’ flying folds

                        Float inward to the fire;

In drunken whirl they wheel around;

            One drops,... another plunges in;

                  And still with overwhelming din

The tambours and the trumpets sound;

And clap of hand, and shouts, and cries,

                  From all the multitude arise;

While round and round, in giddy wheel,

                  Intoxicate they roll and reel,

      Till one by one whirl’d in they fall,

And the devouring flames have swallow’d all.
 

15
 

      Then all was still; the drums and clarions ceased;

The multitude were hush’d in silent awe;

      Only the roaring of the flames was heard.
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The Curse of Kehama: II. The Curse
 

1
 

Alone towards the Table of the Dead

      Kehama moved; there on the alter-stone

                  Honey and rice he spread.

There with collected voice and painful tone

                        He call’d upon his son.

                        Lo! Arvalan appears;

      Only Kehama’s powerful eye beheld

The thin ethereal spirit hovering nigh;

                              Only the Rajah’s ear

                  Received his feeble breath.

“And is this all?” the mournful Spirit said,

      “This all that thou canst give me after death?

                        This unavailing pomp,

These empty pageantries that mock the dead!”
 

2
 

                  In bitterness the Rajah heard,

And groan’d, and smote his breast,and o’er his face

            Cowl’d the white mourning vest.
 

3
 

                        ARVALAN

      “Art thou not powerful,... even like a God?

            And must I, through my years of wandering,

Shivering and naked to the elements,

                        In wretchedness await

                  The hour of Yamen’s wrath?

I thought thou wouldst embody me anew,

                              Undying as I am,...

Yea, re-create me!... Father, is this all?

                  This all? and thou Almighty!”
 

4
 

      But in that wrongful and upbraiding tone,

                              Kehama found relief,

For rising anger half supprest his grief.

            “Reproach not me!” he cried,

“Had I not spell-secured thee from disease,

      Fire, sword,... all common accidents of man,...

And thou!... fool, fool... to perish by a stake!

            And by a peasant’s arm!...

Even now, when from reluctant Heaven,

      Forcing new gifts and mightier attributes,

So soon I should have quell’d the Death-God’s power.”
 

5
 

      “Waste not thy wrath on me,” quoth Arvalan,

“It was my hour of folly! Fate prevail’d,

Nor boots it to reproach me that I fell.

      I am in misery, Father! Other souls

            Predoom’d to Indra’s Heaven, enjoy the dawn

Of bliss,... to them the temper’d elements

      Minister joy: genial delight the sun

Sheds on their happy being, and the stars

      Effuse on them benignant influences;

And thus o’er earth and air they roam at will,

      And when the number of their days is full,

      Go fearlessly before the aweful throne.

But I,... all naked feeling and raw life,...

What worse than this hath Yamen’s hell in store?

            If ever thou didst love me, mercy, Father!

      Save me, for thou canst save... the Elements

                        Know and obey thy voice.”
 

6
 

                        KEHAMA

                              “The Elements

Shall sin no more against thee; whilst I speak

Already dost thou feel their power is gone.

      Fear not! I cannot call again the past,

Fate hath made that its own; but Fate shall yield

      To me the future; and thy doom be fix’d

By mine, not Yamen’s will. Meantime all power

      Whereof thy feeble spirit can be made

Participant, I give. Is there aught else

                        To mitigate thy lot?”
 

                        ARVALAN

“Only the sight of vengeance. Give me that!

      Vengeance, full, worthy, vengeance!... not the stroke

            Of sudden punishment,... no agony

That spends itself and leaves the wretch at rest,

                        But lasting long revenge.”
 

                        KEHAMA

      “What, boy? is that cup sweet? then take thy fill!”
 

7
 

So as he spake, a glow of dreadful pride

      Inflamed his cheek, with quick and angry stride

                  He moved toward the pile,

And raised his hand to hush the crowd, and cried,

      “Bring forth the murderer!” At the Rajah’s voice

Calmly, and like a man whom fear had stunn’d,

      Ladurlad came, obedient to the call;

            But Kailyal started at the sound,

And gave a womanly shriek, and back she drew,

And eagerly she roll’d her eyes around,

      As if to seek for aid, albeit she knew

                  No aid could there be found.
 

8
 

It chanced that near her on the river brink,

            The sculptured form of Marriataly stood;

      It was an Idol roughly hewn of wood,

                  Artless, and mean, and rude;

            The Goddess of the poor was she;

            None else regarded her with piety.

      But when that holy Image Kailyal view’d,

      To that she sprung, to that she clung,

On her own Goddess, with close-clasping arms,

                        For life the maiden hung.
 

9
 

They seized the maid; with unrelenting grasp

            They bruised her tender limbs;

She, nothing yielding, to this only hope

      Clings with the strength of frenzy and despair.

She screams not now, she breathes not now,

She sends not up one vow,

      She forms not in her soul one secret prayer,

All thought, all feeling, and all powers of life

In the one effort centering. Wrathful they

      With tug and strain would force the maid away;...

Didst thou, O Marriataly, see their strife,

In pity didst thou see the suffering maid?

      Or was thine anger kindled, that rude hands

Assail’d thy holy Image?... for behold

                        The holy image shakes!
 

10
 

      Irreverently bold, they deem the maid

                  Relax’d her stubborn hold,

And now with force redoubled drag their prey;

And now the rooted Idol to their sway

      Bends,... yields,... and now it falls.

                        But then they scream,

For lo! they feel the crumbling bank give way,

      And all are plunged into the stream.
 

11
 

“She hath escaped my will,” Kehama cried,

      “She hath escaped,... but thou art here,

                              I have thee still,

                        The worser criminal!”

And on Ladurlad, while he spake, severe

                  He fix’d his dreadful frown.

            The strong reflection of the pile

                        Lit his dark lineaments,

      Lit the protruded brow, the gathered front,

                        The steady eye of wrath.
 

12
 

But while the fearful silence yet endured,

                        Ladurlad roused himself;

                  Ere yet the voice of destiny

Which trembled on the Rajah’s lips was loosed,

                              Eager he interposed,

            As if despair had waken’d him to hope;

      “Mercy! oh mercy! only in defence...

                              Only instinctively,...

            Only to save my child, I smote the Prince;

                  King of the world, be merciful!

                        Crush me,... but torture not!”
 

13
 

The Man-Almighty deign’d him no reply,

Still he stood silent; in no human mood

            Of mercy, in no hesitating thought

Of right and justice. At the length he raised

            His brow yet unrelax’d,... his lips unclosed,

                        And uttered from the heart,

With the whole feeling of his soul enforced,

                  The gathered vengeance came.
 

14
 

                              “I charm thy life

                  From the weapons of strife,

                  From stone and from wood,

                        From fire and from flood,

                        From the serpent’s tooth,

                        And the beasts of blood:

                  From Sickness I charm thee,

            And Time shall not harm thee;

                        But Earth which is mine,

                        Its fruits shall deny thee;

                        And Water shall hear me,

                  And know thee and fly thee;

      And the Winds shall not touch thee

                        When they pass by thee,

            And the Dews shall not wet thee,

                        When they fall nigh thee:

                  And thou shalt seek Death

                        To release thee, in vain;

                  Thou shalt live in thy pain

                  While Kehama shall reign,

                        With a fire in thy heart,

                        And a fire in thy brain;

                        And Sleep shall obey me,

                              And visit thee never,

                  And the Curse shall be on thee

                              For ever and ever.”
 

15
 

There where the Curse had stricken him,

            There stood the miserable man,

There stood Ladurlad, with loose-hanging arms;

                  And eyes of idiot wandering.

                        Was it a dream? alas,

                        He heard the river flow,

      He heard the crumbling of the pile,

      He heard the wind which shower’d

                  The thin white ashes round.

                        There motionless he stood,

            As if he hoped it were a dream,

And feared to move, lest he should prove

                        The actual misery;

And still at times he met Kehama’s eye,

Kehama’s eye that fastened on him still.
 

* * *
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The Old Familiar Faces
 

Charles Lamb (1775–1834)
 

I HAVE had playmates, I have had companions

In my days of childhood, in my joyful school-days;

All, all are gone, the old familiar faces.
 

I have been laughing, I have been carousing,

Drinking late, sitting late, with my bosom cronies;   5

All, all are gone, the old familiar faces.
 

I loved a Love once, fairest among women:

Closed are her doors on me, I must not see her — 

All, all are gone, the old familiar faces.
 

I have a friend, a kinder friend has no man:   10

Like an ingrate, I left my friend abruptly;

Left him, to muse on the old familiar faces.
 

Ghost-like I paced round the haunts of my childhood,

Earth seem’d a desert I was bound to traverse,

Seeking to find the old familiar faces.   15
 

Friend of my bosom, thou more than a brother,

Why wert not thou born in my father’s dwelling?

So might we talk of the old familiar faces,
 

How some they have died, and some they have left me,

And some are taken from me; all are departed;   20

All, all are gone, the old familiar faces.
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Hester
 

Charles Lamb (1775–1834)
 

WHEN maidens such as Hester die

Their place ye may not well supply,

Though ye among a thousand try

    With vain endeavour.

A month or more hath she been dead,   5

Yet cannot I by force be led

To think upon the wormy bed

    And her together.
 

A springy motion in her gait,

A rising step, did indicate   10

Of pride and joy no common rate

    That flush’d her spirit:

I know not by what name beside

I shall it call: if ’twas not pride,

It was a joy to that allied   15

    She did inherit.
 

Her parents held the Quaker rule,

Which doth the human feeling cool;

But she was train’d in Nature’s school,

    Nature had blest her.   20

A waking eye, a prying mind,

A heart that stirs, is hard to bind;

A hawk’s keen sight ye cannot blind,

    Ye could not Hester.
 

My sprightly neighbour! gone before   25

To that unknown and silent shore,

Shall we not meet, as heretofore

    Some summer morning — 

When from thy cheerful eyes a ray

Hath struck a bliss upon the day,   30

A bliss that would not go away,

    A sweet fore-warning?
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On an Infant Dying as Soon as Born
 

Charles Lamb (1775–1834)
 

I SAW where in the shroud did lurk

A curious frame of Nature’s work;

A flow’ret crushéd in the bud,

A nameless piece of Babyhood,

Was in her cradle-coffin lying;   5

Extinct, with scarce the sense of dying:

So soon to exchange the imprisoning womb

For darker closets of the tomb!

She did but ope an eye, and put

A clear beam forth, then straight up shut   10

For the long dark: ne’er more to see

Through glasses of mortality,

Riddle of destiny, who can show

What thy short visit meant, or know

What thy errand here below?   15

Shall we say, that Nature blind

Check’d her hand, and changed her mind

Just when she had exactly wrought

A finish’d pattern without fault?

Could she flag, or could she tire,   20

Or lack’d she the Promethean fire

(With her nine moons’ long workings sicken’d)

That should thy little limbs have quicken’d?

Limbs so firm, they seem’d to assure

Life of health, and days mature:   25

Woman’s self in miniature!

Limbs so fair, they might supply

(Themselves now but cold imagery)

The sculptor to make Beauty by.

Or did the stern-eyed Fate descry   30

That babe or mother, one must die;

So in mercy left the stock

And cut the branch; to save the shock

Of young years widow’d, and the pain

When Single State comes back again   35

To the lone man who, reft of wife,

Thenceforward drags a maiméd life?

The economy of Heaven is dark,

And wisest clerks have miss’d the mark

Why human buds, like this, should fall,   40

More brief than fly ephemeral

That has his day; while shrivell’d crones

Stiffen with age to stocks and stones;

And crabbed use the conscience sears

In sinners of an hundred years.   45

 — Mother’s prattle, mother’s kiss,

Baby fond, thou ne’er wilt miss:

Rites, which custom does impose,

Silver bells, and baby clothes;

Coral redder than those lips   50

Which pale death did late eclipse;

Music framed for infants’ glee,

Whistle never tuned for thee;

Though thou want’st not, thou shalt have them,

Loving hearts were they which gave them.   55

Let not one be missing; nurse,

See them laid upon the hearse

Of infant slain by doom perverse.

Why should kings and nobles have

Pictured trophies to their grave,   60

And we, churls, to thee deny

Thy pretty toys with thee to lie — 

A more harmless vanity?
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Sir Walter Scott
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








The Lay of the Last Minstrel: Canto First
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

I
 

The feast was over in Branksome tower,
 And the Ladye had gone to her secret bower;
 Her bower that was guarded by word and by spell,
 Deadly to hear, and deadly to tell — 
 Jesu Maria, shield us well!
 No living wight, save the Ladye alone,
 Had dared to cross the threshold stone.
 

II
 

The tables were drawn, it was idlesse all;

    Knight and page, and household squire,
 Loiter’d through the lofty hall,

    Or crowded round the ample fire:
 The staghours, weary with the chase,

    Lay stretch’d upon the rusy foloor
 And urged, in dreams, the forest race,

    From Teviot-stone to Eskdale-moor.
 

III
 

Nine-and-twenty knights of fame

    Hung their shields in Branksome-Hall,
 Nine-and-twenty squires of name

    Brought them their steeds to bower from stall;

        Nine-and-twenty yeomen tall

        Waited, duteous, on them all;

        They were all knights of mettle true,

        Kinsmen to the bold Buccleuch.
 

IV
 

Ten of them were sheathed in steel,
 With belted sword, and spur on heel:
 They quitted not their harness bright,
 Neither by day, nor yet by night:

        They lay down to rest,

        With corslet laced,
 Pillow’d on buckler cold and hard;

        They carved at the meal

        With gloves of steel,
 And they drank the red wine through the helmet barr’d.
 

V
 

Ten squires, ten yeomen, mail-clad men,
 Waited the beck of the warders ten;
 Thirty steeds, both fleet and wight,
 Stood saddled in stable day and night,
 Barbed with frontlet of steel, I trow,
 And with Jedwood-axe at saddlebow;
 A hundred more fed free in stall: — 
 Such was the custom of Branksome-Hall.
 

VI
 

Why do these steeds stand ready dight?
 Why watch these warriors, arm’d, by night? — 
 They watch, to hear the blood-hound baying?
 They watch to hear the war-horn braying;
 To see St. George’s red cross streaming,
 To see the midnight beacon gleaming:
 They watch, against Southern force and guile,

    Lest Scroop, or Howard, or Percy’s powers,

    Threaten Branksome’s lordly towers,
 From Warkwork, or Naworth, or merry Carlisle.
 

VII
 

Such is the custom of Branksome-Hall — 

        Many a valiant knight is here;
 But he, the chieftain of them all,
 His sword hangs rusting on the wall,

        Beside his broken spear.

    Bards long shall tell

    How Lord Walter fell.

    When startled burghers fled afar,

    The furies of the Border war;

    When the streets of high

    Saw lances gleam and falchion redden,

    And heard the ‘s deadly yell — 

    Then the Chef of Branksome fell.
 

VIII
 

Can piety the discord heal,

    Or stanch the death-feud’s enmity?
 Can Christian lore, can patriot zeal,

    Can love of blessed charity?
 No! vainly to each holy shrine,

    In mutual pilgrimage they drew;
 Implored, in vain, the grace divine

    For chiefs, their own red falchions slew;
 While Cessford owns the rule of Carr,

    While Ettrick boasts the line of Scott,
 The slaughter’d chiefs, the mortal jar,
 The havoc of the feudal war,

    Shall never, never be forgot!
 

IX
 

In sorrow o’er Lord Walter’s bier

    The warlike foresters had bent;
 And many a flower,and many a tear,

    Old Teviot’s maids and matrons lent:
 But o’er her warrior’s bloody bier
 The Ladye dropp’d nor flowers nor tear!
 Vengeance, deep-brooding o’er the slain

    Had lock’d the source of softer woe;
 And burning pride, and high disdain,

    Forbade the rising tear to flow;
 Until, amid his sorrowing clan,

    Her son lisp’d from the nurse’s knee — 

    “And if I live to be a man,

    My father’s death revenged shall be!”
 Then fast the mother’s tears did seek
 To dew the infant’s kindling cheek.
 

X
 

All loose her negligent attire,

    All loose her golden hair,
 Hung Margaret o’er her slaughter’d sire,

    And wept in wild despair,
 But not alone the bitter tear

    Had filial grief supplied;
 For hopeless love, and anxious fear,

    Had lent their mingled tide:
 Nor in her mother’s alter’d eye
 Dared she to look for sympathy.
 Her lover, ‘gainst her father’s clan,

    With Carr in arms had stood,
 When Mathouse-burn to Melrose ran,

    All purple with their blood;
 And well she knew, her mother dread,
 Before Lord Cranstoun she should wed,
 Would see her on her dying bed.
 

XI
 

Of noble race the Ladye came
 Her father was a clerk of fame,

    Of Bethune’s line of Picardie;
 He learn’d the art that none may name,

    In Padua, far beyond the sea.
 Men said, he changed his mortal frame

    By feat of magic mystery;
 For when, in studious mode, he paced

    St. Andrew’s cloister’d hall,
 His form no darkening shadow traced

    Upon the sunny wall!
 

XII
 

And of his skill, as bards avow,

    He taught that Ladye fair,
 Till to her bidding she could bow

    The viewless forms of air.
 And now she sits in secret bower,
 In old Lord David’s western tower,
 And listens to a heavy sound,
 That moans the mossy turrets round.
 Is it the roar of Teviot’s tide,
 That chafes against the ‘s red side?
 Is it the wind that swings the oaks?
 Is it the echo from the rocks?
 What may it be, the heavy sound,
 That moans old Branksome’s turrets round?
 

XIII
 

    At the sullen, moaning sound,

        The ban-dogs bay and howl;

    And, from the turrets round,

        Loud whoops the startled owl.

    In the hall, both squire and knight

        Swore that a storm was near,

    And looked forth to view the night,

        But the night was still and clear!
 

XIV
 

From the sound of Teviot’s tide,
 Chafing with the mountain’s side,
 From the groan of the wind-swung oak,
 From the sullen echo of the rock,
 From the voice of the coming storm,

    The Ladye knew it well!
 It was the Spirit of the Flood that spoke

    And he called on the Spirit of the Fell.
 

XV
 

        River Spirit
 

“Sleep’st thou, brother?” — 
 

        Mountain Spirit
 

          — “Brother, nay — 
 On my hills the moon-beams play.
 From Craik-cross to Skelfhill-pen,
 By every rill, in every glen,

    Merry elves their morris pacing,

        To aërial minstrelry

    Emerald rings on brown heath tracing,

        Trip it deft and merrily.

    Up, and mark their nimble feet!

    Up, and list their music sweet!”
 

XVI
 

        River Spirit
 

    “Tears of an imprisoned maiden

    Mix with my polluted stream;
 Margaret of Branksome, sorrow-laden,

    Mourns beneath the moon’s pale beam.
 Tell me, thou, who view’st the stars,
 When shall cease these feudal jars?
 What shall be the maiden’s fate?
 Who shall be the maiden’s mate?”
 

XVII
 

        Mountain Spirit

“Arthur’s slow wain his course doth roll
 In utter darkness round the pole;
 The Northern Bear lowers black and grim;
 Orion’s studded belt is dim;
 Twinkling faint, and distant far,
 Shimmers through mist each planet star;

    Ill may I read their high decree!
 But no kind influence deign they shower
 On Teviot’s tide, and Branksome’s tower,

    Till pride be quell’d, and love be free.”
 

XVIII
 

The unearthly voices ceast,

    And the heavy sound was still;
 It died on the river’s breast,

    It died on the side of the hill.
 But round Lord David’s tower

    The sound still floated near;
 For it rung in the Ladye’s bower,

    And it rung in the Ladye’s ear.
 She raised her stately head,

    And her heart throbb’d high with pride: — 
 “Your mountains shall bend,

    And your streams ascend,
 Ere Margaret be our foeman’s bride!”
 

XIX
 

The Lady sought the lofty hall,

    Where many a bold retainer lay,
 And, with jocund din, among them all,

    Her son pursued his infant play.
 A fancied , the boy

    The truncheon of a spear bestrode,
 And round the hall, right merrily,

    In mimic foray rode.
 Even bearded knights, in arms grown old,

    Share in his frolic gambols bore,
 Albeit their hearts of rugged mould,

    Were stubborn as the steel they wore.
 For the grey warriors prophesied,

    How the brave boy, in future war,
 Should tame the ,

    Exalt the .
 

XX
 

The Ladye forgot her purpose high,

    One moment, and no more;
 One moment gazed with a mother’s eye,

    As she paused at the arched door:
 Then from amid the armed train,
 She call’d to her William of Deloraine.
 

XXI
 

A stark moss-trooping Scott was he,
 As e’er couch’d Border lance by knee;
 Through Solway sands, through Tarras moss,
 Blindfold, he knew the paths to cross;
 By wily turns, by desperate bounds,
 Had baffled Percy’s best blood-hounds;
 In Eske or Liddell, fords were none,
 But he would ride them, one by one;
 Alike to him was time or tide,
 December’s snow, or July’s pride;
 Alike to him was tide or time,
 Moonless midnight, or matin prime;
 Steady of heart, and stout of hand,
 As ever drove prey from Cumberland;
 Five times outlawed had be been,
 By England’s King, and Scotland’s Queen.
 

XXII
 

“Sir William of Deloraine, good at need,
 Mount thee on the wightest steed;
 Spare not to spur, nor stint to ride,
 Until thou come to fair Tweedside;
 And in Melrose’s holy pile
 Seek thou the Monk of St. Mary’s aisle.

    Greet the Father well from me;

        Say that the fated hour is come,

    And to-night he shall watch with thee,

        To win the treasure of the tomb.
 For this will be St. Michael’s night,
 And, though stars be dim, the moon is bright;
 And the Cross, of bloody red,
 Will point to the grave of the mighty dead.
 

XXIII
 

    “What he gives thee, see thou keep;

    Stay not thou for food or sleep:

    Be it scroll, or be it book,

    Into it, Knight, thou must not look;

    If thou readest, thou art lorn!

    Better hadst thou ne’er been born.” — 
 

XXIV
 

“O swiftly can speed my dapple-grey steed,

    Which drinks of the Teviot clear;
 Ere break of day,” the Warrior ‘gan say,

    “Again will I be here:
 And safer by none may thy errand be done,

    Than, noble dame, by me;
 Letter nor line know I never a one,

    Wer’t my neck-verse at .”
 

XXV
 

Soon in his saddle sate he fast,
 And soon the steep descent he past,
 Soon cross’d the sounding ,
 And soon the Teviot side he won.
 Eastward the wooded path he rode,
 Green hazels o’er his basnet nod;
 He passed the of Goldiland,
 And cross’d old Borthwick’s roaring strand;
 Dimly he view’d the Moat-hill’s mound,
 Where Druid shades still flitted round;
 In Hawick twinkled many a light;
 Behind him soon they set in night;
 And soon he spurr’d his courser keen
 Beneath the tower of Hazeldean.
 

XXVI
 

The clattering hoofs the watchmen mark; — 
 “Stand ho! thou courier of the dark.” — 
 “For Branksome, ho!” the knight rejoin’d,
 And left the friendly tower behind.

    He turn’d him now from Teviotside,

        And, guided by the tinkling rill,

    Northward the dark ascent did ride,

        And gained the moor at Horsliehill;
 Broad on the left before him lay,
 For many a mile, the .
 

XXVII
 

A moment now he slack’d his speed,
 A moment breathed his panting steed;
 Drew saddle-girth and corslet-band,
 And loosen’d in the sheath his brand.
 On Minto-crags the moonbeams glint,
 Where Barnhill hew’d his bed of flint;
 Who flung his outlaw’d limbs to rest,
 Where falcons hang their giddy nest,
 Mid cliffs, from whence his eagle eye
 For many a league his prey could spy;
 Cliffs, doubling, on their echoes borne,
 The terrors of the robber’s horn.
 Cliffs, which, for many a year,
 The warbling Doric reed shall hear,
 When some sad swain shall teach the grove,
 Ambition is no cure for love!
 

XXVIII
 

Unchallenged, thence pass’d Deloraine,
 To ancient Riddel’s fair domain,

    Where Aill, from mountains freed,
 Down from the lakes did raving come;
 Each wave was creased with tawny foam,

    Like the mane of a chestnut steed.
 In vain! no torrent, deep or broad,
 Might bar the bold moss-trooper’s road.
 

XXIX
 

At the first plunge the horse sunk low,
 And the water broke o’er the saddlebow;
 Above the flaming tide, I ween,
 Scarce half the charger’s neck was seen;
 For he was from counter to tail,
 And the rider was armed complete in mail;
 Never heavier man and horse
 Stemm’d a midnight torrent’s force.
 The warrior’s very plume, I say
 Was daggled by the dashing spray;
 Yet, through good heart, and Our Ladye’s grace,
 At length he gain’d the landing place.
 

XXX
 

Now Bowden Moor the march-man won,

    And sternly shook his plumed head,
 As glanced his eye o’er ;

    For on his soul the slaughter red
 Of that unhallow’d morn arose,
 When first the Scott and Carr were foes;
 When royal James beheld the fray,
 Prize to the victor of the day;
 When Home and Douglas, in the van,
 Bore down Buccleuch’s retiring clan,
 Till gallant Cessford’s heart-blood dear
 Reek’d on dark Elliot’s Border spear.
 

XXXI
 

In bitter mood he spurred fast,
 And soon the hated heath was past;
 And far beneath, in lustre wan,
 Old Melros’ rose, and fair Tweed ran:
 Like some tall rock with lichens grey,
 Seem’d dimly huge, the dark Abbaye.
 When Harwick he pass’d, had curfew rung,
 Now midnight were in Melrose sung.
 The sound, upon the fitful gale,
 In solemn wise did rise and fail,
 Like that wild harp, whose magic tone
 Is waken’d by the winds alone.
 But when Melrose he reach’d, ’twas silence all;
 He meetly stabled his steed in stall,
 And sought the convent’s lonely wall.
 

Here paused the harp; and with its swell
 The Master’s fire and courage fell;
 Dejectedly, and low, he bow’d,
 And, gazing timid on the crowd,
 He seem’d to seek, in every eye,
 If they approved his mistrelsy;
 And, diffident of present praise,
 Somewhat he spoke of former days,
 And how old age, and wand’ring long,
 Had done his hand and harp some wrong.
 The Duchess, and her daughters fair,
 And every gentle lady there,
 Each after each, in due degree,
 Gave praises to his melody;
 His hand was true, his voice was clear,
 And much they long’d the rest to hear.
 Encouraged thus, the Aged Man,
 After meet rest, again began.
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The Lady of the Lake. Canto One
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

The Chase
 

I.
 

The stag at eve had drunk his fill,
 Where danced the moon on Monan’s rill,
 And deep his midnight lair had made
 In lone Glenartney’s hazel shade;
 But when the sun his beacon red
 Had kindled on Benvoirlich’s head,
 The deep-mouthed bloodhound’s heavy bay
 Resounded up the rocky way,
 And faint, from farther distance borne,
 Were heard the clanging hoof and horn.
 

II.
 

As Chief, who hears his warder call,
 ‘To arms! the foemen storm the wall,’
 The antlered monarch of the waste
 Sprung from his heathery couch in haste.
 But ere his fleet career he took,
 The dew-drops from his flanks he shook;
 Like crested leader proud and high
 Tossed his beamed frontlet to the sky;
 A moment gazed adown the dale,
 A moment snuffed the tainted gale,
 A moment listened to the cry,
 That thickened as the chase drew nigh;
 Then, as the headmost foes appeared,
 With one brave bound the copse he cleared,
 And, stretching forward free and far,
 Sought the wild heaths of Uam-Var.
 

III.
 

Yelled on the view the opening pack;
 Rock, glen, and cavern paid them back;
 To many a mingled sound at once
 The awakened mountain gave response.
 A hundred dogs bayed deep and strong,
 Clattered a hundred steeds along,
 Their peal the merry horns rung out,
 A hundred voices joined the shout;
 With hark and whoop and wild halloo,
 No rest Benvoirlich’s echoes knew.
 Far from the tumult fled the roe,
 Close in her covert cowered the doe,
 The falcon, from her cairn on high,
 Cast on the rout a wondering eye,
 Till far beyond her piercing ken
 The hurricane had swept the glen.
 Faint, and more faint, its failing din
 Returned from cavern, cliff, and linn,
 And silence settled, wide and still,
 On the lone wood and mighty hill.
 

IV.
 

Less loud the sounds of sylvan war
 Disturbed the heights of Uam-Var,
 And roused the cavern where, ‘t is told,
 A giant made his den of old;
 For ere that steep ascent was won,
 High in his pathway hung the sun,
 And many a gallant, stayed perforce,
 Was fain to breathe his faltering horse,
 And of the trackers of the deer
 Scarce half the lessening pack was near;
 So shrewdly on the mountain-side
 Had the bold burst their mettle tried.
 

V.
 

The noble stag was pausing now
 Upon the mountain’s southern brow,
 Where broad extended, far beneath,
 The varied realms of fair Menteith.
 With anxious eye he wandered o’er
 Mountain and meadow, moss and moor,
 And pondered refuge from his toil,
 By far Lochard or Aberfoyle.
 But nearer was the copsewood gray
 That waved and wept on Loch Achray,
 And mingled with the pine-trees blue
 On the bold cliffs of Benvenue.
 Fresh vigor with the hope returned,
 With flying foot the heath he spurned,
 Held westward with unwearied race,
 And left behind the panting chase.
 

VI.
 

‘T were long to tell what steeds gave o’er,
 As swept the hunt through Cambusmore;
 What reins were tightened in despair,
 When rose Benledi’s ridge in air;
 Who flagged upon Bochastle’s heath,
 Who shunned to stem the flooded Teith, — 
 For twice that day, from shore to shore,
 The gallant stag swam stoutly o’er.
 Few were the stragglers, following far,
 That reached the lake of Vennachar;
 And when the Brigg of Turk was won,
 The headmost horseman rode alone.
 

VII.
 

Alone, but with unbated zeal,
 That horseman plied the scourge and steel;
 For jaded now, and spent with toil,
 Embossed with foam, and dark with soil,
 While every gasp with sobs he drew,
 The laboring stag strained full in view.
 Two dogs of black Saint Hubert’s breed,
 Unmatched for courage, breath, and speed,
 Fast on his flying traces came,
 And all but won that desperate game;
 For, scarce a spear’s length from his haunch,
 Vindictive toiled the bloodhounds stanch;
 Nor nearer might the dogs attain,
 Nor farther might the quarry strain
 Thus up the margin of the lake,
 Between the precipice and brake,
 O’er stock and rock their race they take.
 

VIII.
 

The Hunter marked that mountain high,
 The lone lake’s western boundary,
 And deemed the stag must turn to bay,
 Where that huge rampart barred the way;
 Already glorying in the prize,
 Measured his antlers with his eyes;
 For the death-wound and death-halloo
 Mustered his breath, his whinyard drew: — 
 But thundering as he came prepared,
 With ready arm and weapon bared,
 The wily quarry shunned the shock,
 And turned him from the opposing rock;
 Then, dashing down a darksome glen,
 Soon lost to hound and Hunter’s ken,
 In the deep Trosachs’ wildest nook
 His solitary refuge took.
 There, while close couched the thicket shed
 Cold dews and wild flowers on his head,
 He heard the baffled dogs in vain
 Rave through the hollow pass amain,
 Chiding the rocks that yelled again.
 

IX.
 

Close on the hounds the Hunter came,
 To cheer them on the vanished game;
 But, stumbling in the rugged dell,
 The gallant horse exhausted fell.
 The impatient rider strove in vain
  To rouse him with the spur and rein,
 For the good steed, his labors o’er,
 Stretched his stiff limbs, to rise no more;
 Then, touched with pity and remorse,
 He sorrowed o’er the expiring horse.
 ‘I little thought, when first thy rein
 I slacked upon the banks of Seine,
 That Highland eagle e’er should feed
 On thy fleet limbs, my matchless steed!
 Woe worth the chase, woe worth the day,
 That costs thy life, my gallant gray!’
 

X.
 

Then through the dell his horn resounds,
 From vain pursuit to call the hounds.
 Back limped, with slow and crippled pace,
 The sulky leaders of the chase;
 Close to their master’s side they pressed,
 With drooping tail and humbled crest;
 But still the dingle’s hollow throat
 Prolonged the swelling bugle-note.
 The owlets started from their dream,
 The eagles answered with their scream,
 Round and around the sounds were cast,
 Till echo seemed an answering blast;
 And on the Hunter tried his way,
 To join some comrades of the day,
 Yet often paused, so strange the road,
 So wondrous were the scenes it showed.
 

XI.
 

The western waves of ebbing day
 Rolled o’er the glen their level way;
 Each purple peak, each flinty spire,
 Was bathed in floods of living fire.
 But not a setting beam could glow
 Within the dark ravines below,
 Where twined the path in shadow hid,
 Round many a rocky pyramid,
 Shooting abruptly from the dell
 Its thunder-splintered pinnacle;
 Round many an insulated mass,
 The native bulwarks of the pass,
 Huge as the tower which builders vain
 Presumptuous piled on Shinar’s plain.
 The rocky summits, split and rent,
 Formed turret, dome, or battlement.
 Or seemed fantastically set
 With cupola or minaret,
 Wild crests as pagod ever decked,
 Or mosque of Eastern architect.
 Nor were these earth-born castles bare,
 Nor lacked they many a banner fair;
 For, from their shivered brows displayed,
 Far o’er the unfathomable glade,
 All twinkling with the dewdrop sheen,
 The briar-rose fell in streamers green,
 kind creeping shrubs of thousand dyes
 Waved in the west-wind’s summer sighs.
 

XII.
 

Boon nature scattered, free and wild,
 Each plant or flower, the mountain’s child.
 Here eglantine embalmed the air,
 Hawthorn and hazel mingled there;
 The primrose pale and violet flower
 Found in each cliff a narrow bower;
 Foxglove and nightshade, side by side,
 Emblems of punishment and pride,
 Grouped their dark hues with every stain
 The weather-beaten crags retain.
 With boughs that quaked at every breath,
 Gray birch and aspen wept beneath;
 Aloft, the ash and warrior oak
 Cast anchor in the rifted rock;
 And, higher yet, the pine-tree hung
 His shattered trunk, and frequent flung,
 Where seemed the cliffs to meet on high,
 His boughs athwart the narrowed sky.
 Highest of all, where white peaks glanced,
 Where glistening streamers waved and danced,
 The wanderer’s eye could barely view
 The summer heaven’s delicious blue;
 So wondrous wild, the whole might seem
 The scenery of a fairy dream.
 

XIII.
 

Onward, amid the copse ‘gan peep
 A narrow inlet, still and deep,
 Affording scarce such breadth of brim
 As served the wild duck’s brood to swim.
 Lost for a space, through thickets veering,
 But broader when again appearing,
 Tall rocks and tufted knolls their face
 Could on the dark-blue mirror trace;
 And farther as the Hunter strayed,
 Still broader sweep its channels made.
 The shaggy mounds no longer stood,
 Emerging from entangled wood,
 But, wave-encircled, seemed to float,
 Like castle girdled with its moat;
 Yet broader floods extending still
 Divide them from their parent hill,
 Till each, retiring, claims to be
 An islet in an inland sea.
 

XIV.
 

And now, to issue from the glen,
 No pathway meets the wanderer’s ken,
 Unless he climb with footing nice
 A far-projecting precipice.
 The broom’s tough roots his ladder made,
 The hazel saplings lent their aid;
 And thus an airy point he won,
 Where, gleaming with the setting sun,
 One burnished sheet of living gold,
 Loch Katrine lay beneath him rolled,
 In all her length far winding lay,
 With promontory, creek, and bay,
 And islands that, empurpled bright,
 Floated amid the livelier light,
 And mountains that like giants stand
 To sentinel enchanted land.
 High on the south, huge Benvenue
 Down to the lake in masses threw
 Crags, knolls, and mounds, confusedly hurled,
 The fragments of an earlier world;
 A wildering forest feathered o’er
 His ruined sides and summit hoar,
 While on the north, through middle air,
 Ben-an heaved high his forehead bare.
 

XV.
 

From the steep promontory gazed
 The stranger, raptured and amazed,
 And, ‘What a scene were here,’ he cried,
 ‘For princely pomp or churchman’s pride!
 On this bold brow, a lordly tower;
 In that soft vale, a lady’s bower;
 On yonder meadow far away,
 The turrets of a cloister gray;
 How blithely might the bugle-horn
 Chide on the lake the lingering morn!
 How sweet at eve the lover’s lute
 Chime when the groves were still and mute!
 And when the midnight moon should lave
 Her forehead in the silver wave,
 How solemn on the ear would come
 The holy matins’ distant hum,
 While the deep peal’s commanding tone
 Should wake, in yonder islet lone,
 A sainted hermit from his cell,
 To drop a bead with every knell!
 And bugle, lute, and bell, and all,
 Should each bewildered stranger call
 To friendly feast and lighted hall.
 

XVI.
 

‘Blithe were it then to wander here!
 But now — beshrew yon nimble deer — 
 Like that same hermit’s, thin and spare,
 The copse must give my evening fare;
 Some mossy bank my couch must be,
 Some rustling oak my canopy.
 Yet pass we that; the war and chase
 Give little choice of resting-place; — 
 A summer night in greenwood spent
 Were but to-morrow’s merriment:
 But hosts may in these wilds abound,
 Such as are better missed than found;
 To meet with Highland plunderers here
 Were worse than loss of steed or deer. — 
 I am alone; — my bugle-strain
 May call some straggler of the train;
 Or, fall the worst that may betide,
 Ere now this falchion has been tried.’
 

XVII.
 

But scarce again his horn he wound,
 When lo! forth starting at the sound,
 From underneath an aged oak
 That slanted from the islet rock,
 A damsel guider of its way,
 A little skiff shot to the bay,
 That round the promontory steep
 Led its deep line in graceful sweep,
 Eddying, in almost viewless wave,
 The weeping willow twig to rave,
 And kiss, with whispering sound and slow,
 The beach of pebbles bright as snow.
  The boat had touched this silver strand
 Just as the Hunter left his stand,
 And stood concealed amid the brake,
 To view this Lady of the Lake.
  The maiden paused, as if again
 She thought to catch the distant strain.
 With head upraised, and look intent,
 And eye and ear attentive bent,
 And locks flung back, and lips apart,
 Like monument of Grecian art,
 In listening mood, she seemed to stand,
 The guardian Naiad of the strand.
 

XVIII.
 

And ne’er did Grecian chisel trace
 A Nymph, a Naiad, or a Grace,
 Of finer form or lovelier face!
 What though the sun, with ardent frown,
 Had slightly tinged her cheek with brown, — 
 The sportive toil, which, short and light
 Had dyed her glowing hue so bright,
 Served too in hastier swell to show
 Short glimpses of a breast of snow:
 What though no rule of courtly grace
 To measured mood had trained her pace, — 
 A foot more light, a step more true,
 Ne’er from the heath-flower dashed the dew;
 E’en the slight harebell raised its head,
 Elastic from her airy tread:
 What though upon her speech there hung
  The accents of the mountain tongue, — 
 Those silver sounds, so soft, so dear,
 The listener held his breath to hear!
 

XIX.
 

A chieftain’s daughter seemed the maid;
 Her satin snood, her silken plaid,
 Her golden brooch, such birth betrayed.
 And seldom was a snood amid
 Such wild luxuriant ringlets hid,
 Whose glossy black to shame might bring
 The plumage of the raven’s wing;
 And seldom o’er a breast so fair
 Mantled a plaid with modest care,
 And never brooch the folds combined
 Above a heart more good and kind.
 Her kindness and her worth to spy,
 You need but gaze on Ellen’s eye;
  Not Katrine in her mirror blue
 Gives back the shaggy banks more true,
 Than every free-born glance confessed
 The guileless movements of her breast;
 Whether joy danced in her dark eye,
 Or woe or pity claimed a sigh,
 Or filial love was glowing there,
 Or meek devotion poured a prayer,
 Or tale of injury called forth
 The indignant spirit of the North.
 One only passion unrevealed
 With maiden pride the maid concealed,
 Yet not less purely felt the flame; — 
 O, need I tell that passion’s name?
 

XX.
 

Impatient of the silent horn,
 Now on the gale her voice was borne: — 
 ‘Father!’ she cried; the rocks around
 Loved to prolong the gentle sound.
 Awhile she paused, no answer came; — 
 ‘Malcolm, was thine the blast?’ the name
 Less resolutely uttered fell,
 The echoes could not catch the swell.
 ‘A stranger I,’ the Huntsman said,
 Advancing from the hazel shade.
 The maid, alarmed, with hasty oar
 Pushed her light shallop from the shore,
 And when a space was gained between,
 Closer she drew her bosom’s screen; — 
 So forth the startled swan would swing,
 So turn to prune his ruffled wing.
 Then safe, though fluttered and amazed,
 She paused, and on the stranger gazed.
 Not his the form, nor his the eye,
 That youthful maidens wont to fly.
 

XXI.
 

On his bold visage middle age
 Had slightly pressed its signet sage,
 Yet had not quenched the open truth
 And fiery vehemence of youth;
 Forward and frolic glee was there,
 The will to do, the soul to dare,
 The sparkling glance, soon blown to fire,
 Of hasty love or headlong ire.
 His limbs were cast in manly could
 For hardy sports or contest bold;
 And though in peaceful garb arrayed,
 And weaponless except his blade,
 His stately mien as well implied
 A high-born heart, a martial pride,
 As if a baron’s crest he wore,
 And sheathed in armor bode the shore.
 Slighting the petty need he showed,
 He told of his benighted road;
 His ready speech flowed fair and free,
 In phrase of gentlest courtesy,
 Yet seemed that tone and gesture bland
 Less used to sue than to command.
 

XXII.
 

Awhile the maid the stranger eyed,
 And, reassured, at length replied,
 That Highland halls were open still
 To wildered wanderers of the hill.
 ‘Nor think you unexpected come
 To yon lone isle, our desert home;
 Before the heath had lost the dew,
 This morn, a couch was pulled for you;
 On yonder mountain’s purple head
 Have ptarmigan and heath-cock bled,
 And our broad nets have swept the mere,
 To furnish forth your evening cheer.’ — 
 ‘Now, by the rood, my lovely maid,
 Your courtesy has erred,’ he said;
 ‘No right have I to claim, misplaced,
 The welcome of expected guest.
 A wanderer, here by fortune toss,
 My way, my friends, my courser lost,
 I ne’er before, believe me, fair,
 Have ever drawn your mountain air,
 Till on this lake’s romantic strand
 I found a fey in fairy land!’ — 
 

XXIII.
 

‘I well believe,’ the maid replied,
 As her light skiff approached the side, — 
 ‘I well believe, that ne’er before
 Your foot has trod Loch Katrine’s shore
 But yet, as far as yesternight,
 Old Allan-bane foretold your plight, — 
 A gray -haired sire, whose eye intent
 Was on the visioned future bent.
 He saw your steed, a dappled gray,
 Lie dead beneath the birchen way;
 Painted exact your form and mien,
 Your hunting-suit of Lincoln green,
 That tasselled horn so gayly gilt,
 That falchion’s crooked blade and hilt,
 That cap with heron plumage trim,
 And yon two hounds so dark and grim.
 He bade that all should ready be
 To grace a guest of fair degree;
 But light I held his prophecy,
 And deemed it was my father’s horn
 Whose echoes o’er the lake were borne.’
 

XXIV.
 

The stranger smiled:— ‘Since to your home
 A destined errant-knight I come,
 Announced by prophet sooth and old,
 Doomed, doubtless, for achievement bold,
 I ‘ll lightly front each high emprise
 For one kind glance of those bright eyes.
 Permit me first the task to guide
 Your fairy frigate o’er the tide.’
 The maid, with smile suppressed and sly,
 The toil unwonted saw him try;
 For seldom, sure, if e’er before,
 His noble hand had grasped an oar:
 Yet with main strength his strokes he drew,
 And o’er the lake the shallop flew;
 With heads erect and whimpering cry,
 The hounds behind their passage ply.
 Nor frequent does the bright oar break
 The darkening mirror of the lake,
 Until the rocky isle they reach,
 And moor their shallop on the beach.
 

XXV.
 

The stranger viewed the shore around;
 ‘T was all so close with copsewood bound,
 Nor track nor pathway might declare
 That human foot frequented there,
 Until the mountain maiden showed
 A clambering unsuspected road,
 That winded through the tangled screen,
 And opened on a narrow green,
 Where weeping birch and willow round
 With their long fibres swept the ground.
 Here, for retreat in dangerous hour,
 Some chief had framed a rustic bower.
 

XXVI.
 

It was a lodge of ample size,
 But strange of structure and device;
 Of such materials as around
 The workman’s hand had readiest found.
 Lopped of their boughs, their hoar trunks bared,
 And by the hatchet rudely squared,
 To give the walls their destined height,
 The sturdy oak and ash unite;
 While moss and clay and leaves combined
 To fence each crevice from the wind.
 The lighter pine-trees overhead
 Their slender length for rafters spread,
 And withered heath and rushes dry
 Supplied a russet canopy.
 Due westward, fronting to the green,
 A rural portico was seen,
 Aloft on native pillars borne,
 Of mountain fir with bark unshorn
 Where Ellen’s hand had taught to twine
 The ivy and Idaean vine,
 The clematis, the favored flower
 Which boasts the name of virgin-bower,
 And every hardy plant could bear
 Loch Katrine’s keen and searching air.
 An instant in this porch she stayed,
 And gayly to the stranger said:
 ‘On heaven and on thy lady call,
 And enter the enchanted hall!’
 

XXVII.
 

‘My hope, my heaven, my trust must be,
 My gentle guide, in following thee!’ — 
  He crossed the threshold, — and a clang
 Of angry steel that instant rang.
 To his bold brow his spirit rushed,
 But soon for vain alarm he blushed
 When on the floor he saw displayed,
 Cause of the din, a naked blade
 Dropped from the sheath, that careless flung
 Upon a stag’s huge antlers swung;
 For all around, the walls to grace,
 Hung trophies of the fight or chase:
 A target there, a bugle here,
 A battle-axe, a hunting-spear,
 And broadswords, bows, and arrows store,
 With the tusked trophies of the boar.
 Here grins the wolf as when he died,
 And there the wild-cat’s brindled hide
 The frontlet of the elk adorns,
 Or mantles o’er the bison’s horns;
 Pennons and flags defaced and stained,
 That blackening streaks of blood retained,
 And deer-skins, dappled, dun, and white,
 With otter’s fur and seal’s unite,
 In rude and uncouth tapestry all,
 To garnish forth the sylvan hall.
 

XXVIII.
 

The wondering stranger round him gazed,
 And next the fallen weapon raised: — 
 Few were the arms whose sinewy strength
 Sufficed to stretch it forth at length.
 And as the brand he poised and swayed,
 ‘I never knew but one,’ he said,
 ‘Whose stalwart arm might brook to wield
 A blade like this in battle-field.’
 She sighed, then smiled and took the word:
 ‘You see the guardian champion’s sword;
 As light it trembles in his hand
 As in my grasp a hazel wand:
 My sire’s tall form might grace the part
 Of Ferragus or Ascabart,
 But in the absent giant’s hold
 Are women now, and menials old.’
 

XXIX.
 

The mistress of the mansion came,
 Mature of age, a graceful dame,
 Whose easy step and stately port
 Had well become a princely court,
 To whom, though more than kindred knew,
 Young Ellen gave a mother’s due.
 Meet welcome to her guest she made,
 And every courteous rite was paid
 That hospitality could claim,
 Though all unasked his birth and name.
 Such then the reverence to a guest,
 That fellest foe might join the feast,
 And from his deadliest foeman’s door
 Unquestioned turn the banquet o’er
 At length his rank the stranger names,
 ‘The Knight of Snowdoun, James Fitz-James;
 Lord of a barren heritage,
 Which his brave sires, from age to age,
 By their good swords had held with toil;
 His sire had fallen in such turmoil,
 And he, God wot, was forced to stand
 Oft for his right with blade in hand.
 This morning with Lord Moray’s train
 He chased a stalwart stag in vain,
 Outstripped his comrades, missed the deer,
 Lost his good steed, and wandered here.’
 

XXX.
 

Fain would the Knight in turn require
 The name and state of Ellen’s sire.
 Well showed the elder lady’s mien
 That courts and cities she had seen;
 Ellen, though more her looks displayed
 The simple grace of sylvan maid,
 In speech and gesture, form and face,
 Showed she was come of gentle race.
 ‘T were strange in ruder rank to find
 Such looks, such manners, and such mind.
 Each hint the Knight of Snowdoun gave,
 Dame Margaret heard with silence grave;
 Or Ellen, innocently gay,
 Turned all inquiry light away: — 
 ‘Weird women we! by dale and down
 We dwell, afar from tower and town.
 We stem the flood, we ride the blast,
 On wandering knights our spells we cast;
 While viewless minstrels touch the string,
 ’Tis thus our charmed rhymes we sing.’
 She sung, and still a harp unseen
 Filled up the symphony between.
 

XXXI.
 

Song.
 

Soldier, rest! thy warfare o’er,
      Sleep the sleep that knows not breaking;
 Dream of battled fields no more,
      Days of danger, nights of waking.
 In our isle’s enchanted hall,
      Hands unseen thy couch are strewing,
 Fairy strains of music fall,
      Every sense in slumber dewing.
 Soldier, rest! thy warfare o’er,
 Dream of fighting fields no more;
 Sleep the sleep that knows not breaking,
 Morn of toil, nor night of waking.
 

‘No rude sound shall reach thine ear,
      Armor’s clang or war-steed champing
 Trump nor pibroch summon here
      Mustering clan or squadron tramping.
 Yet the lark’s shrill fife may come
      At the daybreak from the fallow,
 And the bittern sound his drum
      Booming from the sedgy shallow.
 Ruder sounds shall none be near,
 Guards nor warders challenge here,
 Here’s no war-steed’s neigh and champing,
 Shouting clans or squadrons stamping.’
 

XXXII.
 

She paused, — then, blushing, led the lay,
 To grace the stranger of the day.
 Her mellow notes awhile prolong
 The cadence of the flowing song,
 Till to her lips in measured frame
 The minstrel verse spontaneous came.
 

Song Continued.
 

‘Huntsman, rest! thy chase is done;
      While our slumbrous spells assail ye,
 Dream not, with the rising sun,
      Bugles here shall sound reveille.
 Sleep! the deer is in his den;
      Sleep! thy hounds are by thee lying;
 Sleep! nor dream in yonder glen
 How thy gallant steed lay dying.
 Huntsman, rest! thy chase is done;
 Think not of the rising sun,
 For at dawning to assail ye
 Here no bugles sound reveille.’
 

XXXIII.
 

The hall was cleared, — the stranger’s bed,
 Was there of mountain heather spread,
 Where oft a hundred guests had lain,
 And dreamed their forest sports again.
 But vainly did the heath-flower shed
 Its moorland fragrance round his head;
 Not Ellen’s spell had lulled to rest
 The fever of his troubled breast.
 In broken dreams the image rose
 Of varied perils, pains, and woes:
  His steed now flounders in the brake,
 Now sinks his barge upon the lake;
 Now leader of a broken host,
 His standard falls, his honor’s lost.
 Then, — from my couch may heavenly might
 Chase that worst phantom of the night! — 
 Again returned the scenes of youth,
 Of confident, undoubting truth;
 Again his soul he interchanged
 With friends whose hearts were long estranged.
 They come, in dim procession led,
 The cold, the faithless, and the dead;
 As warm each hand, each brow as gay,
 As if they parted yesterday.
 And doubt distracts him at the view, — 
 O were his senses false or true?
 Dreamed he of death or broken vow,
 Or is it all a vision now?
 

XXXIV.
 

At length, with Ellen in a grove
 He seemed to walk and speak of love;
 She listened with a blush and sigh,
 His suit was warm, his hopes were high.
 He sought her yielded hand to clasp,
 And a cold gauntlet met his grasp:
 The phantom’s sex was changed and gone,
 Upon its head a helmet shone;
 Slowly enlarged to giant size,
 With darkened cheek and threatening eyes,
 The grisly visage, stern and hoar,
 To Ellen still a likeness bore. — 
 He woke, and, panting with affright,
 Recalled the vision of the night.
 The hearth’s decaying brands were red
 And deep and dusky lustre shed,
 Half showing, half concealing, all
 The uncouth trophies of the hall.
 Mid those the stranger fixed his eye
 Where that huge falchion hung on high,
 And thoughts on thoughts, a countless throng,
 Rushed, chasing countless thoughts along,
 Until, the giddy whirl to cure,
 He rose and sought the moonshine pure.
 

XXXV.
 

The wild rose, eglantine, and broom
 Wasted around their rich perfume;
 The birch-trees wept in fragrant balm;
 The aspens slept beneath the calm;
 The silver light, with quivering glance,
 Played on the water’s still expanse, — 
 Wild were the heart whose passion’s sway
 Could rage beneath the sober ray!
 He felt its calm, that warrior guest,
 While thus he communed with his breast: — 
 ‘Why is it, at each turn I trace
 Some memory of that exiled race?
 Can I not mountain maiden spy,
 But she must bear the Douglas eye?
 Can I not view a Highland brand,
 But it must match the Douglas hand?
 Can I not frame a fevered dream,
 But still the Douglas is the theme?
 I’ll dream no more, — by manly mind
 Not even in sleep is will resigned.
 My midnight orisons said o’er,
 I’ll turn to rest, and dream no more.’
 His midnight orisons he told,
 A prayer with every bead of gold,
 Consigned to heaven his cares and woes,
 And sunk in undisturbed repose,
 Until the heath-cock shrilly crew,
 And morning dawned on Benvenue.
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The Outlaw
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

O BRIGNALL banks are wild and fair,

 And Greta woods are green,

And you may gather garlands there

 Would grace a summer-queen.

And as I rode by Dalton-Hall   5

 Beneath the turrets high,

A Maiden on the castle-wall

 Was singing merrily:

‘O Brignall Banks are fresh and fair,

 And Greta woods are green;   10

I’d rather rove with Edmund there

 Than reign our English queen.’
 

‘If, Maiden, thou wouldst wend with me,

 To leave both tower and town,

Thou first must guess what life lead we   15

 That dwell by dale and down.

And if thou canst that riddle read,

 As read full well you may,

Then to the greenwood shalt thou speed

 As blithe as Queen of May.’   20

Yet sung she, ‘Brignall banks are fair,

 And Greta woods are green;

I’d rather rove with Edmund there

 Than reign our English queen.
 

‘I read you, by your bugle-horn   25

 And by your palfrey good,

I read you for a ranger sworn

 To keep the king’s greenwood.’

‘A Ranger, lady, winds his horn,

 And ’tis at peep of light;   30

His blast is heard at merry morn,

 And mine at dead of night.’

Yet sung she, ‘Brignall banks are fair,

 And Greta woods are gay;

I would I were with Edmund there   35

 To reign his Queen of May!
 

‘With burnish’d brand and musketoon

 So gallantly you come,

I read you for a bold Dragoon

 That lists the tuck of drum.’   40

‘I list no more the tuck of drum,

 No more the trumpet near;

But when the beetle sounds his hum

 My comrades take the spear.

And O! though Brignall banks be fair   45

 And Greta woods be gay,

Yet mickle must the maiden dare

 Would reign my Queen of May!
 

‘Maiden! a nameless life I lead,

 A nameless death I’ll die;   50

The fiend whose lantern lights the mead

 Were better mate than I!

And when I’m with my comrades met

 Beneath the greenwood bough, — 

What once we were we all forget,   55

 Nor think what we are now.’
 

Chorus
 

‘Yet Brignall banks are fresh and fair,

 And Greta woods are green,

And you may gather garlands there

 Would grace a summer-queen.’   60
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To a Lock of Hair
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

THY hue, dear pledge, is pure and bright

As in that well-remember’d night

When first thy mystic braid was wove,

And first my Agnes whisper’d love.
 

Since then how often hast thou prest   5

The torrid zone of this wild breast,

Whose wrath and hate have sworn to dwell

With the first sin that peopled hell;

A breast whose blood’s a troubled ocean,

Each throb the earthquake’s wild commotion!   10

O if such clime thou canst endure

Yet keep thy hue unstain’d and pure,

What conquest o’er each erring thought

Of that fierce realm had Agnes wrought!

I had not wander’d far and wide   15

With such an angel for my guide;

Nor heaven nor earth could then reprove me

If she had lived and lived to love me.
 

Not then this world’s wild joys had been

To me one savage hunting scene,   20

My sole delight the headlong race

And frantic hurry of the chase;

To start, pursue, and bring to bay,

Rush in, drag down, and rend my prey,

Then — from the carcass turn away!   25

Mine ireful mood had sweetness tamed,

And soothed each wound which pride inflamed: — 

Yes, God and man might now approve me

If thou hadst lived and lived to love me!
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Jock of Hazeldean
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

‘WHY weep ye by the tide, ladie?

 Why weep ye by the tide?

I’ll wed ye to my youngest son,

 And ye sall be his bride:

And ye sall be his bride, ladie,   5

 Sae comely to be seen’ — 

But aye she loot the tears down fa’

 For Jock of Hazeldean.
 

‘Now let this wilfu’ grief be done,

 And dry that cheek so pale;   10

Young Frank is chief of Errington

 And lord of Langley-dale;

His step is first in peaceful ha’,

 His sword in battle keen’ — 

But aye she loot the tears down fa’   15

 For Jock of Hazeldean.
 

‘A chain of gold ye sall not lack,

 Nor braid to bind your hair,

Nor mettled hound, nor managed hawk,

 Nor palfrey fresh and fair;   20

And you the foremost o’ them a’

 Shall ride our forest-queen’ — 

But aye she loot the tears down fa’

 For Jock of Hazeldean.
 

The kirk was deck’d at morning-tide,   25

 The tapers glimmer’d fair;

The priest and bridegroom wait the bride,

 And dame and knight are there:

They sought her baith by bower and ha’

 The ladie was not seen!   30

She’s o’er the Border, and awa’

 Wi’ Jock of Hazeldean.
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Eleu Loro
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

WHERE shall the lover rest

 Whom the fates sever

From his true maiden’s breast

 Parted for ever?

Where, through groves deep and high   5

 Sounds the far billow,

Where early violets die

 Under the willow.

  Eleu loro

 Soft shall be his pillow.   10
 

There through the summer day

 Cool streams are laving:

There, while the tempests sway,

 Scarce are boughs waving;

There thy rest shalt thou take,   15

 Parted for ever,

Never again to wake

 Never, O never!

  Eleu loro

 Never, O never!   20
 

Where shall the traitor rest,

 He, the deceiver,

Who could win maiden’s breast,

 Ruin, and leave her?

In the lost battle,   25

 Borne down by the flying,

Where mingles war’s rattle

 With groans of the dying;

  Eleu loro

 There shall he be lying.   30
 

Her wing shall the eagle flap

 O’er the falsehearted;

His warm blood the wolf shall lap

 Ere life be parted.

Shame and dishonour sit   35

 By his grave ever;

Blessing shall hallow it

 Never, O never!

  Eleu loro

 Never, O never!   40
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A Serenade
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

AH! County Guy, the hour is nigh

 The sun has left the lea,

The orange-flower perfumes the bower,

 The breeze is on the sea.

The lark, his lay who trill’d all day,   5

 Sits hush’d his partner nigh;

Breeze, bird, and flower confess the hour,

 But where is County Guy?
 

The village maid steals through the shade

 Her shepherd’s suit to hear;   10

To Beauty shy, by lattice high,

 Sings high-born Cavalier.

The star of Love, all stars above,

 Now reigns o’er earth and sky,

And high and low the influence know — 15

 But where is County Guy?
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The Rover
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

A WEARY lot is thine, fair maid,

 A weary lot is thine!

To pull the thorn thy brow to braid,

 And press the rue for wine.

A lightsome eye, a soldier’s mien   5

 A feather of the blue,

A doublet of the Lincoln green — 

 No more of me you knew

    My Love!

No more of me you knew.   10
 

‘This morn is merry June, I trow,

 The rose is budding fain;

But she shall bloom in winter snow

 Ere we two meet again.’

He turn’d his charger as he spake   15

 Upon the river shore,

He gave the bridle-reins a shake,

 Said ‘Adieu for evermore

    My Love!

And adieu for evermore.’   20
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The Maid of Neidpath
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

O LOVERS’ eyes are sharp to see,

 And lovers’ ears in hearing;

And love, in life’s extremity,

 Can lend an hour of cheering.

Disease had been in Mary’s bower   5

 And slow decay from mourning,

Though now she sits on Neidpath’s tower

 To watch her Love’s returning.
 

All sunk and dim her eyes so bright,

 Her form decay’d by pining,   10

Till through her wasted hand, at night,

 You saw the taper shining.

By fits a sultry hectic hue

 Across her cheek was flying;

By fits so ashy pale she grew   15

 Her maidens thought her dying.
 

Yet keenest powers to see and hear

 Seem’d in her frame residing;

Before the watch-dog prick’d his ear

 She heard her lover’s riding;   20

Ere scarce a distant form was kenn’d

 She knew and waved to greet him,

And o’er the battlement did bend

 As on the wing to meet him.
 

He came — he pass’d — an heedless gaze   25

 As o’er some stranger glancing:

Her welcome, spoke in faltering phrase,

 Lost in his courser’s prancing — 

The castle-arch, whose hollow tone

 Returns each whisper spoken,   30

Could scarcely catch the feeble moan

 Which told her heart was broken.
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Gathering Song of Donald the Black
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

PIBROCH of Donuil Dhu

 Pibroch of Donuil

Wake thy wild voice anew,

 Summon Clan Conuil!

Come away, come away,   5

 Hark to the summons!

Come in your war-array,

 Gentles and commons.
 

Come from deep glen, and

 From mountain so rocky;   10

The war-pipe and pennon

 Are at Inverlocky.

Come every hill-plaid, and

 True heart that wears one,

Come every steel blade, and   15

 Strong hand that bears one.
 

Leave untended the herd,

 The flock without shelter;

Leave the corpse uninterr’d,

 The bride at the altar;   20

Leave the deer, leave the steer,

 Leave nets and barges:

Come with your fighting gear,

 Broadswords and targes.
 

Come as the winds come, when   25

 Forests are rended,

Come as the waves come, when

 Navies are stranded:

Faster come, faster come,

 Faster and faster,   30

Chief, vassal, page and groom,

 Tenant and master!
 

Fast they come, fast they come;

 See how they gather!

Wide waves the eagle plume   35

 Blended with heather.

Cast your plaids, draw your blades,

 Forward each man set!

Pibroch of Donuil Dhu

 Knell for the onset!   40
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Border Ballad
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

MARCH, march, Ettrick and Teviotdale,

 Why the deil dinna ye march forward in order!

March, march, Eskdale and Liddesdale,

 All the Blue Bonnets are bound for the Border.

    Many a banner spread,   5

    Flutters above your head,

 Many a crest that is famous in story.

    Mount and make ready then,

    Sons of the mountain glen,

 Fight for the Queen and our old Scottish glory.   10
 

Come from the hills where your hirsels are grazing,

 Come from the glen of the buck and the roe;

Come to the crag where the beacon is blazing,

 Come with the buckler, the lance, and the bow.

    Trumpets are sounding,   15

    War-steeds are bounding,

 Stand to your arms, then, and march in good order;

    England shall many a day

    Tell of the bloody fray,

When the Blue Bonnets came over the Border.   20
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The Pride of Youth
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

PROUD Maisie is in the wood,

 Walking so early;

Sweet Robin sits on the bush

 Singing so rarely.
 

‘Tell me, thou bonny bird,   5

 When shall I marry me?’

— ‘When six braw gentlemen

 Kirkward shall carry ye.’
 

‘Who makes the bridal bed,

 Birdie, say truly?’   10

— ‘The gray-headed sexton

 That delves the grave duly.
 

‘The glowworm o’er grave and stone

 Shall light thee steady;

The owl from the steeple sing,   15

 Welcome, proud lady.’
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Coronach
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

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   5

 From the raindrops shall borrow,

But to us comes no cheering,

 To Duncan no morrow!
 

The hand of the reaper

 Takes the ears that are hoary,   10

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   15

 When blighting was nearest.
 

Fleet foot on the correi,

 Sage counsel in cumber,

Red hand in the foray,

 How sound is thy slumber!   20

Like the dew on the mountain,

 Like the foam on the river

Like the bubble on the fountain,

 Thou art gone, and for ever.
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Lucy Ashton’s Song
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

LOOK not thou on beauty’s charming;

Sit thou still when kings are arming;

Taste not when the wine-cup glistens;

Speak not when the people listens;

Stop thine ear against the singer;   5

From the red gold keep thy finger;

Vacant heart and hand and eye,

Easy live and quiet die.
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Answer
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

SOUND, sound the clarion, fill the fife!

 To all the sensual world proclaim,

One crowded hour of glorious life

 Is worth an age without a name.
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Rosabelle
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

O LISTEN, listen, ladies gay!

 No haughty feat of arms I tell;

Soft is the note, and sad the lay

 That mourns the lovely Rosabelle.
 

‘Moor, moor the barge, ye gallant crew!   5

 And, gentle lady, deign to stay!

Rest thee in Castle Ravensheuch,

 Nor tempt the stormy firth to-day.
 

‘The blackening wave is edged with white;

 To inch and rock the sea-mews fly;   10

The fishers have heard the Water-Sprite,

 Whose screams forebode that wreck is nigh.
 

‘Last night the gifted Seer did view

 A wet shroud swathed round lady gay;

Then stay thee, Fair, in Ravensheuch;   15

 Why cross the gloomy firth to-day?’
 

’Tis not because Lord Lindesay’s heir

 Tonight at Roslin leads the ball,

But that my lady-mother there

 Sits lonely in her castle-hall.   20
 

’Tis not because the ring they ride,

 And Lindesay at the ring rides well,

But that my sire the wine will chide

 If ’tis not fill’d by Rosabelle.’
 

 — O’er Roslin all that dreary night   25

 A wondrous blaze was seen to gleam;

’Twas broader than the watch-fire’s light,

 And redder than the bright moonbeam.
 

It glared on Roslin’s castled rock,

 It ruddied all the copse-wood glen;   30

’Twas seen from Dryden’s groves of oak,

 And seen from cavern’d Hawthornden.
 

Seem’d all on fire that chapel proud

 Where Roslin’s chiefs uncoffin’d lie,

Each Baron, for a sable shroud,   35

 Sheathed in his iron panoply.
 

Seem’d all on fire within, around,

 Deep sacristy and altar’s pale;

Shone every pillar foliage-bound,

 And glimmer’d all the dead men’s mail.   40
 

Blazed battlement and pinnet high,

 Blazed every rose-carved buttress fair — 

So still they blaze, when fate is nigh

 The lordly line of high Saint Clair.
 

There are twenty of Roslin’s barons bold   45

 Lie buried within that proud chapelle;

Each one the holy vault doth hold

 But the sea holds lovely Rosabelle!
 

And each Saint Clair was buried there

 With candle, with book, and with knell;   50

But the sea-caves rung, and the wild winds sung

 The dirge of lovely Rosabelle.
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Hunting Song
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

WAKEN, lords and ladies gay,

On the mountain dawns the day;

All the jolly chase is here

With hawk and horse and hunting-spear;

Hounds are in their couples yelling,   5

Hawks are whistling, horns are knelling,

Merrily merrily mingle they,

‘Waken, lords and ladies gay.’
 

Waken, lords and ladies gay,

The mist has left the mountain gray,   10

Springlets in the dawn are steaming,

Diamonds on the brake are gleaming;

And foresters have busy been

To track the buck in thicket green;

Now we come to chant our lay   15

‘Waken, lords and ladies gay.’
 

‘Waken, lords and ladies gay,

To the greenwood haste away;

We can show you where he lies,

Fleet of foot and tall of size;   20

We can show the marks he made

When ‘gainst the oak his antlers fray’d;

You shall see him brought to bay;

‘Waken, lords and ladies gay.’
 

Louder, louder chant the lay,   25

Waken, lords and ladies gay!

Tell them youth and mirth and glee

Run a course as well as we;

Time, stern huntsman! who can baulk,

Stanch as hound and fleet as hawk;   30

Think of this, and rise with day

Gentle lords and ladies gay!
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Lochinvar
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

OH! young Lochinvar is come out of the west,

Through all the wide Border his steed was the best;

And save his good broadsword he weapons had none.

He rode all unarmed and he rode all alone.

So faithful in love and so dauntless in war,   5

There never was knight like the young Lochinvar.
 

He stayed not for brake and he stopped not for stone,

He swam the Eske river where ford there was none,

But ere he alighted at Netherby gate

The bride had consented, the gallant came late:   10

For a laggard in love and a dastard in war

Was to wed the fair Ellen of brave Lochinvar.
 

So boldly he entered the Netherby Hall,

Among bridesmen, and kinsmen, and brothers, and all:

Then spoke the bride’s father, his hand on his sword, — 15

For the poor craven bridegroom said never a word, — 

‘Oh! come ye in peace here, or come ye in war,

Or to dance at our bridal, young Lord Lochinvar?’ — 
 

‘I long wooed your daughter, my suit you denied;

Love swells like the Solway, but ebbs like its tide — 20

And now am I come, with this lost love of mine,

To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine.

There are maidens in Scotland more lovely by far,

That would gladly be bride to the young Lochinvar.’
 

The bride kissed the goblet; the knight took it up,   25

He quaffed off the wine, and he threw down the cup,

She looked down to blush, and she looked up to sigh,

With a smile on her lips and a tear in her eye.

He took her soft hand ere her mother could bar, — 

‘Now tread we a measure!’ said young Lochinvar.   30
 

So stately his form, and so lovely her face,

That never a hall such a galliard did grace;

While her mother did fret, and her father did fume,

And the bridegroom stood dangling his bonnet and plume;

And the bride-maidens whispered ‘‘Twere better by far   35

To have matched our fair cousin with young Lochinvar.’
 

One touch to her hand and one word in her ear,

When they reached the hall-door, and the charger stood near;

So light to the croupe the fair lady he swung,

So light to the saddle before her he sprung!   40

‘She is won! we are gone, over bank, bush, and scaur;

They’ll have fleet steeds that follow,’ quoth young Lochinvar.
 

There was mounting ‘mong Graemes of the Netherby clan;

Fosters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, they rode and they ran:

There was racing and chasing on Cannobie Lee,   45

But the lost bride of Netherby ne’er did they see.

So daring in love and so dauntless in war,

Have ye e’er heard of gallant like young Lochinvar?
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Bonny Dundee
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

TO the Lords of Convention ’twas Claver’se who spoke.

‘Ere the King’s crown shall fall there are crowns to be broke;

So let each Cavalier who loves honour and me,

Come follow the bonnet of Bonny Dundee.

  Come fill up my cup, come fill up my can,   5

  Come saddle your horses, and call up your men;

  Come open the West Port and let me gang free,

  And it’s room for the bonnets of Bonny Dundee!’
 

Dundee he is mounted, he rides up the street,

The bells are rung backward, the drums they are beat;   10

But the Provost, douce man, said, ‘Just e’en let him be,

The Gude Town is weel quit of that Deil of Dundee.’

  Come fill up my cup, etc.
 

As he rode down the sanctified bends of the Bow,

Ilk carline was flyting and shaking her pow;   15

But the young plants of grace they looked couthie and slee,

Thinking luck to thy bonnet, thou Bonny Dundee!

  Come fill up my cup, etc.
 

With sour-featured Whigs the Grass-market was crammed,

As if half the West had set tryst to be hanged;   20

There was spite in each look, there was fear in each e’e,

As they watched for the bonnets of Bonny Dundee.

  Come fill up my cup, etc.
 

These cowls of Kilmarnock had spits and had spears,

And lang-hafted gullies to kill cavaliers;   25

But they shrunk to close-heads and the causeway was free,

At the toss of the bonnet of Bonny Dundee.

  Come fill up my cup, etc.
 

He spurred to the foot of the proud Castle rock,

And with the gay Gordon he gallantly spoke;   30

‘Let Mons Meg and her marrows speak twa words or three,

For the love of the bonnet of Bonny Dundee.’

  Come fill up my cup, etc.
 

The Gordon demands of him which way he goes — 

‘Where’er shall direct me the shade of Montrose!   35

Your Grace in short space shall hear tidings of me,

Or that low lies the bonnet of Bonny Dundee.

  Come fill up my cup, etc.
 

‘There are hills beyond Pentland and lands beyond Forth,

If there’s lords in the Lowlands, there’s chiefs in the North;   40

There are wild Duniewassals three thousand times three,

Will cry hoigh! for the bonnet of Bonny Dundee.

  Come fill up my cup, etc.
 

‘There’s brass on the target of barkened bull-hide;

There’s steel in the scabbard that dangles beside;   45

The brass shall be burnished, the steel shall flash free,

At the toss of the bonnet of Bonny Dundee.

  Come fill up my cup, etc.
 

‘Away to the hills, to the caves, to the rocks — 

Ere I own an usurper, I’ll couch with the fox;   50

And tremble, false Whigs, in the midst of your glee,

You have not seen the last of my bonnet and me!’

  Come fill up my cup, etc.
 

He waved his proud hand, the trumpets were blown,

The kettle-drums clashed and the horsemen rode on,   55

Till on Ravelston’s cliffs and on Clermiston’s lee

Died away the wild war-notes of Bonny Dundee.

  Come fill up my cup, come fill up my can,

  Come saddle the horses, and call up the men,

  Come open your gates, and let me gae free,   60

  For it’s up with the bonnets of Bonny Dundee!
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Datur Hora Quieti
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

THE SUN upon the lake is low,

 The wild birds hush their song,

The hills have evening’s deepest glow,

 Yet Leonard tarries long.

Now all whom varied toil and care   5

 From home and love divide,

In the calm sunset may repair

 Each to the loved one’s side.
 

The noble dame, on turret high,

 Who waits her gallant knight,   10

Looks to the western beam to spy

 The flash of armour bright.

The village maid, with hand on brow

 The level ray to shade,

Upon the footpath watches now   15

 For Colin’s darkening plaid.
 

Now to their mates the wild swans row,

 By day they swam apart,

And to the thicket wanders slow

 The hind beside the hart.   20

The woodlark at his partner’s side

 Twitters his closing song — 

All meet whom day and care divide,

 But Leonard tarries long!
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Here’s a Health to King Charles
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

BRING the bowl which you boast,

 Fill it up to the brim;

’Tis to him we love most,

 And to all who love him.

Brave gallants, stand up,   5

 And avaunt ye, base carles!

Were there death in the cup,

 Here’s a health to King Charles.
 

Though he wanders through dangers,

 Unaided, unknown,   10

Dependent on strangers,

 Estranged from his own;

Though ’tis under our breath,

 Amidst forfeits and perils,

Here’s to honor and faith,   15

 And a health to King Charles!
 

Let such honors abound

 As the time can afford,

The knee on the ground,

 And the hand on the sword;   20

But the time shall come round

 When, ‘mid Lords, Dukes, and Earls,

The loud trumpet shall sound,

 Here’s a health to King Charles!
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Harp of the North, Farewell!
 

Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)
 

HARP of the North, farewell! The hills grow dark,

 On purple peaks a deeper shade descending;

In twilight copse the glow-worm lights her spark,

 The deer, half-seen, are to the covert wending.

Resume thy wizard elm! the fountain lending,   5

 And the wild breeze, thy wilder minstrelsy;

Thy numbers sweet with nature’s vespers blending,

 With distant echo from the fold and lea,

And herd-boy’s evening pipe, and hum of housing bee.
 

Yet, once again, farewell, thou Minstrel Harp!   10

 Yet, once again, forgive my feeble sway,

And little reck I of the censure sharp

 May idly cavil at an idle lay.

Much have I owed thy strains on life’s long way,

 Through secret woes the world has never known,   15

When on the weary night dawned wearier day,

 And bitterer was the grief devoured alone. — 

That I o’erlive such woes, Enchantress! is thine own.
 

Hark! as my lingering footsteps slow retire,

 Some spirit of the Air has waked thy string!   20

’Tis now a seraph bold, with touch of fire,

 ’Tis now the brush of Fairy’s frolic wing.

Receding now, the dying numbers ring

 Fainter and fainter down the rugged dell;

And now the mountain breezes scarcely bring   25

 A wandering witch-note of the distant spell — 

And now, ’tis silent all! — Enchantress, fare thee well!
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Kilmeny
 

James Hogg (1770–1835)
 

BONNIE KILMENY gaed up the glen;

But it wasna to met Duneira’s men,

Nor the rosy monk of the isle to see,

For Kilmeny was pure as pure could be.

It was only to hear the yorlin sing,   5

And pu’ the cress-flower round the spring;

The scarlet hypp and the hindberrye,

And the nut that hung frae the hazel tree;

For Kilmeny was pure as pure could be.

But lang may her minny look o’er the wa’,   10

And lang may she seek i’ the green-wood shaw;

Lang the laird o’ Duneira blame,

And lang, lang greet or Kilmeny come hame!

When many a day had come and fled,

When grief grew calm, and hope was dead,
  15

When mess for Kilmeny’s soul had been sung,

When the bedesman had pray’d and the dead bell rung,

Late, late in gloamin’ when all was still,

When the fringe was red on the westlin hill,

The wood was sere, the moon i’ the wane,   20

The reek o’ the cot hung over the plain,

Like a little wee cloud in the world its lane;

When the ingle low’d wi’ an eiry leme,

Late, late in the gloamin’ Kilmeny came hame!
 

‘Kilmeny, Kilmeny, where have you been?   25

Lang hae we sought baith holt and den;

By linn, by ford, and green-wood tree,

Yet you are halesome and fair to see.

Where gat you that joup o’ the lily scheen?

That bonnie snood of the birk sae green?   30

And these roses, the fairest that ever were seen?

Kilmeny, Kilmeny, where have you been?’
 

Kilmeny look’d up with a lovely grace,

But nae smile was seen on Kilmeny’s face;

As still was her look, and as still was her e’e,   35

As the stillness that lay on the emerant lea,

Or the mist that sleeps on a waveless sea.

For Kilmeny had been, she knew not where,

And Kilmeny had seen what she could not declare;

Kilmeny had been where the cock never crew,   40

Where the rain never fell, and the wind never blew.

But it seem’d as the harp of the sky had rung,

And the airs of heaven play’d round her tongue,

When she spake of the lovely forms she had seen,

And a land where sin had never been;   45

A land of love and a land of light,

Withouten sun, or moon, or night;

Where the river swa’d a living stream,

And the light a pure celestial beam;

The land of vision, it would seem,   50

A still, an everlasting dream.
 

 In yon green-wood there is a waik,

And in that waik there is a wene,

 And in that wene there is a maike,

That neither has flesh, blood, nor bane;   55

And down in yon green-wood he walks his lane.
 

In that green wene Kilmeny lay,

Her bosom happ’d wi’ flowerets gay;

But the air was soft and the silence deep,

And bonnie Kilmeny fell sound asleep.   60

She kenn’d nae mair, nor open’d her e’e,

Till waked by the hymns of a far countrye.

She ‘waken’d on a couch of the silk sae slim,

All striped wi’ the bars of the rainbow’s rim;

And lovely beings round were rife,   65

Who erst had travell’d mortal life;

And aye they smiled and ‘gan to speer,

‘What spirit has brought this mortal here?’ — 
 

‘Lang have I journey’d, the world wide,’

A meek and reverend fere replied;   70

‘Baith night and day I have watch’d the fair,

Eident a thousand years and mair.

Yes, I have watch’d o’er ilk degree,

Wherever blooms femenitye;

But sinless virgin, free of stain   75

In mind and body, fand I nane.

Never, since the banquet of time,

Found I a virgin in her prime,

Till late this bonnie maiden I saw

As spotless as the morning snaw:   80

Full twenty years she has lived as free

As the spirits that sojourn in this countrye:

I have brought her away frae the snares of men,

That sin or death she never may ken.’ — 
 

They clasp’d her wrist and her hands sae fair,   85

They kiss’d her cheek and they kemed her hair,

And round came many a blooming fere,

Saying, ‘Bonnie Kilmeny, ye’re welcome here!

Women are freed of the littand scorn:

O blest be the day Kilmeny was born!   90

Now shall the land of the spirits see,

Now shall it ken what a woman may be!

Many a lang year, in sorrow and pain,

Many a lang year through the world we’ve gane,

Commission’d to watch fair womankind,
  95

For it’s they who nurice the immortal mind.

We have watch’d their steps as the dawning shone,

And deep in the green-wood walks alone;

By lily bower and silken bed,

The viewless tears have o’er them shed;   100

Have soothed their ardent minds to sleep,

Or left the couch of love to weep.

We have seen! we have seen! but the time must come,

And the angels will weep at the day of doom!
 

‘O would the fairest of mortal kind   105

Aye keep the holy truths in mind,

That kindred spirits their motions see,

Who watch their ways with anxious e’e,

And grieve for the guilt of humanitye!

O, sweet to Heaven the maiden’s prayer,   110

And the sigh that heaves a bosom sae fair!

And dear to Heaven the words of truth,

And the praise of virtue frae beauty’s mouth!

And dear to the viewless forms of air,

The minds that kyth as the body fair!   115
 

‘O bonnie Kilmeny! free frae stain,

If ever you seek the world again,

That world of sin, of sorrow and fear,

O tell of the joys that are waiting here;

And tell of the signs you shall shortly see;   120

Of the times that are now, and the times that shall be.’ — 

They lifted Kilmeny, they led her away,

And she walk’d in the light of a sunless day;

The sky was a dome of crystal bright,

The fountain of vision, and fountain of light:   125

The emerald fields were of dazzling glow,

And the flowers of everlasting blow.

Then deep in the stream her body they laid,

That her youth and beauty never might fade;

And they smiled on heaven, when they saw her lie   130

In the stream of life that wander’d bye.

And she heard a song, she heard it sung,

She kenn’d not where; but sae sweetly it rung,

It fell on the ear like a dream of the morn:

‘O, blest be the day Kilmeny was born!   135

Now shall the land of the spirits see,

Now shall it ken what a woman may be!

The sun that shines on the world sae bright,

A borrow’d gleid frae the fountain of light;

And the moon that sleeks the sky sae dun,   140

Like a gouden bow, or a beamless sun,

Shall wear away, and be seen nae mair,

And the angels shall miss them travelling the air.

But lang, lang after baith night and day,

When the sun and the world have elyed away;   145

When the sinner has gane to his waesome doom,

Kilmeny shall smile in eternal bloom!’ — 
 

They bore her away, she wist not how,

For she felt not arm nor rest below;

But so swift they wain’d her through the light,   150

’Twas like the motion of sound or sight;

They seem’d to split the gales of air,

And yet nor gale nor breeze was there.

Unnumber’d groves below them grew,

They came, they pass’d, and backward flew,   155

Like floods of blossoms gliding on,

In moment seen, in moment gone.

O, never vales to mortal view

Appear’d like those o’er which they flew!

That land to human spirits given,   160

The lowermost vales of the storied heaven;

From thence they can view the world below,

And heaven’s blue gates with sapphires glow,

More glory yet unmeet to know.

They bore her far to a mountain green,   165

To see what mortal never had seen;

And they seated her high on a purple sward,

And bade her heed what she saw and heard,

And note the changes the spirits wrought,

For now she lived in the land of thought.   170

She look’d, and she saw nor sun nor skies,

But a crystal dome of a thousand dyes:

She look’d, and she saw nae land aright,

But an endless whirl of glory and light:

And radiant beings went and came,   175

Far swifter than wind, or the linkéd flame.

She hid her e’en frae the dazzling view;

She look’d again, and the scene was new.
 

She saw a sun on a summer sky,

And clouds of amber sailing bye;   180

A lovely land beneath her lay,

And that land had glens and mountains gray;

And that land had valleys and hoary piles,

And marléd seas, and a thousand isles.

Its fields were speckled, its forests green,   185

And its lakes were all of the dazzling sheen,

Like magic mirrors, where slumbering lay

The sun and the sky and the cloudlet gray;

Which heaved and trembled, and gently swung,

On every shore they seem’d to be hung;   190

For there they were seen on their downward plain

A thousand times and a thousand again;

In winding lake and placid firth,

Little peaceful heavens in the bosom of earth.

Kilmeny sigh’d and seem’d to grieve,   195

For she found her heart to that land did cleave;

She saw the corn wave on the vale,

She saw the deer run down the dale,

She saw the plaid and the broad claymore,

And the brows that the badge of freedom bore;   200

And she thought she had seen the land before.
 

She saw a lady sit on a throne,

The fairest that ever the sun shone on!

A lion lick’d her hand of milk,

And she held him in a leish of silk;   205

And a leifu’ maiden stood at her knee,

With a silver wand and melting e’e;

Her sovereign shield till love stole in,

And poison’d all the fount within.
 

Then a gruff untoward bedesman came,   210

And hundit the lion on his dame;

And the guardian maid wi’ the dauntless e’e,

She dropp’d a tear, and left her knee;

And she saw till the queen frae the lion fled,

Till the bonniest flower of the world lay dead;   215

A coffin was set on a distant plain,

And she saw the red blood fall like rain;

Then bonnie Kilmeny’s heart grew sair,

And she turn’d away, and could look nae mair.
 

Then the gruff grim carle girn’d amain,   220

And they trampled him down, but he rose again;

And he baited the lion to deeds of weir,

Till he lapp’d the blood to the kingdom dear;

And weening his head was danger-preef,

When crown’d with the rose and clover leaf,   225

He gowl’d at the carle, and chased him away

To feed wi’ the deer on the mountain gray.

He gowl’d at the carle and geck’d at Heaven,

But his mark was set, and his arles given.

Kilmeny a while her e’en withdrew;   230

She look’d again, and the scene was new.

She saw before her fair unfurl’d

One half of all the glowing world,

Where oceans roll’d, and rivers ran,

To bound the aims of sinful man.   235

She saw a people, fierce and fell,

Burst frae their bounds like fiends of hell;

There lilies grew, and the eagle flew;

And she herkéd on her ravening crew,

Till the cities and towers were wrapp’d in a blaze,   240

And the thunder it roar’d o’er the lands and the seas.

The widows they wail’d, and the red blood ran,

And she threaten’d an end to the race of man;

She never lened, nor stood in awe,

Till caught by the lion’s deadly paw.   245

O, then the eagle swink’d for life,

And brainzell’d up a mortal strife;

But flew she north, or flew she south,

She met wi’ the gowl o’ the lion’s mouth.
 

With a mooted wing and waefu’ maen,   250

The eagle sought her eiry again;

But lang may she cower in her bloody nest,

And lang, lang sleek her wounded breast,

Before she sey another flight,

To play wi’ the norland lion’s might.   255
 

But to sing the sights Kilmeny saw,

So far surpassing nature’s law,

The singer’s voice wad sink away,

And the string of his harp wad cease to play.

But she saw till the sorrows of man were bye,   260

And all was love and harmony;

Till the stars of heaven fell calmly away,

Like flakes of snaw on a winter day.

Then Kilmeny begg’d again to see

The friends she had left in her own countrye;   265

To tell of the place where she had been,

And the glories that lay in the land unseen;

To warn the living maidens fair,

The loved of Heaven, the spirits’ care,

That all whose minds unmeled remain   270

Shall bloom in beauty when time is gane.
 

With distant music, soft and deep,

They lull’d Kilmeny sound asleep;

And when she awaken’d, she lay her lane,

All happ’d with flowers, in the green-wood wene.   275

When seven lang years had come and fled,

When grief was calm, and hope was dead;

When scarce was remember’d Kilmeny’s name.

Late, late in a gloamin’ Kilmeny came hame!

And O, her beauty was fair to see,   280

But still and steadfast was her e’e!

Such beauty bard may never declare,

For there was no pride nor passion there;

And the soft desire of maiden’s e’en

In that mild face could never be seen.   285

Her seymar was the lily flower,

And her cheek the moss-rose in the shower;

And her voice like the distant melodye,

That floats along the twilight sea.

But she loved to raike the lanely glen,   290

And keepèd afar frae the haunts of men;

Her holy hymns unheard to sing,

To suck the flowers, and drink the spring.

But wherever her peaceful form appear’d,

The wild beasts of the hill were cheer’d;   295

The wolf play’d blythly round the field,

The lordly byson low’d and kneel’d;

The dun deer woo’d with manner bland,

And cower’d aneath her lily hand.

And when at even the woodlands rung,   300

When hymns of other worlds she sung

In ecstasy of sweet devotion,

O, then the glen was all in motion!

The wild beasts of the forest came,

Broke from their bughts and faulds the tame,   305

And goved around, charm’d and amazed;

Even the dull cattle croon’d and gazed,

And murmur’d and look’d with anxious pain

For something the mystery to explain.

The buzzard came with the throstle-cock;   310

The corby left her houf in the rock;

The blackbird alang wi’ the eagle flew;

The hind came tripping o’er the dew;

The wolf and the kid their raike began,

And the tod, and the lamb, and the leveret ran;   315

The hawk and the hern attour them hung,

And the merle and the mavis forhooy’d their young;

And all in a peaceful ring were hurl’d;

It was like an Eve in a sinless world!
 

When a month and a day had come and gane,   320

Kilmeny sought the green-wood wene;

There laid her down on the leaves sae green,

And Kilmeny on earth was never mair seen.

But O, the words that fell from her mouth

Were words of wonder, and words of truth!   325

But all the land were in fear and dread,

For they kendna whether she was living or dead.

It wasna her hame, and she couldna remain;

She left this world of sorrow and pain,

And return’d to the land of thought again.   330
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When the Kye Comes Hame
 

James Hogg (1770–1835)
 

COME all ye jolly shepherds,

 That whistle through the glen,

I’ll tell ye of a secret

 That courtiers dinna ken:
 

What is the greatest bliss   5

 That the tongue o’ man can name?

’Tis to woo a bonny lassie

 When the kye comes hame.

When the kye comes hame,

 When the kye comes hame,   10

‘Tween the gloaming an’ the mirk

 When the kye comes hame.
 

’Tis not beneath the coronet,

 Nor canopy of state,

’Tis not on couch of velvet,   15

 Nor arbour of the great — 

’Tis beneath the spreading birk,

 In the glen without the name,

Wi’ a bonny, bonny lassie,

 When the kye comes hame.   20
 

There the blackbird bigs his nest

 For the mate he loes to see,

And on the topmost bough,

 O, a happy bird is he;

Where he pours his melting ditty,   25

 And love is a’ the theme,

And he’ll woo his bonny lassie

 When the kye comes hame.
 

When the blewart bears a pearl,

 And the daisy turns a pea,   30

And the bonny lucken gowan

 Has fauldit up her e’e,

Then the laverock frae the blue lift

 Drops down, an’ thinks nae shame

To woo his bonny lassie   35

 When the kye comes hame.
 

See yonder pawkie shepherd,

 That lingers on the hill,

His ewes are in the fauld,

 An’ his lambs are lying still;   40

Yet he downa gang to bed,

 For his heart is in a flame,

To meet his bonny lassie

 When the kye comes hame.
 

When the little wee bit heart   45

 Rises high in the breast,

An’ the little wee bit starn

 Rises red in the east,

O there’s a joy sae dear,

 That the heart can hardly frame,   50

Wi’ a bonny, bonny lassie,

 When the kye comes hame!
 

Then since all nature joins

 In this love without alloy,

O, wha wad prove a traitor   55

 To Nature’s dearest joy?

Or wha wad choose a crown,

 Wi’ its perils and its fame,

And miss his bonny lassie

 When the kye comes hame?   60

   When the kye comes hame,

   When the kye comes hame,

  ‘Tween the gloaming and the mirk,

   When the kye comes hame.
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The Skylark
 

James Hogg (1770–1835)
 

 BIRD of the wilderness,

 Blythesome and cumberless,

Sweet be thy matin o’er moorland and lea!

 Emblem of happiness,

 Blest is thy dwelling-place — 5

O to abide in the desert with thee!
 

 Wild is thy lay and loud,

 Far in the downy cloud,

Love gives it energy, love gave it birth.

 Where, on thy dewy wing,   10

 Where art thou journeying?

Thy lay is in heaven, thy love is on earth.
 

 O’er fell and fountain sheen,

 O’er moor and mountain green,

O’er the red steamer that heralds the day,   15

 Over the cloudlet dim,

 Over the rainbow’s rim,

Musical cherub, soar, singing, away!
 

 Then, when the gloaming comes,

 Low in the heather blooms,   20

Sweet will thy welcome and bed of love be!

 Emblem of happiness,

 Blest is thy dwelling-place — 

O to abide in the desert with thee!
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Lock the Door, Lariston
 

James Hogg (1770–1835)
 

LOCK the door, Lariston, lion of Liddisdale,

Lock the door, Lariston, Lowther come on,

  The Armstrongs are flying,

  The widows are crying,

The Castletown’s burning, and Oliver’s gone!   5
 

Lock the door, Lariston, — high on the weather-gleam,

See how the Saxon plumes bob on the sky, — 

  Yeoman and carbinier,

  Bilman and halberdier;

Fierce is the foray, and far is the cry.   10
 

Bewcastle brandishes high his broad scimitar;

Ridley is riding his fleet-footed grey;

  Hidley and Howard there,

  Wandale and Windermere, — 

Lock the door, Lariston; hold them at bay.   15
 

Why dost thou smile, noble Elliot of Lariston?

Why do the joy-candles gleam in thine eye?

  Thou bold Border ranger,

  Beware of thy danger; — 

Thy foes are relentless, determined, and nigh.   20
 

Jock Elliot raised up his steel bonnet and lookit,

His hand grasped the sword with a nervous embrace;

  ‘Ah, welcome, brave foemen,

  On earth there are no men

More gallant to meet in the foray or chase!   25
 

‘Little know you of the hearts I have hidden here;

Little know you of our moss-troopers’ might — 

  Lindhope and Sorbie true,

  Sundhope and Milburn too,

Gentle in manner, but lions in fight!   30
 

‘I’ve Mangerton, Ogilvie, Raeburn, and Netherbie,

Old Sim of Whitram, and all his array;

  Come, all Northumberland,

  Teesdale and Cumberland,

Here at the Breaken tower end shall the fray.’   35
 

Scowl’d the broad sun o’er the links of green Liddisdale,

Red as the beacon-light tipp’d he the wold;

  Many a bold martial eye,

  Mirror’d that morning sky,

Never more oped on his orbit of gold!   40
 

Shrill was the bugle’s note! dreadful the warriors’ shout!

Lances and halberds in splinters were borne;

  Helmet and hauberk then

  Braved the claymore in vain,

Buckler armlet in shivers were shorn.   45
 

See how they wane — the proud files of the Windermere!

Howard — ah! woe to thy hopes of the day!

  Hear the wide welkin rend,

  While the Scots’ shouts ascend,

‘Elliot of Lariston, Elliot for aye!’   50
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Barthram’s Dirge
 

Robert Surtees (1779–1834)
 

THEY shot him dead on the Nine-Stone rig,

 Beside the Headless Cross,

And they left him lying in his blood,

 Upon the moor and moss.
 

They made a bier of the broken bough,   5

 The sauch and the aspen grey,

And they bore him to the Lady Chapel,

 And waked him there all day.
 

A lady came to that lonely bower

 And threw her robes aside,   10

She tore her long yellow hair,

 And knelt at Barthram’s side.
 

She bath’d him in the Lady-Well

 His wounds so deep and sair,

And she plaited a garland for his breast,   15

 And a garland for his hair.
 

They rowed him in a lily sheet,

 And bare him to his earth,

(And the Grey Friars sung the dead man’s mass,

 As they passed the Chapel Garth).   20
 

They buried him at the midnight,

 (When the dew fell cold and still,

When the aspen grey forgot to play,

 And the mist clung to the hill).
 

They dug his grave but a bare foot deep,   25

 By the edge of the Nine-Stone Burn,

And they covered him o’er with the heather-flower,

 The moss and the Lady fern.
 

A Grey Friar staid upon the grave,

 And sang till the morning tide,   30

And a friar shall sing for Barthram’s soul,

 While Headless Cross shall bide.
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The Soldier’s Dream
 

Thomas Campbell (1777–1844)
 

OUR bugles sang truce, for the night-cloud had lower’d,

 And the sentinel stars set their watch in the sky;

And thousands had sunk on the ground overpower’d;

 The weary to sleep, and the wounded to die.
 

When reposing that night on my pallet of straw   5

 By the wolf-scaring faggot that guarded the slain,

At the dead of the night a sweet Vision I saw;

 And thrice ere the morning I dreamt it again.
 

Methought from the battle-field’s dreadful array

 Far, far, I had roam’d on a desolate track:   10

’Twas Autumn, — and sunshine arose on the way

 To the home of my fathers, that welcomed me back.
 

I flew to the pleasant fields traversed so oft

 In life’s morning march, when my bosom was young;

I heard my own mountain-goats bleating aloft,   15

 And knew the sweet strain that the corn-reapers sung.
 

Then pledged we the wine-cup, and fondly I swore

 From my home and my weeping friends never to part;

My little ones kiss’d me a thousand times o’er,

 And my wife sobb’d aloud in her fulness of heart.   20
 

‘Stay — stay with us! — rest! — thou art weary and worn!’ — 

 And fain was their war-broken soldier to stay; — 

But sorrow return’d with the dawning of morn,

 And the voice in my dreaming ear melted away.
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To the Evening Star
 

Thomas Campbell (1777–1844)
 

STAR that bringest home the bee,

And sett’st the weary labourer free!

If any star shed peace, ’tis Thou

 That send’st it from above.

Appearing when Heaven’s breath and brow   5

 Are sweet as hers we love.
 

Come to the luxuriant skies,

Whilst the landscape’s odours rise,

Whilst far-off lowing herds are heard

 And songs when toil is done,   10

From cottages whose smoke unstirr’d

 Curls yellow in the sun.
 

Star of love’s soft interviews,

Parted lovers on thee muse;

Their remembrancer in Heaven   15

 Of thrilling vows thou art,

Too delicious to be riven

 By absence from the heart.
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Ode to Winter
 

Germany, December, 1800
 

Thomas Campbell (1777–1844)
 

WHEN first the fiery-mantled Sun

His heavenly race began to run,

Round the earth and ocean blue

His children four the Seasons flew: — 

 First, in green apparel dancing,   5

The young Spring smiled with angel-grace;

 Rosy Summer next advancing,

Rush’d into her sire’s embrace — 

Her bright-hair’d sire, who bade her keep

 For ever nearest to his smiles,   10

On Calpe’s olive-shaded steep

 Or India’s citron-cover’d isles.

More remote, and buxom-brown,

 The Queen of vintage bow’d before his throne;

A rich pomegranate gemm’d her crown,   15

 A ripe sheaf bound her zone.
 

But howling Winter fled afar

To hills that prop the polar star;

And loves on deer-borne car to ride

With barren darkness at his side,   20

Round the shore where loud Lofoden

 Whirls to death the roaring whale,

Round the hall where Runic Odin

 Howls his war-song to the gale — 

Save when adown the ravaged globe   25

 He travels on his native storm,

Deflowering Nature’s grassy robe

 And trampling on his native storm,

Till light’s returning Lord assume

 The shaft that drives him to his northern field,   30

Of power to pierce his raven plume

 And crystal-cover’d shield.
 

O, sire of storms! whose savage ear

The Lapland drum delights to hear,

When Frenzy with her bloodshot eye   35

Implores thy dreadful deity — 

Archangel! Power of desolation!

 Fast descending as thou art,

Say, hath mortal invocation

 Spells to touch thy stony heart:   40

Then, sullen Winter! hear my prayer,

 And gently rule the ruin’d year;

Nor chill the wanderer’s bosom bare

 Nor freeze the wretch’s falling tear:

To shuddering Want’s unmantled bed   45

 Thy horror-breathing agues cease to lend,

And gently on the orphan head

 Of Innocence descend.
 

But chiefly spare, O king of clouds!

The sailor on his airy shrouds,   50

When wrecks and beacons strew the steep,

And spectres walk along the deep.

Milder yet thy snowy breezes

 Pour on yonder tented shores,

Where the Rhine’s broad billow freezes   55

 Or the dark-brown Danube roars.

O, winds of Winter! list ye there

 To many a deep and dying groan?

Or start, ye demons of the midnight air,

 At shrieks and thunders louder than your own?   60

Alas! e’en your unhallow’d breath

 May spare the victim fallen low;

But Man will ask no truce to death,

 No bounds to human woe.
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Lord Ullin’s Daughter
 

Thomas Campbell (1777–1844)
 

A CHIEFTAIN to the Highlands bound

Cries ‘Boatman, do not tarry!

And I’ll give thee a silver pound

To row us o’er the ferry!’
 

‘Now who be ye, would cross Lochgyle.   5

This dark and stormy water?’

‘O I’m the chief of Ulva’s isle,

And this, Lord Ullin’s daughter.
 

‘And fast before her father’s men

Three days we’ve fled together,   10

For should he find us in the glen,

My blood would stain the heather.
 

‘His horsemen hard behind us ride — 

Should they our steps discover,

Then who will cheer my bonny bride,   15

When they have slain her lover?’
 

Out spoke the hardy Highland wight,

‘I’ll go, my chief, I’m ready:

It is not for your silver bright,

But for your winsome lady: — 20
 

‘And by my word! the bonny bird

In danger shall not tarry;

So though the waves are raging white

I’ll row you o’er the ferry.’
 

By this the storm grew loud apace,   25

The water-wraith was shrieking;

And in the scowl of heaven each face

Grew dark as they were speaking.
 

But still as wilder blew the wind,

And as the night grew drearer,   30

Adown the glen rode arméd men,

Their trampling sounded nearer.
 

‘O haste thee, haste!’ the lady cries,

‘Though tempests round us gather;

I’ll meet the raging of the skies,   35

But not an angry father.’
 

The boat has left a stormy land,

A stormy sea before her, — 

When, O! too strong for human hand

The tempest gather’d o’er her.   40
 

And still they row’d amidst the roar

Of waters fast prevailing:

Lord Ullin reach’d that fatal shore, — 

His wrath was changed to wailing.
 

For, sore dismay’d, through storm and shade   45

His child he did discover: — 

One lovely hand she stretch’d for aid,

And one was round her lover.
 

‘Come back! come back!’ he cried in grief,

‘Across this stormy water:   50

And I’ll forgive your Highland chief,

My daughter! — O, my daughter!’
 

’Twas vain: the loud waves lash’d the shore,

Return or aid preventing:

The waters wild went o’er his child,   55

And he was left lamenting.
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The River of Life
 

Thomas Campbell (1777–1844)
 

THE MORE we live, more brief appear

 Our life’s succeeding stages:

A day to childhood seems a year,

 And years like passing ages.
 

The gladsome current of our youth,   5

 Ere passion yet disorders,

Steals lingering like a river smooth

 Along its grassy borders.
 

But as the care-worn cheeks grow wan,

 And sorrow’s shafts fly thicker,   10

Ye Stars, that measure life to man,

 Why seem your courses quicker?
 

When joys have lost their bloom and breath

 And life itself is vapid,

Why, as we reach the Falls of Death,   15

 Feel we its tide more rapid?
 

It may be strange — yet who would change

 Time’s course to slower speeding,

When one by one our friends have gone

 And left our bosoms bleeding?   20
 

Heaven gives our years of fading strength

 Indemnifying fleetness;

And those of youth, a seeming length,

 Proportion’d to their sweetness.
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To the Evening Star
 

Thomas Campbell (1777–1844)
 

GEM of the crimson-colour’d Even,

Companion of retiring day,

Why at the closing gates of heaven,

Beloved Star, dost thou delay?
 

So fair thy pensile beauty burns   5

When soft the tear of twilight flows;

So due thy plighted love returns

To chambers brighter than the rose;
 

To Peace, to Pleasure, and to Love

So kind a star thou seem’st to be,   10

Sure some enamour’d orb above

Descends and burns to meet with thee!
 

Thine is the breathing, blushing hour

When all unheavenly passions fly,

Chased by the soul-subduing power   15

Of Love’s delicious witchery.
 

O! sacred to the fall of day

Queen of propitious stars, appear,

And early rise, and long delay,

When Caroline herself is here!   20
 

Shine on her chosen green resort

Whose trees the sunward summit crown,

And wanton flowers, that well may court

An angel’s feet to tread them down: — 
 

Shine on her sweetly scented road   25

Thou star of evening’s purple dome,

That lead’st the nightingale abroad,

And guid’st the pilgrim to his home.
 

Shine where my charmer’s sweeter breath

Embalms the soft exhaling dew,   30

Where dying winds a sigh bequeath

To kiss the cheek of rosy hue: — 
 

Where, winnow’d by the gentle air

Her silken tresses darkly flow

And fall upon her brow so fair,   35

Like shadows on the mountain snow.
 

Thus, ever thus, at day’s decline

In converse sweet to wander far — 

O bring with thee my Caroline.

And thou shalt be my Ruling Star!   40
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The Maid of Neidpath
 

Thomas Campbell (1777–1844)
 

EARL MARCH look’d on his dying child,

 And, smit with grief to view her — 

The youth, he cried, whom I exiled

 Shall be restored to woo her.
 

She’s at the window many an hour   5

 His coming to discover:

And he look’d up to Ellen’s bower

 And she look’d on her lover — 
 

But ah! so pale, he knew her not,

 Though her smile on him was dwelling — 10

And am I then forgot — forgot?

 It broke the heart of Ellen.
 

In vain he weeps, in vain he sighs,

 Her cheek is cold as ashes;

Nor love’s own kiss shall wake those eyes   15

 To lift their silken lashes.
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Ye Mariners of England
 

Thomas Campbell (1777–1844)
 

YE Mariners of England

That guard our native seas!

Whose flag has braved, a thousand years,

The battle and the breeze!

Your glorious standard launch again   5

To match another foe:

And sweep through the deep,

While the stormy winds do blow;

While the battle rages loud and long

And the stormy winds do blow.   10
 

The spirits of your fathers

Shall start from every wave — 

For the deck it was their field of fame,

And Ocean was their grave:

Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell   15

Your manly hearts shall glow,

As ye sweep through the deep,

While the stormy winds do blow;

While the battle rages loud and long

And the stormy winds do blow.   20
 

Britannia needs no bulwarks,

No towers along the steep;

Her march is o’er the mountain-waves,

Her home is on the deep.

With thunders from her native oak   25

She quells the floods below — 

As they roar on the shore,

When the stormy winds do blow;

When the battle rages loud and long,

And the stormy winds do blow.   30
 

The meteor flag of England

Shall yet terrific burn;

Till danger’s troubled night depart

And the star of peace return.

Then, then, ye ocean-warriors!   35

Our song and feast shall flow

To the fame of your name,

When the storm has ceased to blow;

When the fiery fight is heard no more,

And the storm has ceased to blow.   40
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Battle of the Baltic
 

Thomas Campbell (1777–1844)
 

OF Nelson and the North

Sing the glorious day’s renown,

When to battle fierce came forth

All the might of Denmark’s crown,

And her arms along the deep proudly shone;   5

By each gun the lighted brand

In a bold determined hand,

And the Prince of all the land

Led them on.
 

Like leviathans afloat   10

Lay their bulwarks on the brine;

While the sign of battle flew

On the lofty British line:

It was ten of April morn by the chime:

As they drifted on their path   15

There was silence deep as death;

And the boldest held his breath

For a time.
 

But the might of England flush’d

To anticipate the scene;   20

And her van the fleeter rush’d

O’er the deadly space between.

‘Hearts of oak!’ our captains cried, when each gun

From its adamantine lips

Spread a death-shade round the ships,   25

Like the hurricane eclipse

Of the sun.
 

Again! again! again!

And the havoc did not slack,

Till a feeble cheer the Dane   30

To our cheering sent us back; — 

Their shots along the deep slowly boom: — 

Then ceased — and all is wail,

As they strike the shatter’d sail;

Or in conflagration pale   35

Light the gloom.
 

Out spoke the victor then

As he hail’d them o’er the wave,

‘Ye are brothers! ye are men!

And we conquer but to save: — 40

So peace instead of death let us bring:

But yield, proud foe, thy fleet

With the crews, at England’s feet,

And make submission meet

To our King.’   45
 

Then Denmark bless’d our chief

That he gave her wounds repose;

And the sounds of joy and grief

From her people wildly rose,

As death withdrew his shades from the day:   50

While the sun look’d smiling bright

O’er a wide and woeful sight,

Where the fires of funeral light

Died away.
 

Now joy, old England, raise!   55

For the tidings of thy might,

By the festal cities’ blaze,

Whilst the wine-cup shines in light;

And yet amidst that joy and uproar,

Let us think of them that sleep   60

Full many a fathom deep

By thy wild and stormy steep,

Elsinore!
 

Brave hearts! to Britain’s pride

Once so faithful and so true,   65

On the deck of fame that died,

With the gallant good Riou:

Soft sigh the winds of Heaven o’er their grave!

While the billow mournful rolls

And the mermaid’s song condoles   70

Singing glory to the souls

Of the brave!
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Hohenlinden
 

Thomas Campbell (1777–1844)
 

ON Linden, when the sun was low,

All bloodless lay the untrodden snow;

And dark as winter was the flow

  Of Iser, rolling rapidly.
 

But Linden saw another sight,   5

When the drum beat at dead of night

Commanding fires of death to light

  The darkness of her scenery.
 

By torch and trumpet fast array’d

Each horseman drew his battle-blade,   10

And furious every charger neigh’d

  To join the dreadful revelry.
 

Then shook the hills with thunder riven;

Then rush’d the steed, to battle driven;

And louder than the bolts of Heaven   15

  Far flash’d the red artillery.
 

But redder yet that light shall glow

On Linden’s hills of staine´d snow;

And bloodier yet the torrent flow

  Of Iser, rolling rapidly.   20
 

’Tis morn; but scarce yon revel sun

Can pierce the war-clouds, rolling dun,

Where furious Frank and fiery Hun

  Shout in their sulphurous canopy.
 

The combat deepens. On, ye Brave   25

Who rush to glory, or the grave!

Wave, Munich, all thy banners wave,

  And charge with all thy chivalry!
 

Few, few shall part, where many meet!

The snow shall be their winding-sheet,   30

And every turf beneath their feet

  Shall be a soldier’s sepulchre.
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Freedom and Love
 

J. Campbell
 

HOW delicious is the winning

Of a kiss at love’s beginning,

When two mutual hearts are sighing

For the knot there’s no untying!
 

Yet remember, ‘midst your wooing   5

Love has bliss, but Love has ruing;

Other smiles may make you fickle,

Tears for other charms may trickle.
 

Love he comes and Love he tarries

Just as fate or fancy carries;   10

Longest stays, when sorest chidden;

Laughs and flies, when press’d and bidden.
 

Bind the sea to slumber stilly,

Bind its odour to the lily,

Bind the aspen ne’er to quiver,   15

Then bind Love to last for ever.
 

Love’s a fire that needs renewal

Of fresh beauty for its fuel:

Love’s wing moults when caged and captured,

Only free, he soars enraptured.   20
 

Can you keep the bee from ranging,

Or the ringdove’s neck from changing?

No! nor fetter’d Love from dying

In the knot there’s no untying.
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Hame, Hame, Hame
 

Allan Cunningham (1784–1842)
 

HAME, hame, hame, O hame fain wad I be — 

O hame, hame, hame, to my ain countree!
 

When the flower is i’ the bud and the leaf is on the tree,

The larks shall sing me hame in my ain countree;

Hame, hame, hame, O hame fain wad I be — 5

O hame, hame, hame, to my ain countree!
 

The green leaf o’ loyaltie’s beginning for to fa’,

The bonnie White Rose it is withering an’ a’;

But I’ll water ‘t wi’ the blude of usurping tyrannie,

An’ green it will graw in my ain countree.   10
 

O, there’s nocht now frae ruin my country can save,

But the keys o’ kind heaven, to open the grave;

That a’ the noble martyrs wha died for loyaltie

May rise again an’ fight for their ain countree.
 

The great now are gane, a’ wha ventured to save,   15

The new grass is springing on the tap o’ their grave;

But the sun through the mirk blinks blythe in my e’e,

‘I’ll shine on ye yet in your ain countree.’
 

Hame, hame, hame, O hame fain wad I be — 

O hame, hame, hame, to my ain countree!   20
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A Wet Sheet and a Flowing Sea
 

Allan Cunningham (1784–1842)
 

A WET sheet and a flowing sea,

 A wind that follows fast

And fills the white and rustling sail

 And bends the gallant mast;

And bends the gallant mast, my boys,   5

 While like the eagle free

Away the good ship flies, and leaves

 Old England on the lee.
 

O for a soft and gentle wind!

 I heard a fair one cry;   10

But give to me the snoring breeze

 And white waves heaving high;

And white waves heaving high, my lads,

 The good ship tight and free — 

The world of waters is our home,   15

 And merry men are we.
 

There’s tempest in yon horne´d moon,

 And lightning in yon cloud;

But hark the music, mariners!

 The wind is piping loud;   20

The wind is piping loud, my boys,

 The lightning flashes free — 

While the hollow oak our palace is,

 Our heritage the sea.
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George Gordon, Lord Byron
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On the Death of a Young Lady (Cousin to the Author, and very dear to him)
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

Hush’d are the winds, and still the evening gloom,

   Not e’en a zephyr wanders through the grove,
 Whilst I return, to view my Margaret’s tomb,

   And scatter flowers on the dust I love.
 

Within this narrow cell reclines her clay,

   That clay, where once such animation beam’d;
 The King of Terrors seized her as his prey,

   Not worth nor beauty have her life redeem’d.
 

Oh! could that King of Terrors pity feel,

   Or heaven reverse the dread decree of fate,
 Not here the mourner would his grief reveal,

   Not here the muse her virtues would relate.
 

But wherefore weep? Her matchless spirit soars

   Beyond where splendid shines the orb of day;
 And weeping angels lead her to those bowers

   Where endless pleasures virtuous deeds repay.
 

And shall presumptuous mortals Heaven arraign,

   And, madly, godlike Providence accuse?
 Ah! no, far fly from me attempts so vain; — 

   I’ll ne’er submission to my God refuse.
 

Yet is remembrance of those virtues dear,

   Yet fresh the memory of that beauteous face;
 Still they call forth my warm affection’s tear,

   Still in my heart retain their wonted place.
 

(1802)
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Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage: Canto the First
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

I.
 

 Oh, thou, in Hellas deemed of heavenly birth,

  Muse, formed or fabled at the minstrel’s will!

  Since shamed full oft by later lyres on earth,

  Mine dares not call thee from thy sacred hill:

  Yet there I’ve wandered by thy vaunted rill;

  Yes! sighed o’er Delphi’s long-deserted shrine

  Where, save that feeble fountain, all is still;

  Nor mote my shell awake the weary Nine
 To grace so plain a tale - this lowly lay of mine.
 

II.
 

 Whilome in Albion’s isle there dwelt a youth,

  Who ne in virtue’s ways did take delight;

  But spent his days in riot most uncouth,

  And vexed with mirth the drowsy ear of Night.

  Ah, me! in sooth he was a shameless wight,

  Sore given to revel and ungodly glee;

  Few earthly things found favour in his sight

  Save concubines and carnal companie,
 And flaunting wassailers of high and low degree.
 

III.
 

 Childe Harold was he hight: - but whence his name

  And lineage long, it suits me not to say;

  Suffice it, that perchance they were of fame,

  And had been glorious in another day:

  But one sad losel soils a name for aye,

  However mighty in the olden time;

  Nor all that heralds rake from coffined clay,

  Nor florid prose, nor honeyed lines of rhyme,
 Can blazon evil deeds, or consecrate a crime.
 

IV.
 

 Childe Harold basked him in the noontide sun,

  Disporting there like any other fly,

  Nor deemed before his little day was done

  One blast might chill him into misery.

  But long ere scarce a third of his passed by,

  Worse than adversity the Childe befell;

  He felt the fulness of satiety:

  Then loathed he in his native land to dwell,
 Which seemed to him more lone than eremite’s sad cell.
 

V.
 

 For he through Sin’s long labyrinth had run,

  Nor made atonement when he did amiss,

  Had sighed to many, though he loved but one,

  And that loved one, alas, could ne’er be his.

  Ah, happy she! to ‘scape from him whose kiss

  Had been pollution unto aught so chaste;

  Who soon had left her charms for vulgar bliss,

  And spoiled her goodly lands to gild his waste,
 Nor calm domestic peace had ever deigned to taste.
 

VI.
 

 And now Childe Harold was sore sick at heart,

  And from his fellow bacchanals would flee;

  ’Tis said, at times the sullen tear would start,

  But pride congealed the drop within his e’e:

  Apart he stalked in joyless reverie,

  And from his native land resolved to go,

  And visit scorching climes beyond the sea;

  With pleasure drugged, he almost longed for woe,
 And e’en for change of scene would seek the shades below.
 

VII.
 

 The Childe departed from his father’s hall;

  It was a vast and venerable pile;

  So old, it seemèd only not to fall,

  Yet strength was pillared in each massy aisle.

  Monastic dome! condemned to uses vile!

  Where superstition once had made her den,

  Now Paphian girls were known to sing and smile;

  And monks might deem their time was come agen,
 If ancient tales say true, nor wrong these holy men.
 

VIII.
 

 Yet ofttimes in his maddest mirthful mood,

  Strange pangs would flash along Childe Harold’s brow,

  As if the memory of some deadly feud

  Or disappointed passion lurked below:

  But this none knew, nor haply cared to know;

  For his was not that open, artless soul

  That feels relief by bidding sorrow flow;

  Nor sought he friend to counsel or condole,
 Whate’er this grief mote be, which he could not control.
 

IX.
 

 And none did love him: though to hall and bower

  He gathered revellers from far and near,

  He knew them flatterers of the festal hour;

  The heartless parasites of present cheer.

  Yea, none did love him - not his lemans dear -

  But pomp and power alone are woman’s care,

  And where these are light Eros finds a feere;

  Maidens, like moths, are ever caught by glare,
 And Mammon wins his way where seraphs might despair.
 

X.
 

 Childe Harold had a mother - not forgot,

  Though parting from that mother he did shun;

  A sister whom he loved, but saw her not

  Before his weary pilgrimage begun:

  If friends he had, he bade adieu to none.

  Yet deem not thence his breast a breast of steel;

  Ye, who have known what ’tis to dote upon

  A few dear objects, will in sadness feel
 Such partings break the heart they fondly hope to heal.
 

XI.
 

 His house, his home, his heritage, his lands,

  The laughing dames in whom he did delight,

  Whose large blue eyes, fair locks, and snowy hands,

  Might shake the saintship of an anchorite,

  And long had fed his youthful appetite;

  His goblets brimmed with every costly wine,

  And all that mote to luxury invite,

  Without a sigh he left to cross the brine,
 And traverse Paynim shores, and pass earth’s central line.
 

XII.
 

 The sails were filled, and fair the light winds blew

  As glad to waft him from his native home;

  And fast the white rocks faded from his view,

  And soon were lost in circumambient foam;

  And then, it may be, of his wish to roam

  Repented he, but in his bosom slept

  The silent thought, nor from his lips did come

  One word of wail, whilst others sate and wept,
 And to the reckless gales unmanly moaning kept.
 

XIII.
 

 But when the sun was sinking in the sea,

  He seized his harp, which he at times could string,

  And strike, albeit with untaught melody,

  When deemed he no strange ear was listening:

  And now his fingers o’er it he did fling,

  And tuned his farewell in the dim twilight,

  While flew the vessel on her snowy wing,

  And fleeting shores receded from his sight,
 Thus to the elements he poured his last ‘Good Night.’
 

Adieu, adieu! my native shore

  Fades o’er the waters blue;
 The night-winds sigh, the breakers roar,

  And shrieks the wild sea-mew.
 Yon sun that sets upon the sea

  We follow in his flight;
 Farewell awhile to him and thee,

  My Native Land - Good Night!
 

A few short hours, and he will rise

  To give the morrow birth;
 And I shall hail the main and skies,

  But not my mother earth.
 Deserted is my own good hall,

  Its hearth is desolate;
 Wild weeds are gathering on the wall,

  My dog howls at the gate.
 

‘Come hither, hither, my little page:

  Why dost thou weep and wail?
 Or dost thou dread the billow’s rage,

  Or tremble at the gale?
 But dash the tear-drop from thine eye,

  Our ship is swift and strong;
 Our fleetest falcon scarce can fly

  More merrily along.’
 

‘Let winds be shrill, let waves roll high,

  I fear not wave nor wind;
 Yet marvel not, Sir Childe, that I

  Am sorrowful in mind;
 For I have from my father gone,

  A mother whom I love,
 And have no friend, save these alone,

  But thee - and One above.
 

‘My father blessed me fervently,

  Yet did not much complain;
 But sorely will my mother sigh

  Till I come back again.’ -
 ‘Enough, enough, my little lad!

  Such tears become thine eye;
 If I thy guileless bosom had,

  Mine own would not be dry.
 

‘Come hither, hither, my staunch yeoman,

  Why dost thou look so pale?
 Or dost thou dread a French foeman,

  Or shiver at the gale?’ -
 ‘Deem’st thou I tremble for my life?

  Sir Childe, I’m not so weak;
 But thinking on an absent wife

  Will blanch a faithful cheek.
 

‘My spouse and boys dwell near thy hall,

  Along the bordering lake;
 And when they on their father call,

  What answer shall she make?’ -
 ‘Enough, enough, my yeoman good,

  Thy grief let none gainsay;
 But I, who am of lighter mood,

  Will laugh to flee away.’
 

For who would trust the seeming sighs

  Of wife or paramour?
 Fresh feeres will dry the bright blue eyes

  We late saw streaming o’er.
 For pleasures past I do not grieve,

  Nor perils gathering near;
 My greatest grief is that I leave

  No thing that claims a tear.
 

And now I’m in the world alone,

  Upon the wide, wide sea;
 But why should I for others groan,

  When none will sigh for me?
 Perchance my dog will whine in vain

  Till fed by stranger hands;
 But long ere I come back again

  He’d tear me where he stands.
 

With thee, my bark, I’ll swiftly go

  Athwart the foaming brine;
 Nor care what land thou bear’st me to,

  So not again to mine.
 Welcome, welcome, ye dark blue waves!

  And when you fail my sight,
 Welcome, ye deserts, and ye caves!

  My Native Land - Good Night!
 

XIV.
 

 On, on the vessel flies, the land is gone,

  And winds are rude in Biscay’s sleepless bay.

  Four days are sped, but with the fifth, anon,

  New shores descried make every bosom gay;

  And Cintra’s mountain greets them on their way,

  And Tagus dashing onward to the deep,

  His fabled golden tribute bent to pay;

  And soon on board the Lusian pilots leap,
 And steer ‘twixt fertile shores where yet few rustics reap.
 

XV.
 

 Oh, Christ! it is a goodly sight to see

  What Heaven hath done for this delicious land!

  What fruits of fragrance blush on every tree!

  What goodly prospects o’er the hills expand!

  But man would mar them with an impious hand:

  And when the Almighty lifts his fiercest scourge

  ‘Gainst those who most transgress his high command,

  With treble vengeance will his hot shafts urge
 Gaul’s locust host, and earth from fellest foemen purge.
 

XVI.
 

 What beauties doth Lisboa first unfold!

  Her image floating on that noble tide,

  Which poets vainly pave with sands of gold,

  But now whereon a thousand keels did ride

  Of mighty strength, since Albion was allied,

  And to the Lusians did her aid afford

  A nation swoll’n with ignorance and pride,

  Who lick, yet loathe, the hand that waves the sword.
 To save them from the wrath of Gaul’s unsparing lord.
 

XVII.
 

 But whoso entereth within this town,

  That, sheening far, celestial seems to be,

  Disconsolate will wander up and down,

  Mid many things unsightly to strange e’e;

  For hut and palace show like filthily;

  The dingy denizens are reared in dirt;

  No personage of high or mean degree

  Doth care for cleanness of surtout or shirt,
 Though shent with Egypt’s plague, unkempt, unwashed, unhurt.
 

XVIII.
 

 Poor, paltry slaves! yet born midst noblest scenes -

  Why, Nature, waste thy wonders on such men?

  Lo! Cintra’s glorious Eden intervenes

  In variegated maze of mount and glen.

  Ah me! what hand can pencil guide, or pen,

  To follow half on which the eye dilates

  Through views more dazzling unto mortal ken

  Than those whereof such things the bard relates,
 Who to the awe-struck world unlocked Elysium’s gates?
 

XIX.
 

 The horrid crags, by toppling convent crowned,

  The cork-trees hoar that clothe the shaggy steep,

  The mountain moss by scorching skies imbrowned,

  The sunken glen, whose sunless shrubs must weep,

  The tender azure of the unruffled deep,

  The orange tints that gild the greenest bough,

  The torrents that from cliff to valley leap,

  The vine on high, the willow branch below,
 Mixed in one mighty scene, with varied beauty glow.
 

XX.
 

 Then slowly climb the many-winding way,

  And frequent turn to linger as you go,

  From loftier rocks new loveliness survey,

  And rest ye at ‘Our Lady’s House of Woe;’

  Where frugal monks their little relics show,

  And sundry legends to the stranger tell:

  Here impious men have punished been; and lo,

  Deep in yon cave Honorius long did dwell,
 In hope to merit Heaven by making earth a Hell.
 

XXI.
 

 And here and there, as up the crags you spring,

  Mark many rude-carved crosses near the path;

  Yet deem not these devotion’s offering -

  These are memorials frail of murderous wrath;

  For wheresoe’er the shrieking victim hath

  Poured forth his blood beneath the assassin’s knife,

  Some hand erects a cross of mouldering lath;

  And grove and glen with thousand such are rife
 Throughout this purple land, where law secures not life!
 

XXII.
 

 On sloping mounds, or in the vale beneath,

  Are domes where whilom kings did make repair;

  But now the wild flowers round them only breathe:

  Yet ruined splendour still is lingering there.

  And yonder towers the prince’s palace fair:

  There thou, too, Vathek! England’s wealthiest son,

  Once formed thy Paradise, as not aware

  When wanton Wealth her mightiest deeds hath done,
 Meek Peace voluptuous lures was ever wont to shun.
 

XXIII.
 

 Here didst thou dwell, here schemes of pleasure plan.

  Beneath yon mountain’s ever beauteous brow;

  But now, as if a thing unblest by man,

  Thy fairy dwelling is as lone as thou!

  Here giant weeds a passage scarce allow

  To halls deserted, portals gaping wide;

  Fresh lessons to the thinking bosom, how

  Vain are the pleasaunces on earth supplied;
 Swept into wrecks anon by Time’s ungentle tide.
 

XXIV.
 

 Behold the hall where chiefs were late convened!

  Oh! dome displeasing unto British eye!

  With diadem hight foolscap, lo! a fiend,

  A little fiend that scoffs incessantly,

  There sits in parchment robe arrayed, and by

  His side is hung a seal and sable scroll,

  Where blazoned glare names known to chivalry,

  And sundry signatures adorn the roll,
 Whereat the urchin points, and laughs with all his soul.
 

XXV.
 

 Convention is the dwarfish demon styled

  That foiled the knights in Marialva’s dome:

  Of brains (if brains they had) he them beguiled,

  And turned a nation’s shallow joy to gloom.

  Here Folly dashed to earth the victor’s plume,

  And Policy regained what Arms had lost:

  For chiefs like ours in vain may laurels bloom!

  Woe to the conquering, not the conquered host,
 Since baffled Triumph droops on Lusitania’s coast.
 

XXVI.
 

 And ever since that martial synod met,

  Britannia sickens, Cintra, at thy name;

  And folks in office at the mention fret,

  And fain would blush, if blush they could, for shame.

  How will posterity the deed proclaim!

  Will not our own and fellow-nations sneer,

  To view these champions cheated of their fame,

  By foes in fight o’erthrown, yet victors here,
 Where Scorn her finger points through many a coming year?
 

XXVII.
 

 So deemed the Childe, as o’er the mountains he

  Did take his way in solitary guise:

  Sweet was the scene, yet soon he thought to flee,

  More restless than the swallow in the skies:

  Though here awhile he learned to moralise,

  For Meditation fixed at times on him,

  And conscious Reason whispered to despise

  His early youth misspent in maddest whim;
 But as he gazed on Truth, his aching eyes grew dim.
 

XXVIII.
 

 To horse! to horse! he quits, for ever quits

  A scene of peace, though soothing to his soul:

  Again he rouses from his moping fits,

  But seeks not now the harlot and the bowl.

  Onward he flies, nor fixed as yet the goal

  Where he shall rest him on his pilgrimage;

  And o’er him many changing scenes must roll,

  Ere toil his thirst for travel can assuage,
 Or he shall calm his breast, or learn experience sage.
 

XXIX.
 

 Yet Mafra shall one moment claim delay,

  Where dwelt of yore the Lusians’ luckless queen;

  And church and court did mingle their array,

  And mass and revel were alternate seen;

  Lordlings and freres - ill-sorted fry, I ween!

  But here the Babylonian whore had built

  A dome, where flaunts she in such glorious sheen,

  That men forget the blood which she hath spilt,
 And bow the knee to Pomp that loves to garnish guilt.
 

XXX.
 

 O’er vales that teem with fruits, romantic hills,

  (Oh that such hills upheld a free-born race!)

  Whereon to gaze the eye with joyaunce fills,

  Childe Harold wends through many a pleasant place.

  Though sluggards deem it but a foolish chase,

  And marvel men should quit their easy chair,

  The toilsome way, and long, long league to trace.

  Oh, there is sweetness in the mountain air
 And life, that bloated Ease can never hope to share.
 

XXXI.
 

 More bleak to view the hills at length recede,

  And, less luxuriant, smoother vales extend:

  Immense horizon-bounded plains succeed!

  Far as the eye discerns, withouten end,

  Spain’s realms appear, whereon her shepherds tend

  Flocks, whose rich fleece right well the trader knows -

  Now must the pastor’s arm his lambs defend:

  For Spain is compassed by unyielding foes,
 And all must shield their all, or share Subjection’s woes.
 

XXXII.
 

 Where Lusitania and her Sister meet,

  Deem ye what bounds the rival realms divide?

  Or e’er the jealous queens of nations greet,

  Doth Tayo interpose his mighty tide?

  Or dark sierras rise in craggy pride?

  Or fence of art, like China’s vasty wall? -

  Ne barrier wall, ne river deep and wide,

  Ne horrid crags, nor mountains dark and tall
 Rise like the rocks that part Hispania’s land from Gaul
 

XXXIII.
 

 But these between a silver streamlet glides,

  And scarce a name distinguisheth the brook,

  Though rival kingdoms press its verdant sides.

  Here leans the idle shepherd on his crook,

  And vacant on the rippling waves doth look,

  That peaceful still ‘twixt bitterest foemen flow:

  For proud each peasant as the noblest duke:

  Well doth the Spanish hind the difference know
 ‘Twixt him and Lusian slave, the lowest of the low.
 

XXXIV.
 

 But ere the mingling bounds have far been passed,

  Dark Guadiana rolls his power along

  In sullen billows, murmuring and vast,

  So noted ancient roundelays among.

  Whilome upon his banks did legions throng

  Of Moor and Knight, in mailèd splendour drest;

  Here ceased the swift their race, here sunk the strong;

  The Paynim turban and the Christian crest
 Mixed on the bleeding stream, by floating hosts oppressed.
 

XXXV.
 

 Oh, lovely Spain! renowned, romantic land!

  Where is that standard which Pelagio bore,

  When Cava’s traitor-sire first called the band

  That dyed thy mountain-streams with Gothic gore?

  Where are those bloody banners which of yore

  Waved o’er thy sons, victorious to the gale,

  And drove at last the spoilers to their shore?

  Red gleamed the cross, and waned the crescent pale,
 While Afric’s echoes thrilled with Moorish matrons’ wail.
 

XXXVI.
 

 Teems not each ditty with the glorious tale?

  Ah! such, alas, the hero’s amplest fate!

  When granite moulders and when records fail,

  A peasant’s plaint prolongs his dubious date.

  Pride! bend thine eye from heaven to thine estate,

  See how the mighty shrink into a song!

  Can volume, pillar, pile, preserve thee great?

  Or must thou trust Tradition’s simple tongue,
 When Flattery sleeps with thee, and History does thee wrong?
 

XXXVII.
 

 Awake, ye sons of Spain! awake! advance

  Lo! Chivalry, your ancient goddess, cries,

  But wields not, as of old, her thirsty lance,

  Nor shakes her crimson plumage in the skies:

  Now on the smoke of blazing bolts she flies,

  And speaks in thunder through yon engine’s roar!

  In every peal she calls - ‘Awake! arise!’

  Say, is her voice more feeble than of yore,
 When her war-song was heard on Andalusia’s shore?
 

XXXVIII.
 

 Hark! heard you not those hoofs of dreadful note?

  Sounds not the clang of conflict on the heath?

  Saw ye not whom the reeking sabre smote;

  Nor saved your brethren ere they sank beneath

  Tyrants and tyrants’ slaves? - the fires of death,

  The bale-fires flash on high: - from rock to rock

  Each volley tells that thousands cease to breathe:

  Death rides upon the sulphury Siroc,
 Red Battle stamps his foot, and nations feel the shock.
 

XXXIX.
 

 Lo! where the Giant on the mountain stands,

  His blood-red tresses deepening in the sun,

  With death-shot glowing in his fiery hands,

  And eye that scorcheth all it glares upon;

  Restless it rolls, now fixed, and now anon

  Flashing afar, - and at his iron feet

  Destruction cowers, to mark what deeds are done;

  For on this morn three potent nations meet,
 To shed before his shrine the blood he deems most sweet.
 

XL.
 

 By Heaven! it is a splendid sight to see

  (For one who hath no friend, no brother there)

  Their rival scarfs of mixed embroidery,

  Their various arms that glitter in the air!

  What gallant war-hounds rouse them from their lair,

  And gnash their fangs, loud yelling for the prey!

  All join the chase, but few the triumph share:

  The Grave shall bear the chiefest prize away,
 And Havoc scarce for joy can cumber their array.
 

XLI.
 

 Three hosts combine to offer sacrifice;

  Three tongues prefer strange orisons on high;

  Three gaudy standards flout the pale blue skies.

  The shouts are France, Spain, Albion, Victory!

  The foe, the victim, and the fond ally

  That fights for all, but ever fights in vain,

  Are met - as if at home they could not die -

  To feed the crow on Talavera’s plain,
 And fertilise the field that each pretends to gain.
 

XLII.
 

 There shall they rot - Ambition’s honoured fools!

  Yes, Honour decks the turf that wraps their clay!

  Vain Sophistry! in these behold the tools,

  The broken tools, that tyrants cast away

  By myriads, when they dare to pave their way

  With human hearts - to what? - a dream alone.

  Can despots compass aught that hails their sway?

  Or call with truth one span of earth their own,
 Save that wherein at last they crumble bone by bone?
 

XLIII.
 

 O Albuera, glorious field of grief!

  As o’er thy plain the Pilgrim pricked his steed,

  Who could foresee thee, in a space so brief,

  A scene where mingling foes should boast and bleed.

  Peace to the perished! may the warrior’s meed

  And tears of triumph their reward prolong!

  Till others fall where other chieftains lead,

  Thy name shall circle round the gaping throng,
 And shine in worthless lays, the theme of transient song.
 

XLIV.
 

 Enough of Battle’s minions! let them play

  Their game of lives, and barter breath for fame:

  Fame that will scarce reanimate their clay,

  Though thousands fall to deck some single name.

  In sooth, ‘twere sad to thwart their noble aim

  Who strike, blest hirelings! for their country’s good,

  And die, that living might have proved her shame;

  Perished, perchance, in some domestic feud,
 Or in a narrower sphere wild Rapine’s path pursued.
 

XLV.
 

 Full swiftly Harold wends his lonely way

  Where proud Sevilla triumphs unsubdued:

  Yet is she free - the spoiler’s wished-for prey!

  Soon, soon shall Conquest’s fiery foot intrude,

  Blackening her lovely domes with traces rude.

  Inevitable hour! ‘Gainst fate to strive

  Where Desolation plants her famished brood

  Is vain, or Ilion, Tyre, might yet survive,
 And Virtue vanquish all, and Murder cease to thrive.
 

XLVI.
 

 But all unconscious of the coming doom,

  The feast, the song, the revel here abounds;

  Strange modes of merriment the hours consume,

  Nor bleed these patriots with their country’s wounds;

  Nor here War’s clarion, but Love’s rebeck sounds;

  Here Folly still his votaries enthralls,

  And young-eyed Lewdness walks her midnight rounds:

  Girt with the silent crimes of capitals,
 Still to the last kind Vice clings to the tottering walls.
 

XLVII.
 

 Not so the rustic: with his trembling mate

  He lurks, nor casts his heavy eye afar,

  Lest he should view his vineyard desolate,

  Blasted below the dun hot breath of war.

  No more beneath soft Eve’s consenting star

  Fandango twirls his jocund castanet:

  Ah, monarchs! could ye taste the mirth ye mar,

  Not in the toils of Glory would ye fret;
 The hoarse dull drum would sleep, and Man be happy yet.
 

XLVIII.
 

 How carols now the lusty muleteer?

  Of love, romance, devotion is his lay,

  As whilome he was wont the leagues to cheer,

  His quick bells wildly jingling on the way?

  No! as he speeds, he chants ‘Viva el Rey!’

  And checks his song to execrate Godoy,

  The royal wittol Charles, and curse the day

  When first Spain’s queen beheld the black-eyed boy,
 And gore-faced Treason sprung from her adulterate joy.
 

XLIX.
 

 On yon long level plain, at distance crowned

  With crags, whereon those Moorish turrets rest,

  Wide scattered hoof-marks dint the wounded ground;

  And, scathed by fire, the greensward’s darkened vest

  Tells that the foe was Andalusia’s guest:

  Here was the camp, the watch-flame, and the host,

  Here the brave peasant stormed the dragon’s nest;

  Still does he mark it with triumphant boast,
 And points to yonder cliffs, which oft were won and lost.
 

L.
 

 And whomsoe’er along the path you meet

  Bears in his cap the badge of crimson hue,

  Which tells you whom to shun and whom to greet:

  Woe to the man that walks in public view

  Without of loyalty this token true:

  Sharp is the knife, and sudden is the stroke;

  And sorely would the Gallic foemen rue,

  If subtle poniards, wrapt beneath the cloak,
 Could blunt the sabre’s edge, or clear the cannon’s smoke.
 

LI.
 

 At every turn Morena’s dusky height

  Sustains aloft the battery’s iron load;

  And, far as mortal eye can compass sight,

  The mountain-howitzer, the broken road,

  The bristling palisade, the fosse o’erflowed,

  The stationed bands, the never-vacant watch,

  The magazine in rocky durance stowed,

  The holstered steed beneath the shed of thatch,
 The ball-piled pyramid, the ever-blazing match,
 

LII.
 

 Portend the deeds to come: - but he whose nod

  Has tumbled feebler despots from their sway,

  A moment pauseth ere he lifts the rod;

  A little moment deigneth to delay:

  Soon will his legions sweep through these the way;

  The West must own the Scourger of the world.

  Ah, Spain! how sad will be thy reckoning day,

  When soars Gaul’s Vulture, with his wings unfurled,
 And thou shalt view thy sons in crowds to Hades hurled.
 

LIII.
 

 And must they fall - the young, the proud, the brave -

  To swell one bloated chief’s unwholesome reign?

  No step between submission and a grave?

  The rise of rapine and the fall of Spain?

  And doth the Power that man adores ordain

  Their doom, nor heed the suppliant’s appeal?

  Is all that desperate Valour acts in vain?

  And Counsel sage, and patriotic Zeal,
 The veteran’s skill, youth’s fire, and manhood’s heart of steel?
 

LIV.
 

 Is it for this the Spanish maid, aroused,

  Hangs on the willow her unstrung guitar,

  And, all unsexed, the anlace hath espoused,

  Sung the loud song, and dared the deed of war?

  And she, whom once the semblance of a scar

  Appalled, an owlet’s larum chilled with dread,

  Now views the column-scattering bayonet jar,

  The falchion flash, and o’er the yet warm dead
 Stalks with Minerva’s step where Mars might quake to tread.
 

LV.
 

 Ye who shall marvel when you hear her tale,

  Oh! had you known her in her softer hour,

  Marked her black eye that mocks her coal-black veil,

  Heard her light, lively tones in lady’s bower,

  Seen her long locks that foil the painter’s power,

  Her fairy form, with more than female grace,

  Scarce would you deem that Saragoza’s tower

  Beheld her smile in Danger’s Gorgon face,
 Thin the closed ranks, and lead in Glory’s fearful chase.
 

LVI.
 

 Her lover sinks - she sheds no ill-timed tear;

  Her chief is slain - she fills his fatal post;

  Her fellows flee - she checks their base career;

  The foe retires - she heads the sallying host:

  Who can appease like her a lover’s ghost?

  Who can avenge so well a leader’s fall?

  What maid retrieve when man’s flushed hope is lost?

  Who hang so fiercely on the flying Gaul,
 Foiled by a woman’s hand, before a battered wall?
 

LVII.
 

 Yet are Spain’s maids no race of Amazons,

  But formed for all the witching arts of love:

  Though thus in arms they emulate her sons,

  And in the horrid phalanx dare to move,

  ’Tis but the tender fierceness of the dove,

  Pecking the hand that hovers o’er her mate:

  In softness as in firmness far above

  Remoter females, famed for sickening prate;
 Her mind is nobler sure, her charms perchance as great.
 

LVIII.
 

 The seal Love’s dimpling finger hath impressed

  Denotes how soft that chin which bears his touch:

  Her lips, whose kisses pout to leave their nest,

  Bid man be valiant ere he merit such:

  Her glance, how wildly beautiful! how much

  Hath Phoebus wooed in vain to spoil her cheek

  Which glows yet smoother from his amorous clutch!

  Who round the North for paler dames would seek?
 How poor their forms appear? how languid, wan, and weak!
 

LIX.
 

 Match me, ye climes! which poets love to laud;

  Match me, ye harems! of the land where now

  I strike my strain, far distant, to applaud

  Beauties that even a cynic must avow!

  Match me those houris, whom ye scarce allow

  To taste the gale lest Love should ride the wind,

  With Spain’s dark-glancing daughters - deign to know,

  There your wise Prophet’s paradise we find,
 His black-eyed maids of Heaven, angelically kind.
 

LX.
 

 O thou, Parnassus! whom I now survey,

  Not in the frenzy of a dreamer’s eye,

  Not in the fabled landscape of a lay,

  But soaring snow-clad through thy native sky,

  In the wild pomp of mountain majesty!

  What marvel if I thus essay to sing?

  The humblest of thy pilgrims passing by

  Would gladly woo thine echoes with his string,
 Though from thy heights no more one muse will wave her wing.
 

LXI.
 

 Oft have I dreamed of thee! whose glorious name

  Who knows not, knows not man’s divinest lore:

  And now I view thee, ’tis, alas, with shame

  That I in feeblest accents must adore.

  When I recount thy worshippers of yore

  I tremble, and can only bend the knee;

  Nor raise my voice, nor vainly dare to soar,

  But gaze beneath thy cloudy canopy
 In silent joy to think at last I look on thee!
 

LXII.
 

 Happier in this than mightiest bards have been,

  Whose fate to distant homes confined their lot,

  Shall I unmoved behold the hallowed scene,

  Which others rave of, though they know it not?

  Though here no more Apollo haunts his grot,

  And thou, the Muses’ seat, art now their grave,

  Some gentle spirit still pervades the spot,

  Sighs in the gale, keeps silence in the cave,
 And glides with glassy foot o’er yon melodious wave.
 

LXIII.
 

 Of thee hereafter. - Even amidst my strain

  I turned aside to pay my homage here;

  Forgot the land, the sons, the maids of Spain;

  Her fate, to every free-born bosom dear;

  And hailed thee, not perchance without a tear.

  Now to my theme - but from thy holy haunt

  Let me some remnant, some memorial bear;

  Yield me one leaf of Daphne’s deathless plant,
 Nor let thy votary’s hope be deemed an idle vaunt.
 

LXIV.
 

 But ne’er didst thou, fair mount, when Greece was young,

  See round thy giant base a brighter choir;

  Nor e’er did Delphi, when her priestess sung

  The Pythian hymn with more than mortal fire,

  Behold a train more fitting to inspire

  The song of love than Andalusia’s maids,

  Nurst in the glowing lap of soft desire:

  Ah! that to these were given such peaceful shades
 As Greece can still bestow, though Glory fly her glades.
 

LXV.
 

 Fair is proud Seville; let her country boast

  Her strength, her wealth, her site of ancient days,

  But Cadiz, rising on the distant coast,

  Calls forth a sweeter, though ignoble praise.

  Ah, Vice! how soft are thy voluptuous ways!

  While boyish blood is mantling, who can ‘scape

  The fascination of thy magic gaze?

  A cherub-hydra round us dost thou gape,
 And mould to every taste thy dear delusive shape.
 

LXVI.
 

 When Paphos fell by Time - accursèd Time!

  The Queen who conquers all must yield to thee -

  The Pleasures fled, but sought as warm a clime;

  And Venus, constant to her native sea,

  To nought else constant, hither deigned to flee,

  And fixed her shrine within these walls of white;

  Though not to one dome circumscribeth she

  Her worship, but, devoted to her rite,
 A thousand altars rise, for ever blazing bright.
 

LXVII.
 

 From morn till night, from night till startled morn

  Peeps blushing on the revel’s laughing crew,

  The song is heard, the rosy garland worn;

  Devices quaint, and frolics ever new,

  Tread on each other’s kibes. A long adieu

  He bids to sober joy that here sojourns:

  Nought interrupts the riot, though in lieu

  Of true devotion monkish incense burns,
 And love and prayer unite, or rule the hour by turns.
 

LXVIII.
 

 The sabbath comes, a day of blessed rest;

  What hallows it upon this Christian shore?

  Lo! it is sacred to a solemn feast:

  Hark! heard you not the forest monarch’s roar?

  Crashing the lance, he snuffs the spouting gore

  Of man and steed, o’erthrown beneath his horn:

  The thronged arena shakes with shouts for more;

  Yells the mad crowd o’er entrails freshly torn,
 Nor shrinks the female eye, nor e’en affects to mourn.
 

LXIX.
 

 The seventh day this; the jubilee of man.

  London! right well thou know’st the day of prayer:

  Then thy spruce citizen, washed artizan,

  And smug apprentice gulp their weekly air:

  Thy coach of hackney, whiskey, one-horse chair,

  And humblest gig, through sundry suburbs whirl;

  To Hampstead, Brentford, Harrow, make repair;

  Till the tired jade the wheel forgets to hurl,
 Provoking envious gibe from each pedestrian churl.
 

LXX.
 

 Some o’er thy Thamis row the ribboned fair,

  Others along the safer turnpike fly;

  Some Richmond Hill ascend, some scud to Ware,

  And many to the steep of Highgate hie.

  Ask ye, Bœotian shades, the reason why?

  ’Tis to the worship of the solemn Horn,

  Grasped in the holy hand of Mystery,

  In whose dread name both men and maids are sworn,
 And consecrate the oath with draught and dance till morn.
 

LXXI.
 

 All have their fooleries; not alike are thine,

  Fair Cadiz, rising o’er the dark blue sea!

  Soon as the matin bell proclaimeth nine,

  Thy saint adorers count the rosary:

  Much is the Virgin teased to shrive them free

  (Well do I ween the only virgin there)

  From crimes as numerous as her beadsmen be;

  Then to the crowded circus forth they fare:
 Young, old, high, low, at once the same diversion share.
 

LXXII.
 

 The lists are oped, the spacious area cleared,

  Thousands on thousands piled are seated round;

  Long ere the first loud trumpet’s note is heard,

  No vacant space for lated wight is found:

  Here dons, grandees, but chiefly dames abound,

  Skilled in the ogle of a roguish eye,

  Yet ever well inclined to heal the wound;

  None through their cold disdain are doomed to die,
 As moon-struck bards complain, by Love’s sad archery.
 

LXXIII.
 

 Hushed is the din of tongues - on gallant steeds,

  With milk-white crest, gold spur, and light-poised lance,

  Four cavaliers prepare for venturous deeds,

  And lowly bending to the lists advance;

  Rich are their scarfs, their chargers featly prance:

  If in the dangerous game they shine to-day,

  The crowd’s loud shout, and ladies’ lovely glance,

  Best prize of better acts, they bear away,
 And all that kings or chiefs e’er gain their toils repay.
 

LXXIV.
 

 In costly sheen and gaudy cloak arrayed,

  But all afoot, the light-limbed matadore

  Stands in the centre, eager to invade

  The lord of lowing herds; but not before

  The ground, with cautious tread, is traversed o’er,

  Lest aught unseen should lurk to thwart his speed:

  His arms a dart, he fights aloof, nor more

  Can man achieve without the friendly steed -
 Alas! too oft condemned for him to bear and bleed.
 

LXXV.
 

 Thrice sounds the clarion; lo! the signal falls,

  The den expands, and expectation mute

  Gapes round the silent circle’s peopled walls.

  Bounds with one lashing spring the mighty brute,

  And wildly staring, spurns, with sounding foot,

  The sand, nor blindly rushes on his foe:

  Here, there, he points his threatening front, to suit

  His first attack, wide waving to and fro
 His angry tail; red rolls his eye’s dilated glow.
 

LXXVI.
 

 Sudden he stops; his eye is fixed: away,

  Away, thou heedless boy! prepare the spear;

  Now is thy time to perish, or display

  The skill that yet may check his mad career.

  With well-timed croupe the nimble coursers veer;

  On foams the bull, but not unscathed he goes;

  Streams from his flank the crimson torrent clear:

  He flies, he wheels, distracted with his throes:
 Dart follows dart; lance, lance; loud bellowings speak his woes.
 

LXXVII.
 

 Again he comes; nor dart nor lance avail,

  Nor the wild plunging of the tortured horse;

  Though man and man’s avenging arms assail,

  Vain are his weapons, vainer is his force.

  One gallant steed is stretched a mangled corse;

  Another, hideous sight! unseamed appears,

  His gory chest unveils life’s panting source;

  Though death-struck, still his feeble frame he rears;
 Staggering, but stemming all, his lord unharmed he bears.
 

LXXVIII.
 

 Foiled, bleeding, breathless, furious to the last,

  Full in the centre stands the bull at bay,

  Mid wounds, and clinging darts, and lances brast,

  And foes disabled in the brutal fray:

  And now the matadores around him play,

  Shake the red cloak, and poise the ready brand:

  Once more through all he bursts his thundering way -

  Vain rage! the mantle quits the conynge hand,
 Wraps his fierce eye - ’tis past - he sinks upon the sand.
 

LXXIX.
 

 Where his vast neck just mingles with the spine,

  Sheathed in his form the deadly weapon lies.

  He stops - he starts - disdaining to decline:

  Slowly he falls, amidst triumphant cries,

  Without a groan, without a struggle dies.

  The decorated car appears on high:

  The corse is piled - sweet sight for vulgar eyes;

  Four steeds that spurn the rein, as swift as shy,
 Hurl the dark bull along, scarce seen in dashing by.
 

LXXX.
 

 Such the ungentle sport that oft invites

  The Spanish maid, and cheers the Spanish swain:

  Nurtured in blood betimes, his heart delights

  In vengeance, gloating on another’s pain.

  What private feuds the troubled village stain!

  Though now one phalanxed host should meet the foe,

  Enough, alas, in humble homes remain,

  To meditate ‘gainst friends the secret blow,
 For some slight cause of wrath, whence life’s warm stream must flow.
 

LXXXI.
 

 But Jealousy has fled: his bars, his bolts,

  His withered sentinel, duenna sage!

  And all whereat the generous soul revolts,

  Which the stern dotard deemed he could encage,

  Have passed to darkness with the vanished age.

  Who late so free as Spanish girls were seen

  (Ere War uprose in his volcanic rage),

  With braided tresses bounding o’er the green,
 While on the gay dance shone Night’s lover-loving Queen?
 

LXXXII.
 

 Oh! many a time and oft had Harold loved,

  Or dreamed he loved, since rapture is a dream;

  But now his wayward bosom was unmoved,

  For not yet had he drunk of Lethe’s stream:

  And lately had he learned with truth to deem

  Love has no gift so grateful as his wings:

  How fair, how young, how soft soe’er he seem,

  Full from the fount of joy’s delicious springs
 Some bitter o’er the flowers its bubbling venom flings.
 

LXXXIII.
 

 Yet to the beauteous form he was not blind,

  Though now it moved him as it moves the wise;

  Not that Philosophy on such a mind

  E’er deigned to bend her chastely-awful eyes:

  But Passion raves itself to rest, or flies;

  And Vice, that digs her own voluptuous tomb,

  Had buried long his hopes, no more to rise:

  Pleasure’s palled victim! life-abhorring gloom
 Wrote on his faded brow curst Cain’s unresting doom.
 

LXXXIV.
 

 Still he beheld, nor mingled with the throng;

  But viewed them not with misanthropic hate;

  Fain would he now have joined the dance, the song,

  But who may smile that sinks beneath his fate?

  Nought that he saw his sadness could abate:

  Yet once he struggled ‘gainst the demon’s sway,

  And as in Beauty’s bower he pensive sate,

  Poured forth this unpremeditated lay,
 To charms as fair as those that soothed his happier day.
 

TO INEZ.
 

Nay, smile not at my sullen brow,

  Alas! I cannot smile again:
 Yet Heaven avert that ever thou

  Shouldst weep, and haply weep in vain.
 

And dost thou ask what secret woe

  I bear, corroding joy and youth?
 And wilt thou vainly seek to know

  A pang even thou must fail to soothe?
 

It is not love, it is not hate,

  Nor low Ambition’s honours lost,
 That bids me loathe my present state,

  And fly from all I prized the most:
 

It is that weariness which springs

  From all I meet, or hear, or see:
 To me no pleasure Beauty brings;

  Thine eyes have scarce a charm for me.
 

It is that settled, ceaseless gloom

  The fabled Hebrew wanderer bore,
 That will not look beyond the tomb,

  But cannot hope for rest before.
 

What exile from himself can flee?

  To zones, though more and more remote,
 Still, still pursues, where’er I be,

  The blight of life - the demon Thought.
 

Yet others rapt in pleasure seem,

  And taste of all that I forsake:
 Oh! may they still of transport dream,

  And ne’er, at least like me, awake!
 

Through many a clime ’tis mine to go,

  With many a retrospection curst;
 And all my solace is to know,

  Whate’er betides, I’ve known the worst.
 

What is that worst? Nay, do not ask -

  In pity from the search forbear:
 Smile on - nor venture to unmask

  Man’s heart, and view the hell that’s there.
 

LXXXV.
 

 Adieu, fair Cadiz! yea, a long adieu!

  Who may forget how well thy walls have stood?

  When all were changing, thou alone wert true,

  First to be free, and last to be subdued.

  And if amidst a scene, a shock so rude,

  Some native blood was seen thy streets to dye,

  A traitor only fell beneath the feud:

  Here all were noble, save nobility;
 None hugged a conqueror’s chain save fallen Chivalry!
 

LXXXVI.
 

 Such be the sons of Spain, and strange her fate!

  They fight for freedom, who were never free;

  A kingless people for a nerveless state,

  Her vassals combat when their chieftains flee,

  True to the veriest slaves of Treachery;

  Fond of a land which gave them nought but life,

  Pride points the path that leads to liberty;

  Back to the struggle, baffled in the strife,
 War, war is still the cry, ‘War even to the knife!’
 

LXXXVII.
 

 Ye, who would more of Spain and Spaniards know,

  Go, read whate’er is writ of bloodiest strife:

  Whate’er keen Vengeance urged on foreign foe

  Can act, is acting there against man’s life:

  From flashing scimitar to secret knife,

  War mouldeth there each weapon to his need -

  So may he guard the sister and the wife,

  So may he make each curst oppressor bleed,
 So may such foes deserve the most remorseless deed!
 

LXXXVIII.
 

 Flows there a tear of pity for the dead?

  Look o’er the ravage of the reeking plain:

  Look on the hands with female slaughter red;

  Then to the dogs resign the unburied slain,

  Then to the vulture let each corse remain;

  Albeit unworthy of the prey-bird’s maw,

  Let their bleached bones, and blood’s unbleaching stain,

  Long mark the battle-field with hideous awe:
 Thus only may our sons conceive the scenes we saw!
 

LXXXIX.
 

 Nor yet, alas, the dreadful work is done;

  Fresh legions pour adown the Pyrenees:

  It deepens still, the work is scarce begun,

  Nor mortal eye the distant end foresees.

  Fall’n nations gaze on Spain: if freed, she frees

  More than her fell Pizarros once enchained.

  Strange retribution! now Columbia’s ease

  Repairs the wrongs that Quito’s sons sustained,
 While o’er the parent clime prowls Murder unrestrained.
 

XC.
 

 Not all the blood at Talavera shed,

  Not all the marvels of Barossa’s fight,

  Not Albuera lavish of the dead,

  Have won for Spain her well-asserted right.

  When shall her Olive-Branch be free from blight?

  When shall she breathe her from the blushing toil?

  How many a doubtful day shall sink in night,

  Ere the Frank robber turn him from his spoil,
 And Freedom’s stranger-tree grow native of the soil?
 

XCI.
 

 And thou, my friend! since unavailing woe

  Bursts from my heart, and mingles with the strain -

  Had the sword laid thee with the mighty low,

  Pride might forbid e’en Friendship to complain:

  But thus unlaurelled to descend in vain,

  By all forgotten, save the lonely breast,

  And mix unbleeding with the boasted slain,

  While glory crowns so many a meaner crest!
 What hadst thou done, to sink so peacefully to rest?
 

XCII.
 

 Oh, known the earliest, and esteemed the most!

  Dear to a heart where nought was left so dear!

  Though to my hopeless days for ever lost,

  In dreams deny me not to see thee here!

  And Morn in secret shall renew the tear

  Of Consciousness awaking to her woes,

  And Fancy hover o’er thy bloodless bier,

  Till my frail frame return to whence it rose,
 And mourned and mourner lie united in repose.
 

XCIII.
 

 Here is one fytte of Harold’s pilgrimage.

  Ye who of him may further seek to know,

  Shall find some tidings in a future page,

  If he that rhymeth now may scribble moe.

  Is this too much? Stern critic, say not so:

  Patience! and ye shall hear what he beheld

  In other lands, where he was doomed to go:

  Lands that contain the monuments of eld,
 Ere Greece and Grecian arts by barbarous hands were quelled.
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The Destruction of Sennacherib
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

THE ASSYRIAN came down like the wolf on the fold,

And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold;

And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea,

When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee.
 

Like the leaves of the forest when Summer is green,   5

That host with their banners at sunset were seen:

Like the leaves of the forest when Autumn hath blown,

That host on the morrow lay withered and strown.
 

For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blast,

And breathed in the face of the foe as he passed;   10

And the eyes of the sleepers waxed deadly and chill,

And their hearts but once heaved, and for ever grew still!
 

And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide,

But through it there rolled not the breath of his pride;

And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turf,   15

And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf.
 

And there lay the rider distorted and pale,

With the dew on his brow, and the rust on his mail:

And the tents were all silent, the banners alone,

The lances unlifted, the trumpet unblown.   20
 

And the widows of Ashur are loud in their wail,

And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal;

And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the sword,

Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord!
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Youth and Age
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

THERE’S not a joy the world can give like that it takes away

When the glow of early thought declines in feeling’s dull decay;

’Tis not on youth’s smooth cheek the blush alone, which fades so fast,

But the tender bloom of heart is gone, ere youth itself be past.
 

Then the few whose spirits float above the wreck of happiness   5

Are driven o’er the shoals of guilt, or ocean of excess:

The magnet of their course is gone, or only points in vain

The shore to which their shiver’d sail shall never stretch again.
 

Then the mortal coldness of the soul like death itself comes down;

It cannot feel for others’ woes, it dare not dream its own;   10

That heavy chill has frozen o’er the fountain of our tears,

And though the eye may sparkle still, ’tis where the ice appears.
 

Though wit may flash from fluent lips, and mirth distract the breast,

Through midnight hours that yield no more their former hope of rest;

’Tis but as ivy-leaves around the ruin’d turret wreathe,   15

All green and wildly fresh without, but worn and gray beneath.
 

O could I feel as I have felt, or be what I have been,

Or weep as I could once have wept o’er many a vanish’d scene, — 

As springs in deserts found seem sweet, all brackish though they be,

So midst the wither’d waste of life, those tears would flow to me!   20
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Elegy on Thyrza
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

AND thou art dead, as young and fair

 As aught of mortal birth;

And forms so soft and charms so rare

 Too soon return’d to Earth!

Though Earth received them in her bed,   5

And o’er the spot the crowd may tread

 In carelessness or mirth,

There is an eye which could not brook

A moment on that grave to look.
 

I will not ask where thou liest low   10

 Nor gaze upon the spot;

There flowers or weeds at will may grow

 So I behold them not:

It is enough for me to prove

That what I loved, and long must love   15

 Like common earth can rot;

To me there needs no stone to tell

’Tis Nothing that I loved so well.
 

Yet did I love thee to the last,

 As fervently as thou   20

Who didst not change through all the past

 And canst not alter now.

The love where Death has set his seal

Nor age can chill, nor rival steal,

 Nor falsehood disavow:   25

And, what were worse, thou canst not see

Or wrong, or change, or fault in me.
 

The better days of life were ours;

 The worst can be but mine:

The sun that cheers, the storm that lours,   30

 Shall never more be thine.

The silence of that dreamless sleep

I envy now too much to weep;

 Nor need I to repine

That all those charms have pass’d away   35

I might have watch’d through long decay.
 

The flower in ripen’d bloom unmatch’d

 Must fall the earliest prey;

Though by no hand untimely snatch’d,

 The leaves must drop away.   40

And yet it were a greater grief

To watch it withering, leaf by leaf,

 Than see it pluck’d today;

Since earthly eye but ill can bear

To trace the change to foul from fair.   45
 

I know not if I could have borne

 To see thy beauties fade;

The night that follow’d such a morn

 Had worn a deeper shade:

Thy day without a cloud hath past,   50

And thou wert lovely to the last,

 Extinguish’d, not decay’d;

As stars that shoot along the sky

Shine brightest as they fall from high.
 

As once I wept, if I could weep,   55

 My tears might well be shed

To think I was not near, to keep

 One vigil o’er thy bed:

To gaze, how fondly! on thy face,

To fold thee in a faint embrace,   60

 Uphold thy drooping head;

And show that love, however vain,

Nor thou nor I can feel again.
 

Yet how much less it were to gain,

 Though thou hast left me free,   65

The loveliest things that still remain

 Than thus remember thee!

The all of thine that cannot die

Through dark and dread Eternity

 Returns again to me,   70

And more thy buried love endears

Than aught except its living years.
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When We Two Parted
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

WHEN we two parted

In silence and tears,

Half broken-hearted,

To sever for years,

Pale grew thy cheek and cold,   5

Colder thy kiss;

Truly that hour foretold

Sorrow to this!
 

The dew of the morning

Sunk chill on my brow;   10

It felt like the warning

Of what I feel now.

Thy vows are all broken,

And light is thy fame:

I hear thy name spoken   15

And share in its shame.
 

They name thee before me,

A knell to mine ear;

A shudder comes o’er me — 

Why wert thou so dear?   20

They know not I knew thee

Who knew thee too well:

Long, long shall I rue thee

Too deeply to tell.
 

In secret we met:   25

In silence I grieve

That thy heart could forget,

Thy spirit deceive.

If I should meet thee

After long years,   30

How should I greet thee? — 

With silence and tears.
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For Music
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

THERE be none of Beauty’s daughters

 With a magic like thee;

And like music on the waters

 Is thy sweet voice to me:

When, as if its sound were causing   5

The charmed ocean’s pausing,

The waves lie still and gleaming,

And the lull’d winds seem dreaming:
 

And the midnight moon is weaving

 Her bright chain o’er the deep,   10

Whose breast is gently heaving

 As an infant’s asleep:

So the spirit bows before thee

To listen and adore thee;

With a full but soft emotion,   15

Like the swell of Summer’s ocean.
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She Walks in Beauty
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

SHE walks in beauty, like the night

Of cloudless climes and starry skies,

And all that’s best of dark and bright

Meet in her aspect and her eyes;

Thus mellow’d to that tender light   5

Which heaven to gaudy day denies.
 

One shade the more, one ray the less,

Had half impair’d the nameless grace

Which waves in every raven tress

Or softly lightens o’er her face,   10

Where thoughts serenely sweet express

How pure, how dear their dwelling-place.
 

And on that cheek and o’er that brow

So soft, so calm, yet eloquent,

The smiles that win, the tints that glow   15

But tell of days in goodness spent, — 

A mind at peace with all below,

A heart whose love is innocent.
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All for Love
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

O TALK not to me of a name great in story;

The days of our youth are the days of our glory;

And the myrtle and ivy of sweet two-and-twenty

Are worth all your laurels, though ever so plenty.
 

What are garlands and crowns to the brow that is wrinkled?   5

’Tis but as a dead flower with May-dew besprinkled:

Then away with all such from the head that is hoary — 

What care I for the wreaths that can only give glory?
 

Oh Fame! — if I e’er took delight in thy praises,

’Twas less for the sake of thy high-sounding phrases,   10

Than to see the bright eyes of the dear one discover

She thought that I was not unworthy to love her.
 

There chiefly I sought thee, there only I found thee;

Her glance was the best of the rays that surround thee;

When it sparkled o’er aught that was bright in my story,   15

I knew it was love, and I felt it was glory.
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Elegy
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

 O SNATCH’D away in beauty’s bloom!

 On thee shall press no ponderous tomb;

 But on thy turf shall roses rear

 Their leaves, the earliest of the year,

And the wild cypress wave in tender gloom:   5
 

 And oft by yon blue gushing stream

 Shall Sorrow lean her drooping head,

 And feed deep thought with many a dream,

 And lingering pause and lightly tread;

Fond wretch! as if her step disturb’d the dead.   10
 

 Away! we know that tears are vain,

 That Death nor heeds nor hears distress:

 Will this unteach us to complain?

 Or make one mourner weep the less?

 And thou, who tell’st me to forget,   15

Thy looks are wan, thine eyes are wet.
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To Augusta
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

THOUGH the day of my destiny’s over,

 And the star of my fate hath declined,

Thy soft heart refused to discover

 The faults which so many could find.

Though thy soul with my grief was acquainted,   5

 It shrunk not to share it with me,

And the love which my spirit hath painted

 It never hath found but in thee.
 

Then when nature around me is smiling,

 The last smile which answers to mine,   10

I do not believe it beguiling,

 Because it reminds me of thine;

And when winds are at war with the ocean,

 As the breasts I believed in with me,

If their billows excite an emotion,   15

 It is that they bear me from thee.
 

Though the rock of my last hope is shivered,

 And its fragments are sunk in the wave,

Though I feel that my soul is delivered

 To pain — it shall not be its slave.   20

There is many a pang to pursue me:

 They may crush, but they shall not contemn;

They may torture, but shall not subdue me;

 ’Tis of thee that I think — not of them.
 

Though human, thou didst not deceive me,   25

 Though woman, thou didst not forsake,

Though loved, thou forborest to grieve me,

 Though slander’d, thou never couldst shake;

Though trusted, thou didst not disclaim me,

 Though parted, it was not to fly,   30

Though watchful, ’twas not to defame me,

 Nor, mute, that the world might belie.
 

Yet I blame not the world, nor despise it,

 Nor the war of the many with one;

If my soul was not fitted to prize it,   35

 ’Twas folly not sooner to shun:

And if dearly that error hath cost me,

 And more than I once could foresee,

I have found that, whatever it lost me,

 It could not deprive me of thee.   40
 

From the wreck of the past, which hath perish’d,

 Thus much I at least may recall,

It hath taught me that what I most cherish’d

 Deserved to be dearest of all:

In the desert a fountain is springing,   45

 In the wide waste there still is a tree,

And a bird in the solitude singing,

 Which speaks to my spirit of thee.
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Epistle to Augusta
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

MY sister! my sweet sister! if a name

Dearer and purer were, it should be thine;

Mountains and seas divide us, but I claim

No tears, but tenderness to answer mine:

Go where I will, to me thou art the same — 5

A loved regret which I would not resign.

There yet are two things in my destiny, — 

A world to roam through, and a home with thee.
 

The first were nothing — had I still the last,

It were the haven of my happiness;   10

But other claims and other ties thou hast,

And mine is not the wish to make them less.

A strange doom is thy father’s son’s, and past

Recalling, as it lies beyond redress;

Reversed for him our grandsire’s fate of yore, — 15

He had no rest at sea, nor I on shore.
 

If my inheritance of storms hath been

In other elements, and on the rocks

Of perils, overlook’d or unforeseen,

I have sustain’d my share of worldly shocks,   20

The fault was mine; nor do I seek to screen

My errors with defensive paradox;

I have been cunning in mine overthrow,

The careful pilot of my proper woe.
 

Mine were my faults, and mine be their reward.   25

My whole life was a contest, since the day

That gave me being, gave me that which marr’d

The gift, — a fate, or will, that walk’d astray;

And I at times have found the struggle hard,

And thought of shaking off my bonds of clay:   30

But now I fain would for a time survive,

If but to see what next can well arrive.
 

Kingdoms and empires in my little day

I have outlived, and yet I am not old:

And when I look on this, the petty spray   35

Of my own years of trouble, which have roll’d

Like a wild bay of breakers, melts away:

Something — I know not what — does still uphold

A spirit of slight patience; — not in vain,

Even for its own sake, do we purchase pain.   40
 

Perhaps the workings of defiance stir

Within me, — or perhaps a cold despair,

Brought when ills habitually recur, — 

Perhaps a kindlier clime, or purer air,

(For even to this may change of soul refer,   45

And with light armour we may learn to bear),

Have taught me a strange quiet, which was not

The chief companion of a calmer lot.
 

I feel almost at times as I have felt

In happy childhood; trees, and flowers, and brooks,   50

Which do remember me of where I dwelt

Ere my young mind was sacrificed to books,

Come as of yore upon me, and can melt

My heart with recognition of their looks;

And even at moments I could think I see   55

Some living thing to love — but none like thee.
 

Here are the Alpine landscapes which create

A fund for contemplation — to admire

Is a brief feeling of a trivial date;

But something worthier do such scenes inspire;   60

Here to be lonely is not desolate,

For much I view which I could most desire,

And, above all, a lake I can behold

Lovelier, not dearer, than our own of old.
 

Oh that thou wert but with me! — but I grow   65

The fool of my own wishes, and forget

The solitude, which I have vaunted so,

Has lost its praise in this but one regret;

There may be others which I less may show! — 

I am not of the plaintive mood, and yet   70

I feel an ebb in my philosophy,

And the tide rising in my alter’d eye.
 

I did remind thee of our own dear Lake,

By the old Hall which may be mine no more.

Leman’s is fair; but think not I forsake   75

The sweet remembrance of a dearer shore;

Sad havoc Time must with my memory make,

Ere that or thou can fade these eyes before;

Though, like all things which I have loved, they are

Resign’d for ever, or divided far.   80
 

The world is all before me; I but ask

Of Nature that with which she will comply — 

It is but in her summer’s sun to bask,

To mingle with the quiet of her sky,

To see her gentle face without a mask,   85

And never gaze on it with apathy.

She was my early friend, and now shall be

My sister — till I look again on thee.
 

I can reduce all feeling but this one;

And that I would not; — for at length I see   90

Such scenes as those wherein my life begun.

The earliest — even the only paths for me — 

Had I but sooner learnt the crowd to shun,

I had been better than I now can be;

The passions which have torn me would have slept;   95

I had not suffer’d and thou hadst not wept.
 

With false Ambition what had I to do?

Little with Love, and least of all with Fame;

And yet they came unsought, and with me grew,

And made me all which they can make — a name.   100

Yet this was not the end I did pursue;

Surely I once beheld a nobler aim.

But all is over — I am one the more

To baffled millions which have gone before.
 

And for the future, this world’s future may   105

From me demand but little of my care;

I have outlived myself by many a day;

Having survived so many things that were;

My years have been no slumber, but the prey

Of ceaseless vigils; for I had the share   110

Of life which might have fill’d a century,

Before its fourth in time had pass’d me by.
 

And for the remnant which may be to come

I am content; and for the past I feel

Not thankless, — for within the crowded sum   115

Of struggles, happiness at times would steal,

And for the present, I would not benumb

My feelings farther — Nor shall I conceal

That with all this I still can look around,

And worship Nature with a thought profound.   120
 

For thee, my own sweet sister, in thy heart

I know myself secure, as thou in mine.

We were and are — I am, even as thou art — 

Beings who ne’er each other can resign:

It is the same, together or apart,   125

From life’s commencement to its slow decline

We are entwined — let death come slow or fast,

The tie which bound the first endures the last!
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Maid of Athens
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

MAID of Athens, ere we part,

Give, oh, give me back my heart!

Or, since that has left my breast,

Keep it now, and take the rest!

Hear my vow, before I go,   5

[Greek].
 

By those tresses unconfined,

Woo’d by each Ægean wind;

By those lids whose jetty fringe

Kiss thy soft cheeks’ blooming tinge;   10

By those wild eyes like the roe,

[Greek].
 

By that lip I long to taste;

By that zone-encircled waist;

By all the token-flowers that tell   15

What words can never speak so well;

By love’s alternate joy and woe,

[Greek].
 

Maid of Athens! I am gone:

Think of me, sweet! when alone.   20

Though I fly to Istambol,

Athens holds my heart and soul;

Can I cease to love thee? No!

[Greek].
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Darkness
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

I HAD a dream, which was not all a dream,

The bright sun was extinguish’d, and the stars

Did wander darkling in the eternal space,

Rayless, and pathless; and the icy earth

Swung blind and blackening in the moonless air   5

Morn came and went — and came, and brought no day,

And men forgot their passions in the dread

Of this their desolation: and all hearts

Were chill’d into a selfish prayer for light:

And they did live by watchfires — and the thrones,   10

The palaces of crowned kings — the huts,

The habitations of all things which dwell,

Were burnt for beacons; cities were consumed,

And men were gathered round their blazing homes

To look once more into each other’s face   15

Happy were those who dwelt within the eye

Of the volcanoes, and their mountain-torch:

A fearful hope was all the world contained;

Forests were set on fire — but hour by hour

They fell and faded — and the crackling trunks   20

Extinguish’d with a crash — and all was black.

The brows of men by the despairing light

Wore an unearthly aspect, as by fits

The flashes fell upon them; some lay down

And hid their eyes and wept; and some did rest   25

Their chins upon their clenched hands and smiled;

And others hurried to and fro, and fed

Their funeral piles with fuel, and look’d up

With mad disquietude on the dull sky,

The pall of a past world; and then again   30

With curses cast them down upon the dust,

And gnash’d their teeth and howl’d: the wild birds shriek’d,

And, terrified, did flutter on the ground.

And flap their useless wings; the wildest brutes

Came tame and tremulous; and vipers crawl’d   35

And twined themselves among the multitude,

Hissing, but stingless — they were slain for food:

And War, which for a moment was no more,

Did glut himself again: — a meal was bought

With blood, and each sate sullenly apart   40

Gorging himself in gloom: no love was left;

All earth was but one thought — and that was death

Immediate and inglorious; and the pang

Of famine fed upon all entrails — men

Died, and their bones were tombless as their flesh;   45

The meagre by the meagre were devour’d,

Even dogs assail’d their masters, all save one,

And he was faithful to a corse, and kept

The birds and beasts and famish’d men at bay,

Till hunger clung them, or the dropping dead   50

Lured their lank jaws; himself sought out no food,

But with a piteous and perpetual moan,

And a quick desolate cry, licking the hand

Which answer’d not with a caress — he died.

The crowd was famish’d by degrees; but two   55

Of an enormous city did survive,

And they were enemies: they met beside

The dying embers of an altar-place,

Where had been heap’d a mass of holy things

For an unholy usage; they raked up,   60

And shivering scraped with their cold skeleton hands

The feeble ashes, and their feeble breath

Blew for a little life, and made a flame

Which was a mockery; then they lifted up

Their eyes as it grew lighter, and beheld   65

Each other’s aspects — saw and shriek’d, and died — 

Ev’n of their mutual hideousness they died,

Unknowing who he was upon whose brow

Famine had written Fiend. The world was void,

The populous, and the powerful was a lump,   70

Seasonless, herbless, treeless, manless, lifeless,

A lump of death — a chaos of hard clay.

The rivers, lakes, and ocean all stood still,

And nothing stirr’d within their silent depths;

Ships sailorless lay rotting on the sea,   75

And their masts fell down piecemeal; as they dropp’d,

They slept on the abyss without a surge — 

The waves were dead; the tides were in their grave,

The Moon, their mistress, had expired before;

The winds were wither’d in the stagnant air,   80

And the clouds perish’d; Darkness had no need

Of aid from them — She was the Universe!
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Longing
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

THE CASTLED crag of Drachenfels

Frowns o’er the wide and winding Rhine,

Whose breast of waters broadly swells

Between the banks which bear the vine.

And hills all rich with blossom’d trees,   5

And fields which promise corn and wine,

And scatter’d cities crowning these,

Whose far white walls along them shine,

Have strew’d a scene, which I should see

With double joy wert thou with me.   10
 

And peasant girls, with deep blue eyes,

And hands which offer early flowers,

Walk smiling o’er this paradise:

Above, the frequent feudal towers

Through green leaves lift their walls of gray;   15

And many a rock which steeply lowers,

And noble arch in proud decay,

Look o’er this vale of vintage-bowers;

But one thing want these banks of Rhine, — 

Thy gentle hand to clasp in mine!   20
 

I send the lilies given to me;

Though long before thy hand they touch,

I know that they must wither’d be,

But yet reject them not as such;

For I have cherish’d them as dear,   25

Because they yet may meet thine eye,

And guide thy soul to mine even here,

When thou behold’st them, drooping nigh,

And know’st them gather’d by the Rhine,

And offer’d from my heart to thine!   30
 

The river nobly foams and flows,

The charm of this enchanted ground,

And all its thousand turns disclose

Some fresher beauty varying round:

The haughtiest breast its wish might bound   35

Through life to dwell delighted here;

Nor could on earth a spot be found

To nature and to me so dear,

Could thy dear eyes in following mine

Still sweeten more these banks of Rhine!   40
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Fare Thee Well
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

FARE thee well! and if for ever,

 Still for ever, fare thee well:

Even though unforgiving, never

 ‘Gainst thee shall my heart rebel.
 

Would that breast were bared before thee   5

 Where thy head so oft hath lain,

While that placid sleep came o’er thee

 Which thou ne’er canst know again:
 

Would that breast, by thee glanced over,

 Every inmost thought could show!   10

Then thou wouldst at last discover

 ’Twas not well to spurn it so.
 

Though the world for this commend thee — 

 Though it smile upon the blow,

Even its praises must offend thee,   15

 Founded on another’s woe:
 

Though my many faults defaced me,

 Could no other arm be found,

Than the one which once embraced me,

 To inflict a cureless wound?   20
 

Yet, oh yet, thyself deceive not;

 Love may sink by slow decay,

But by sudden wrench, believe not

 Hearts can thus be torn away:
 

Still thine own its life retaineth,   25

 Still must mine, though bleeding, beat;

And the undying thought which paineth

 Is — that we no more may meet.
 

These are words of deeper sorrow

 Than the wail above the dead;   30

Both shall live, but every morrow

 Wake us from a widow’d bed.
 

And when thou wouldst solace gather,

 When our child’s first accents flow,

Wilt thou teach her to say ‘Father!’   35

 Though his care she must forego?
 

When her little hands shall press thee,

 When her lip to thine is press’d,

Think of him whose prayer shall bless thee,

 Think of him thy love had bless’d!   40
 

Should her lineaments resemble

 Those thou never more may’st see,

Then thy heart will softly tremble

 With a pulse yet true to me.
 

All my faults perchance thou knowest,   45

 All my madness none can know;

All my hopes, where’er thou goest,

 Wither, yet with thee they go.
 

Every feeling hath been shaken;

 Pride, which not a world could bow,   50

Bows to thee — by thee forsaken,

 Even my soul forsakes me now:
 

But ’tis done — all words are idle — 

 Words from me are vainer still;

But the thoughts we cannot bridle   55

 Force their way without the will.
 

Fare thee well! thus disunited,

 Torn from every nearer tie,

Sear’d in heart, and lone, and blighted,

 More than this I scarce can die.   60
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The Prisoner of Chillon
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

MY hair is gray, but not with years,

 Nor grew it white

 In a single night,

As men’s have grown from sudden fears;

My limbs are bow’d, though not with toil,   5

But rusted with a vile repose,

For they have been a dungeon’s spoil,

And mine has been the fate of those

To whom the goodly earth and air

Are bann’d, and barr’d — forbidden fare;   10

But this was for my father’s faith

I suffer’d chains and courted death;

That father perish’d at the stake

For tenets he would not forsake;

And for the same his lineal race   15

In darkness found a dwelling-place.

We were seven — who now are one,

 Six in youth, and one in age,

Finish’d as they had begun,

 Proud of Persecution’s rage;   20

One in fire, and two in field

Their belief with blood have seal’d,

Dying as their father died,

For the God their foes denied;

Three were in a dungeon cast,   25

Of whom this wreck is left the last.
 

There are seven pillars of Gothic mould,

In Chillon’s dungeons deep and old,

There are seven columns, massy and gray,

Dim with a dull imprison’d ray,   30

A sunbeam which hath lost its way,

And through the crevice and the cleft

Of the thick wall is fallen and left;

Creeping o’er the floor so damp,

Like a marsh’s meteor lamp.   35

And in each pillar there is a ring,

 And in each ring there is a chain;

That iron is a cankering thing,

 For in these limbs its teeth remain,

With marks that will not wear away,   40

Till I have done with this new day,

Which now is painful to these eyes,

Which have not seen the sun so rise

For years — I cannot count them o’er,

I lost their long and heavy score,   45

When my last brother droop’d and died,

And I lay living by his side.
 

They chain’d us each to a column stone,

And we were three — yet, each alone;

We could not move a single pace,   50

We could not see each other’s face,

But with that pale and livid light

That made us strangers in our sight:

And thus together — yet apart,

Fetter’d in hand, but join’d in heart,   55

’Twas still some solace, in the dearth

Of the pure elements of earth,

To hearken to each other’s speech,

And each turn comforter to each

With some new hope, or legend old,   60

Or song heroically bold;

But even these at length grew cold,

Our voices took a dreary tone,

An echo of the dungeon stone,

 A grating sound, not full and free,   65

 As they of yore were wont to be;

 It might be fancy, but to me

They never sounded like our own.
 

I was the eldest of the three,

 And to uphold and cheer the rest   70

 I ought to do — and did my best;

And each did well in his degree.

 The youngest, whom my father loved,

Because our mother’s brow was given

To him, with eyes as blue as heaven — 75

 For him my soul was sorely moved;

And truly might it be distress’d

To see such bird in such a nest;

For he was beautiful as day

 (When day was beautiful to me   80

 As to young eagles, being free) — 

 A polar day, which will not see

A sunset till its summer’s gone,

 Its sleepless summer of long light,

The snow-clad offspring of the sun:   85

 And thus he was as pure and bright,

And in his natural spirit gay,

With tears for nought but others’ ills;

And then they flow’d like mountain rills,

Unless he could assuage the woe   90

Which he abhorr’d to view below.
 

The other was as pure of mind,

But form’d to combat with his kind;

Strong in his frame, and of a mood

Which ‘gainst the world in war had stood,   95

And perish’d in the foremost rank

 With joy: — but not in chains to pine:

His spirit wither’d with their clank,

 I saw it silently decline — 

 And so perchance in sooth did mine:   100

But yet I forced it on to cheer

Those relics of a home so dear.

He was a hunter of the hills,

 Had follow’d there the deer and wolf;

 To him this dungeon was a gulf,   105

And fetter’d feet the worst of ills.
 

 Lake Leman lies by Chillon’s walls:

A thousand feet in depth below

Its massy waters meet and flow;

Thus much the fathom-line was sent   110

From Chillon’s snow-white battlement

 Which round about the wave inthrals:

A double dungeon wall and wave

Have made — and like a living grave.

Below the surface of the lake   115

The dark vault lies wherein we lay,

We heard it ripple night and day;

 Sounding o’er our heads it knock’d;

And I have felt the winter’s spray

Wash through the bars when winds were high   120

And wanton in the happy sky;

 And then the very rock hath rock’d,

 And I have felt it shake, unshock’d

Because I could have smiled to see

The death that would have set me free.   125
 

I said my nearer brother pined,

I said his mighty heart declined,

He loathed and put away his food;

It was not that ’twas coarse and rude,

For we were used to hunter’s fare,   130

And for the like had little care.

The milk drawn from the mountain goat

Was changed for water from the moat,

Our bread was such as captives’ tears

Have moistened many a thousand years,   135

Since man first pent his fellow men

Like brutes within an iron den;

But what were these to us or him?

These wasted not his heart or limb;

My brother’s soul was of that mould   140

Which in a palace had grown cold,

Had his free breathing been denied

The range of the steep mountain’s side.

But why delay the truth? — he died.

I saw, and could not hold his head,   145

Nor reach his dying hand — nor dead, — 

Though hard I strove, but strove in vain

To rend and gnash my bonds in twain.

He died, — and they unlock’d his chain,

And scoop’d for him a shallow grave   150

Even from the cold earth of our cave.

I begg’d them, as a boon, to lay

His corse in dust whereon the day

Might shine — it was a foolish thought,

But then within my brain it wrought,   155

That even in death his freeborn breast

In such a dungeon could not rest.

I might have spared my idle prayer;

They coldly laugh’d — and laid him there:

The flat and turfless earth above   160

The being we so much did love;

His empty chain above it leant,

Such murder’s fitting monument!
 

But he, the favourite and the flower,

Most cherish’d since his natal hour,   165

His mother’s image in fair face,

The infant love of all his race,

His martyr’d father’s dearest thought,

My latest care for whom I sought

To hoard my life, that his might be   170

Less wretched now, and one day free;

He, too, who yet had held untired

A spirit natural or inspired — 

He, too, was struck, and day by day

Was wither’d on the stalk away.   175

Oh, God! it is a fearful thing

To see the human soul take wing

In any shape, in any mood: — 

I’ve seen it rushing forth in blood,

I’ve seen it on the breaking ocean   180

Strive with a swoln convulsive motion,

I’ve seen the sick and ghastly bed

Of Sin delirious with its dread:

But these were horrors — this was woe

Unmix’d with such — but sure and slow.   185

He faded, and so calm and meek,

So softly worn, so sweetly weak,

So tearless, yet so tender — kind,

And grieved for those he left behind;

With all the while a cheek whose bloom   190

Was as a mockery of the tomb,

Whose tints as gently sunk away

As a departing rainbow’s ray;

An eye of most transparent light,

That almost made the dungeon bright;   195

And not a word of murmur, not

A groan o’er his untimely lot, — 

A little talk of better days,

A little hope my own to raise,

For I was sunk in silence — lost   200

In this last loss, of all the most;

And then the sighs he would suppress

Of fainting nature’s feebleness,

More slowly drawn, grew less and less.

I listen’d, but I could not hear — 205

I call’d, for I was wild with fear;

I knew ‘t was hopeless, but my dread

Would not be thus admonishèd.

I call’d, and thought I heard a sound — 

I burst my chain with one strong bound,   210

And rush’d to him: — I found him not,

I only stirr’d in this black spot,

I only lived, I only drew

The accursèd breath of dungeon-dew;

The last — the sole — the dearest link   215

Between me and the eternal brink,

Which bound me to my failing race,

Was broken in this fatal place.

One on the earth, and one beneath — 

My brothers — both had ceased to breathe:   220

I took that hand which lay so still,

Alas! my own was full as chill;

I had not strength to stir, or strive,

But felt that I was still alive — 

A frantic feeling, when we know   225

That what we love shall ne’er be so.

 I know not why

 I could not die,

I had no earthly hope — but faith,

And that forbade a selfish death.   230
 

What next befell me then and there

 I know not well — I never knew;

First came the loss of light, and air,

 And then of darkness too:

I had no thought, no feeling — none — 235

Among the stones, I stood a stone,

And was, scarce conscious what I wist,

As shrubless crags within the mist;

For all was blank, and bleak, and gray;

It was not night — it was not day;   240

It was not even the dungeon-light,

So hateful to my heavy sight,

But vacancy absorbing space,

And fixedness — without a place;

There were no stars, no earth, no time,   245

No check, no change, no good, no crime,

But silence, and a stirless breath

Which neither was of life nor death;

A sea of stagnant idleness,

Blind, boundless, mute, and motionless!   250
 

A light broke in upon my brain, — 

 It was the carol of a bird;

It ceased, and then it came again,

 The sweetest song ear ever heard,

And mine was thankful till my eyes   255

Ran over with the glad surprise,

And they that moment could not see

I was the mate of misery.

But then by dull degrees came back

My senses to their wonted track;   260

I saw the dungeon walls and floor

Close slowly round me as before,

I saw the glimmer of the sun

Creeping as it before had done,

But through the crevice where it came   265

That bird was perched, as fond and tame,

 And tamer than upon the tree;

A lovely bird, with azure wings,

And song that said a thousand things,

 And seemed to say them all for me!   270

I never saw its like before,

I ne’er shall see its likeness more;

It seemed like me to want a mate,

But was not half so desolate,

And it was come to love me when   275

None lived to love me so again,

And cheering from my dungeon’s brink,

Had brought me back to feel and think.
 

I know not if it late were free,

 Or broke its cage to perch on mine,   280

But knowing well captivity,

 Sweet bird! I could not wish for thine!

Or if it were, in wingèd guise,

A visitant from Paradise;

For — Heaven forgive that thought! the while   285

Which made me both to weep and smile — 

I sometimes deem’d that it might be

My brother’s soul come down to me;

But then at last away it flew,

And then ’twas mortal well I knew,   290

For he would never thus have flown,

And left me twice so doubly lone,

Lone — as the corse within its shroud,

Lone — as a solitary cloud,

 A single cloud on a sunny day,   295

While all the rest of heaven is clear,

A frown upon the atmosphere

That hath no business to appear

 When skies are blue and earth is gay.
 

A kind of change came in my fate,   300

My keepers grew compassionate;

I know not what had made them so,

They were inured to sights of woe,

But so it was: — my broken chain

With links unfasten’d did remain,   305

And it was liberty to stride

Along my cell from side to side,

And up and down, and then athwart,

And tread it over every part;

And round the pillars one by one,   310

Returning where my walk begun,

Avoiding only, as I trod,

My brothers’ graves without a sod;

For if I thought with heedless tread

My steps profaned their lowly bed,   315

My breath came gaspingly and thick,

And my crush’d heart fell blind and sick.
 

I made a footing in the wall,

 It was not therefrom to escape,

For I had buried one and all   320

 Who loved me in a human shape;

And the whole earth would henceforth be

A wider prison unto me:

No child, no sire, no kin had I,

No partner in my misery;   325

I thought of this, and I was glad,

For thought of them had made me mad;

But I was curious to ascend

To my barr’d windows, and to bend

Once more, upon the mountains high,   330

The quiet of a loving eye.

I saw them — and they were the same.

They were not changed like me in frame;

I saw their thousand years of snow

On high — their wide long lake below,   335

And the blue Rhone in fullest flow;

I heard the torrents leap and gush

O’er channell’d rock and broken bush;

I saw the white-wall’d distant town,

And whiter sails go skimming down;   340

And then there was a little isle,

Which in my very face did smile,

 The only one in view;

A small green isle, it seem’d no more,

Scarce broader than my dungeon floor,   345

But in it there were three tall trees,

And o’er it blew the mountain breeze,

And by it there were waters flowing,

And on it there were young flowers growing

 Of gentle breath and hue.   350

The fish swam by the castle wall,

And they seem’d joyous each and all;

The eagle rode the rising blast,

Methought he never flew so fast

As then to me he seem’d to fly;   355

And then new tears came in my eye,

And I felt troubled and would fain

I had not left my recent chain.

And when I did descend again,

The darkness of my dim abode   360

Fell on me as a heavy load;

It was as is a new-dug grave,

Closing o’er one we sought to save;

And yet my glance, too much opprest,

Had almost need of such a rest.   365
 

It might be months, or years, or days — 

 I kept no count, I took no note,

I had no hope my eyes to raise,

 And clear them of their dreary mote.

At last men came to set me free;   370

 I ask’d not why, and reck’d not where,

It was at length the same to me,

Fetter’d or fetterless to be,

 I learn’d to love despair.

And thus when they appear’d at last,   375

And all my bonds aside were cast,

These heavy walls to me had grown

A hermitage — and all my own!

And half I felt as they were come

To tear me from a second home:   380

With spiders I had friendship made,

And watch’d them in their sullen trade,

Had seen the mice by moonlight play,

And why should I feel less than they?

We were all inmates of one place,   385

And I, the monarch of each race,

Had power to kill — yet, strange to tell!

In quiet we had learn’d to dwell — 

My very chains and I grew friends,

So much a long communion tends   390

To make us what we are: — even I

Regain’d my freedom with a sigh.
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On the Castle of Chillon
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

ETERNAL SPIRIT of the chainless Mind!

Brightest in dungeons, Liberty, thou art, — 

For there thy habitation is the heart — 

The heart which love of Thee alone can bind;
 

And when thy sons to fetters are consign’d,   5

To fetters, and the damp vault’s dayless gloom,

Their country conquers with their martyrdom,

And Freedom’s fame finds wings on every wind.
 

Chillon! thy prison is a holy place

And thy sad floor an altar, for ’twas trod,   10

Until his very steps have left a trace
 

Worn as if thy cold pavement were a sod,

By Bonnivard! May none those marks efface!

For they appeal from tyranny to God.
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Song of Saul Before His Last Battle
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

WARRIORS and chiefs! should the shaft or the sword

Pierce me in leading the host of the Lord,

Heed not the corse, though a king’s in your path:

Bury your steel in the bosoms of Gath!
 

Thou who art bearing my buckler and bow,   5

Should the soldiers of Saul look away from the foe,

Stretch me that moment in blood at thy feet!

Mine be the doom which they dared not to meet.
 

Farewell to others, but never we part,

Heir to my royalty, son of my heart!   10

Bright is the diadem, boundless the sway,

Or kingly the death, which awaits us to-day!
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The Isles of Greece
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

THE ISLES of Greece! the isles of Greece!

 Where burning Sappho loved and sung,

Where grew the arts of war and peace,

 Where Delos rose, and Phœbus sprung!

Eternal summer gilds them yet,   5

But all, except their sun, is set.
 

The Scian and the Teian muse,

 The hero’s harp, the lover’s lute,

Have found the fame your shores refuse:

 Their place of birth alone is mute
  10

To sounds which echo further west

Than your sires’ ‘Islands of the Blest.’
 

The mountains look on Marathon — 

 And Marathon looks on the sea;

And musing there an hour alone,   15

 I dream’d that Greece might still be free;

For standing on the Persians’ grave,

I could not deem myself a slave.
 

A king sate on the rocky brow

 Which looks o’er sea-born Salamis;   20

And ships, by thousands, lay below,

 And men in nations; — all were his!

He counted them at break of day — 

And when the sun set, where were they?
 

And where are they? and where art thou,   25

 My country? On thy voiceless shore

The heroic lay is tuneless now — 

 The heroic bosom beats no more!

And must thy lyre, so long divine,

Degenerate into hands like mine?   30
 

’Tis something in the dearth of fame,

 Though link’d among a fetter’d race,

To feel at least a patriot’s shame,

 Even as I sing, suffuse my face;

For what is left the poet here?   35

For Greeks a blush — for Greece a tear.
 

Must we but weep o’er days more blest?

 Must we but blush? — Our fathers bled.

Earth! render back from out thy breast

 A remnant of our Spartan dead!   40

Of the three hundred grant but three,

To make a new Thermopylæ!
 

What, silent still? and silent all?

 Ah! no; — the voices of the dead

Sound like a distant torrent’s fall,   45

 And answer, ‘Let one living head,

But one, arise, — we come, we come!’

’Tis but the living who are dumb.
 

In vain — in vain: strike other chords;

 Fill high the cup with Samian wine!   50

Leave battles to the Turkish hordes,

 And shed the blood of Scio’s vine!

Hark! rising to the ignoble call — 

How answers each bold Bacchanal!
 

You have the Pyrrhic dance as yet;   55

 Where is the Pyrrhic phalanx gone?

Of two such lessons, why forget

 The nobler and the manlier one?

You have the letters Cadmus gave — 

Think ye he meant them for a slave?   60
 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine!

 We will not think of themes like these!

It made Anacreon’s song divine:

 He served — but served Polycrates — 

A tyrant; but our masters then   65

Were still, at least, our countrymen.
 

The tyrant of the Chersonese

 Was freedom’s best and bravest friend;

That tyrant was Miltiades!

 O that the present hour would lend   70

Another despot of the kind!

Such chains as his were sure to bind.
 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine!

 On Suli’s rock, and Parga’s shore,

Exists the remnant of a line   75

 Such as the Doric mothers bore;

And there, perhaps, some seed is sown,

The Heracleidan blood might own.
 

Trust not for freedom to the Franks — 

 They have a king who buys and sells;   80

In native swords and native ranks

 The only hope of courage dwells:

But Turkish force and Latin fraud

Would break your shield, however broad.
 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine!   85

 Our virgins dance beneath the shade — 

I see their glorious black eyes shine;

 But gazing on each glowing maid,

My own the burning tear-drop laves,

To think such breasts must suckle slaves.   90
 

Place me on Sunium’s marbled steep,

 Where nothing, save the waves and I,

May hear our mutual murmurs sweep;

 There, swan-like, let me sing and die:

A land of slaves shall ne’er be mine — 95

Dash down yon cup of Samian wine!
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On This Day I Complete My Thirty-Sixth Year
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

‘TIS time this heart should be unmoved,

 Since others it hath ceased to move:

Yet, though I cannot be beloved,

   Still let me love!
 

My days are in the yellow leaf;   5

 The flowers and fruits of love are gone;

The worm, the canker, and the grief

   Are mine alone!
 

The fire that on my bosom preys

 Is lone as some volcanic isle;   10

No torch is kindled at its blaze — 

   A funeral pile.
 

The hope, the fear, the jealous care,

 The exalted portion of the pain

And power of love, I cannot share,   15

   But wear the chain.
 

But ’tis not thus — and ’tis not here — 

 Such thoughts should shake my soul, nor now,

Where glory decks the hero’s bier,

   Or binds his brow.   20
 

The sword, the banner, and the field,

 Glory and Greece, around me see!

The Spartan, borne upon his shield,

   Was not more free.
 

Awake! (not Greece — she is awake!)   25

 Awake, my spirit! Think through whom

Thy life-blood tracks its parent lake,

   And then strike home!
 

Tread those reviving passions down,

 Unworthy manhood! — unto thee   30

Indifferent should the smile or frown

   Of beauty be.
 

If thou regret’st thy youth, why live?

 The land of honourable death

Is here: — up to the field, and give   35

   Away thy breath!
 

Seek out — less often sought than found — 

 A soldier’s grave, for thee the best;

Then look around, and choose thy ground,

   And take thy rest.
 AT MISSOLONGHI, January 22, 1824.   40
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So We’ll Go No More a-Roving
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

So we’ll go no more a-roving 
 So late into the night, 
 Though the heart still be as loving, 
 And the moon still be as bright. 
 

For the sword outwears its sheath, 
 And the soul outwears the breast, 
 And the heart must pause to breathe, 
 And love itself have rest. 
 

Though the night was made for loving, 
 And the day returns too soon, 
 Yet we’ll go no more a-roving 
 By the light of the moon. 
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Don Juan: Canto the First
 

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824)
 

I
 

I want a hero: an uncommon want,

     When every year and month sends forth a new one,
 Till, after cloying the gazettes with cant,

     The age discovers he is not the true one;
 Of such as these I should not care to vaunt,

     I’ll therefore take our ancient friend Don Juan — 
 We all have seen him, in the pantomime,
 Sent to the devil somewhat ere his time.
 

II
 

Vernon, the butcher Cumberland, Wolfe, Hawke,

     Prince Ferdinand, Granby, Burgoyne, Keppel, Howe,
 Evil and good, have had their tithe of talk,

     And fill’d their sign posts then, like Wellesley now;
 Each in their turn like Banquo’s monarchs stalk,

     Followers of fame, “nine farrow” of that sow:
 France, too, had Buonaparté and Dumourier
 Recorded in the Moniteur and Courier.
 

III
 

Barnave, Brissot, Condorcet, Mirabeau,

     Petion, Clootz, Danton, Marat, La Fayette,
 Were French, and famous people, as we know:

     And there were others, scarce forgotten yet,
 Joubert, Hoche, Marceau, Lannes, Desaix, Moreau,

     With many of the military set,
 Exceedingly remarkable at times,
 But not at all adapted to my rhymes.
 

IV
 

Nelson was once Britannia’s god of war,

     And still should be so, but the tide is turn’d;
 There’s no more to be said of Trafalgar,

     ‘T is with our hero quietly inurn’d;
 Because the army’s grown more popular,

     At which the naval people are concern’d;
 Besides, the prince is all for the land-service,
 Forgetting Duncan, Nelson, Howe, and Jervis.
 

V
 

Brave men were living before Agamemnon

     And since, exceeding valorous and sage,
 A good deal like him too, though quite the same none;

     But then they shone not on the poet’s page,
 And so have been forgotten: — I condemn none,

     But can’t find any in the present age
 Fit for my poem (that is, for my new one);
 So, as I said, I’ll take my friend Don Juan.
 

VI
 

Most epic poets plunge “in medias res”

     (Horace makes this the heroic turnpike road),
 And then your hero tells, whene’er you please,

     What went before — by way of episode,
 While seated after dinner at his ease,

     Beside his mistress in some soft abode,
 Palace, or garden, paradise, or cavern,
 Which serves the happy couple for a tavern.
 

VII
 

That is the usual method, but not mine — 

     My way is to begin with the beginning;
 The regularity of my design

     Forbids all wandering as the worst of sinning,
 And therefore I shall open with a line

     (Although it cost me half an hour in spinning)
 Narrating somewhat of Don Juan’s father,
 And also of his mother, if you’d rather.
 

VIII
 

In Seville was he born, a pleasant city,

     Famous for oranges and women — he
 Who has not seen it will be much to pity,

     So says the proverb — and I quite agree;
 Of all the Spanish towns is none more pretty,

     Cadiz perhaps — but that you soon may see;
 Don Juan’s parents lived beside the river,
 A noble stream, and call’d the Guadalquivir.
 

IX
 

His father’s name was Jóse — Don, of course, — 

     A true Hidalgo, free from every stain
 Of Moor or Hebrew blood, he traced his source

     Through the most Gothic gentlemen of Spain;
 A better cavalier ne’er mounted horse,

     Or, being mounted, e’er got down again,
 Than Jóse, who begot our hero, who
 Begot — but that’s to come — Well, to renew:
 

X
 

His mother was a learnéd lady, famed

     For every branch of every science known
 In every Christian language ever named,

     With virtues equall’d by her wit alone,
 She made the cleverest people quite ashamed,

     And even the good with inward envy groan,
 Finding themselves so very much exceeded
 In their own way by all the things that she did.
 

XI
 

Her memory was a mine: she knew by heart

     All Calderon and greater part of Lopé,
 So that if any actor miss’d his part

     She could have served him for the prompter’s copy;
 For her Feinagle’s were an useless art,

     And he himself obliged to shut up shop — he
 Could never make a memory so fine as
 That which adorn’d the brain of Donna Inez.
 

XII
 

Her favourite science was the mathematical,

     Her noblest virtue was her magnanimity,
 Her wit (she sometimes tried at wit) was Attic all,

     Her serious sayings darken’d to sublimity;
 In short, in all things she was fairly what I call

     A prodigy — her morning dress was dimity,
 Her evening silk, or, in the summer, muslin,
 And other stuffs, with which I won’t stay puzzling.
 

XIII
 

She knew the Latin — that is, “the Lord’s prayer,”

     And Greek — the alphabet — I’m nearly sure;
 She read some French romances here and there,

     Although her mode of speaking was not pure;
 For native Spanish she had no great care,

     At least her conversation was obscure;
 Her thoughts were theorems, her words a problem,
 As if she deem’d that mystery would ennoble ‘em.
 

XIV
 

She liked the English and the Hebrew tongue,

     And said there was analogy between ‘em;
 She proved it somehow out of sacred song,

     But I must leave the proofs to those who’ve seen ‘em;
 But this I heard her say, and can’t be wrong

     And all may think which way their judgments lean ‘em,
 “‘T is strange — the Hebrew noun which means ‘I am,’
 The English always used to govern d — n.”
 

XV
 

Some women use their tongues — she look’d a lecture,

     Each eye a sermon, and her brow a homily,
 An all-in-all sufficient self-director,

     Like the lamented late Sir Samuel Romilly,
 The Law’s expounder, and the State’s corrector,

     Whose suicide was almost an anomaly — 
 One sad example more, that “All is vanity”
 (The jury brought their verdict in “Insanity”).
 

XVI
 

In short, she was a walking calculation,

     Miss Edgeworth’s novels stepping from their covers,
 Or Mrs. Trimmer’s books on education,

     Or “Coelebs’ Wife” set out in quest of lovers,
 Morality’s prim personification,

     In which not Envy’s self a flaw discovers;
 To others’ share let “female errors fall,”
 For she had not even one — the worst of all.
 

XVII
 

Oh! she was perfect past all parallel — 

     Of any modern female saint’s comparison;
 So far above the cunning powers of hell,

     Her guardian angel had given up his garrison;
 Even her minutest motions went as well

     As those of the best time-piece made by Harrison:
 In virtues nothing earthly could surpass her,
 Save thine “incomparable oil,” Macassar!
 

XVIII
 

Perfect she was, but as perfection is

     Insipid in this naughty world of ours,
 Where our first parents never learn’d to kiss

     Till they were exiled from their earlier bowers,
 Where all was peace, and innocence, and bliss

     (I wonder how they got through the twelve hours),
 Don Jóse, like a lineal son of Eve,
 Went plucking various fruit without her leave.
 

XIX
 

He was a mortal of the careless kind,

     With no great love for learning, or the learn’d,
 Who chose to go where’er he had a mind,

     And never dream’d his lady was concern’d;
 The world, as usual, wickedly inclined

     To see a kingdom or a house o’erturn’d,
 Whisper’d he had a mistress, some said two — 
 But for domestic quarrels one will do.
 

XX
 

Now Donna Inez had, with all her merit,

     A great opinion of her own good qualities;
 Neglect, indeed, requires a saint to bear it,

     And such, indeed, she was in her moralities;
 But then she had a devil of a spirit,

     And sometimes mix’d up fancies with realities,
 And let few opportunities escape
 Of getting her liege lord into a scrape.
 

XXI
 

This was an easy matter with a man

     Oft in the wrong, and never on his guard;
 And even the wisest, do the best they can,

     Have moments, hours, and days, so unprepared,
 That you might “brain them with their lady’s fan;”

     And sometimes ladies hit exceeding hard,
 And fans turn into falchions in fair hands,
 And why and wherefore no one understands.
 

XXII
 

‘T is pity learnéd virgins ever wed

     With persons of no sort of education,
 Or gentlemen, who, though well born and bred,

     Grow tired of scientific conversation:
 I don’t choose to say much upon this head,

     I’m a plain man, and in a single station,
 But — Oh! ye lords of ladies intellectual,
 Inform us truly, have they not hen-peck’d you all?
 

XXIII
 

Don Jóse and his lady quarrell’d — why,

     Not any of the many could divine,
 Though several thousand people chose to try,

     ‘T was surely no concern of theirs nor mine;
 I loathe that low vice — curiosity;

     But if there’s anything in which I shine,
 ‘T is in arranging all my friends’ affairs,
 Not having of my own domestic cares.
 

XXIV
 

And so I interfered, and with the best

     Intentions, but their treatment was not kind;
 I think the foolish people were possess’d,

     For neither of them could I ever find,
 Although their porter afterwards confess’d — 

     But that’s no matter, and the worst’s behind,
 For little Juan o’er me threw, down stairs,
 A pail of housemaid’s water unawares.
 

XXV
 

A little curly-headed, good-for-nothing,

     And mischief-making monkey from his birth;
 His parents ne’er agreed except in doting

     Upon the most unquiet imp on earth;
 Instead of quarrelling, had they been but both in

     Their senses, they’d have sent young master forth
 To school, or had him soundly whipp’d at home,
 To teach him manners for the time to come.
 

XXVI
 

Don Jóse and the Donna Inez led

     For some time an unhappy sort of life,
 Wishing each other, not divorced, but dead;

     They lived respectably as man and wife,
 Their conduct was exceedingly well-bred,

     And gave no outward signs of inward strife,
 Until at length the smother’d fire broke out,
 And put the business past all kind of doubt.
 

XXVII
 

For Inez call’d some druggists and physicians,

     And tried to prove her loving lord was mad;
 But as he had some lucid intermissions,

     She next decided he was only bad;
 Yet when they ask’d her for her depositions,

     No sort of explanation could be had,
 Save that her duty both to man and God
 Required this conduct — which seem’d very odd.
 

XXVIII
 

She kept a journal, where his faults were noted,

     And open’d certain trunks of books and letters,
 All which might, if occasion served, be quoted;

     And then she had all Seville for abettors,
 Besides her good old grandmother (who doted);

     The hearers of her case became repeaters,
 Then advocates, inquisitors, and judges,
 Some for amusement, others for old grudges.
 

XXIX
 

And then this best and weakest woman bore

     With such serenity her husband’s woes,
 Just as the Spartan ladies did of yore,

     Who saw their spouses kill’d, and nobly chose
 Never to say a word about them more — 

     Calmly she heard each calumny that rose,
 And saw his agonies with such sublimity,
 That all the world exclaim’d, “What magnanimity!”
 

XXX
 

No doubt this patience, when the world is damning us,

     Is philosophic in our former friends;
 ‘T is also pleasant to be deem’d magnanimous,

     The more so in obtaining our own ends;
 And what the lawyers call a “malus animus”

     Conduct like this by no means comprehends;
 Revenge in person’s certainly no virtue,
 But then ‘t is not my fault, if others hurt you.
 

XXXI
 

And if your quarrels should rip up old stories,

     And help them with a lie or two additional,

I’m not to blame, as you well know — no more is

     Any one else — they were become traditional;
 Besides, their resurrection aids our glories

     By contrast, which is what we just were wishing all:
 And science profits by this resurrection — 
 Dead scandals form good subjects for dissection.
 

XXXII
 

Their friends had tried at reconciliation,

     Then their relations, who made matters worse.
 (‘T were hard to tell upon a like occasion

     To whom it may be best to have recourse — 
 I can’t say much for friend or yet relation):

     The lawyers did their utmost for divorce,
 But scarce a fee was paid on either side
 Before, unluckily, Don Jóse died.
 

XXXIII
 

He died: and most unluckily, because,

     According to all hints I could collect
 From counsel learnéd in those kinds of laws

     (Although their talk’s obscure and circumspect),
 His death contrived to spoil a charming cause;

     A thousand pities also with respect
 To public feeling, which on this occasion
 Was manifested in a great sensation.
 

XXXIV
 

But, ah! he died; and buried with him lay

     The public feeling and the lawyers’ fees:
 His house was sold, his servants sent away,

     A Jew took one of his two mistresses,
 A priest the other — at least so they say:

     I ask’d the doctors after his disease — 
 He died of the slow fever call’d the tertian,
 And left his widow to her own aversion.
 

XXXV
 

Yet Jóse was an honourable man,

     That I must say who knew him very well;
 Therefore his frailties I’ll no further scan

     Indeed there were not many more to tell;
 And if his passions now and then outran

     Discretion, and were not so peaceable
 As Numa’s (who was also named Pompilius),
 He had been ill brought up, and was born bilious.
 

XXXVI
 

Whate’er might be his worthlessness or worth,

     Poor fellow! he had many things to wound him.
 Let’s own — since it can do no good on earth — 

     It was a trying moment that which found him
 Standing alone beside his desolate hearth,

     Where all his household gods lay shiver’d round him:
 No choice was left his feelings or his pride,
 Save death or Doctors’ Commons — so he died.
 

XXXVII
 

Dying intestate, Juan was sole heir

     To a chancery suit, and messuages, and lands,
 Which, with a long minority and care,

     Promised to turn out well in proper hands:
 Inez became sole guardian, which was fair,

     And answer’d but to nature’s just demands;
 An only son left with an only mother
 Is brought up much more wisely than another.
 

XXXVIII
 

Sagest of women, even of widows, she

     Resolved that Juan should be quite a paragon,
 And worthy of the noblest pedigree

     (His sire was of Castile, his dam from Aragon):
 Then for accomplishments of chivalry,

     In case our lord the king should go to war again,
 He learn’d the arts of riding, fencing, gunnery,
 And how to scale a fortress — or a nunnery.
 

XXXIX
 

But that which Donna Inez most desired,

     And saw into herself each day before all
 The learnéd tutors whom for him she hired,

     Was, that his breeding should be strictly moral;
 Much into all his studies she inquired,

     And so they were submitted first to her, all,
 Arts, sciences, no branch was made a mystery
 To Juan’s eyes, excepting natural history.
 

XL
 

The languages, especially the dead,

     The sciences, and most of all the abstruse,
 The arts, at least all such as could be said

     To be the most remote from common use,
 In all these he was much and deeply read;

     But not a page of any thing that’s loose,
 Or hints continuation of the species,
 Was ever suffer’d, lest he should grow vicious.
 

XLI
 

His classic studies made a little puzzle,

     Because of filthy loves of gods and goddesses,
 Who in the earlier ages raised a bustle,

     But never put on pantaloons or bodices;
 His reverend tutors had at times a tussle,

     And for their Æneids, Iliads, and Odysseys,
 Were forced to make an odd sort of apology,
 For Donna Inez dreaded the Mythology.
 

XLII
 

Ovid’s a rake, as half his verses show him,

     Anacreon’s morals are a still worse sample,
 Catullus scarcely has a decent poem,

     I don’t think Sappho’s Ode a good example,
 Although Longinus tells us there is no hymn

     Where the sublime soars forth on wings more ample:
 But Virgil’s songs are pure, except that horrid one
 Beginning with “Formosum Pastor Corydon.”
 

XLIII
 

Lucretius’ irreligion is too strong,

     For early stomachs, to prove wholesome food;
 I can’t help thinking Juvenal was wrong,

     Although no doubt his real intent was good,
 For speaking out so plainly in his song,

     So much indeed as to be downright rude;
 And then what proper person can be partial
 To all those nauseous epigrams of Martial?
 

XLIV
 

Juan was taught from out the best edition,

     Expurgated by learnéd men, who place
 Judiciously, from out the schoolboy’s vision,

     The grosser parts; but, fearful to deface
 Too much their modest bard by this omission,

     And pitying sore his mutilated case,
 They only add them all in an appendix,
 Which saves, in fact, the trouble of an index;
 

XLV
 

For there we have them all “at one fell swoop,”

     Instead of being scatter’d through the Pages;
 They stand forth marshall’d in a handsome troop,

     To meet the ingenuous youth of future ages,
 Till some less rigid editor shall stoop

     To call them back into their separate cages,
 Instead of standing staring all together,
 Like garden gods — and not so decent either.
 

XLVI
 

The Missal too (it was the family Missal)

     Was ornamented in a sort of way
 Which ancient mass-books often are, and this all

     Kinds of grotesques illumined; and how they,
 Who saw those figures on the margin kiss all,

     Could turn their optics to the text and pray,
 Is more than I know — But Don Juan’s mother
 Kept this herself, and gave her son another.
 

XLVII
 

Sermons he read, and lectures he endured,

     And homilies, and lives of all the saints;
 To Jerome and to Chrysostom inured,

     He did not take such studies for restraints;
 But how faith is acquired, and then ensured,

     So well not one of the aforesaid paints
 As Saint Augustine in his fine Confessions,
 Which make the reader envy his transgressions.
 

XLVIII
 

This, too, was a seal’d book to little Juan — 

     I can’t but say that his mamma was right,
 If such an education was the true one.

     She scarcely trusted him from out her sight;
 Her maids were old, and if she took a new one,

     You might be sure she was a perfect fright;
 She did this during even her husband’s life — 
 I recommend as much to every wife.
 

XLIX
 

Young Juan wax’d in goodliness and grace;

     At six a charming child, and at eleven
 With all the promise of as fine a face

     As e’er to man’s maturer growth was given:
 He studied steadily, and grew apace,

     And seem’d, at least, in the right road to heaven,
 For half his days were pass’d at church, the other
 Between his tutors, confessor, and mother.
 

L
 

At six, I said, he was a charming child,

     At twelve he was a fine, but quiet boy;
 Although in infancy a little wild,

     They tamed him down amongst them: to destroy
 His natural spirit not in vain they toil’d,

     At least it seem’d so; and his mother’s joy
 Was to declare how sage, and still, and steady,
 Her young philosopher was grown already.
 

LI
 

I had my doubts, perhaps I have them still,

     But what I say is neither here nor there:
 I knew his father well, and have some skill

     In character — but it would not be fair
 From sire to son to augur good or ill:

     He and his wife were an ill-sorted pair — 
 But scandal’s my aversion — I protest
 Against all evil speaking, even in jest.
 

LII
 

For my part I say nothing — nothing — but

     This I will say — my reasons are my own — 
 That if I had an only son to put

     To school (as God be praised that I have none),
 ‘T is not with Donna Inez I would shut

     Him up to learn his catechism alone,
 No — no — I’d send him out betimes to college,
 For there it was I pick’d up my own knowledge.
 

LIII
 

For there one learns— ‘t is not for me to boast,

     Though I acquired — but I pass over that,
 As well as all the Greek I since have lost:

     I say that there’s the place — but Verbum sat.
 I think I pick’d up too, as well as most,

     Knowledge of matters — but no matter what — 
 I never married — but, I think, I know
 That sons should not be educated so.
 

LIV
 

Young Juan now was sixteen years of age,

     Tall, handsome, slender, but well knit: he seem’d
 Active, though not so sprightly, as a page;

     And everybody but his mother deem’d
 Him almost man; but she flew in a rage

     And bit her lips (for else she might have scream’d)
 If any said so, for to be precocious
 Was in her eyes a thing the most atrocious.
 

LV
 

Amongst her numerous acquaintance, all

     Selected for discretion and devotion,
 There was the Donna Julia, whom to call

     Pretty were but to give a feeble notion
 Of many charms in her as natural

     As sweetness to the flower, or salt to ocean,
 Her zone to Venus, or his bow to Cupid
 (But this last simile is trite and stupid).
 

LVI
 

The darkness of her Oriental eye

     Accorded with her Moorish origin
 (Her blood was not all Spanish, by the by;

     In Spain, you know, this is a sort of sin);
 When proud Granada fell, and, forced to fly,

     Boabdil wept, of Donna Julia’s kin
 Some went to Africa, some stay’d in Spain,
 Her great-great-grandmamma chose to remain.
 

LVII
 

She married (I forget the pedigree)

     With an Hidalgo, who transmitted down
 His blood less noble than such blood should be;

     At such alliances his sires would frown,
 In that point so precise in each degree

     That they bred in and in, as might be shown,
 Marrying their cousins — nay, their aunts, and nieces,
 Which always spoils the breed, if it increases.
 

LVIII
 

This heathenish cross restored the breed again,

     Ruin’d its blood, but much improved its flesh;
 For from a root the ugliest in Old Spain

     Sprung up a branch as beautiful as fresh;
 The sons no more were short, the daughters plain:

     But there’s a rumour which I fain would hush,
 ‘T is said that Donna Julia’s grandmamma
 Produced her Don more heirs at love than law.
 

LIX
 

However this might be, the race went on

     Improving still through every generation,
 Until it centred in an only son,

     Who left an only daughter; my narration
 May have suggested that this single one

     Could be but Julia (whom on this occasion
 I shall have much to speak about), and she
 Was married, charming, chaste, and twenty-three.
 

LX
 

Her eye (I’m very fond of handsome eyes)

     Was large and dark, suppressing half its fire
 Until she spoke, then through its soft disguise

     Flash’d an expression more of pride than ire,
 And love than either; and there would arise

     A something in them which was not desire,
 But would have been, perhaps, but for the soul
 Which struggled through and chasten’d down the whole.
 

LXI
 

Her glossy hair was cluster’d o’er a brow

     Bright with intelligence, and fair, and smooth;
 Her eyebrow’s shape was like th’ aerial bow,

     Her cheek all purple with the beam of youth,
 Mounting at times to a transparent glow,

     As if her veins ran lightning; she, in sooth,
 Possess’d an air and grace by no means common:
 Her stature tall — I hate a dumpy woman.
 

LXII
 

Wedded she was some years, and to a man

     Of fifty, and such husbands are in plenty;
 And yet, I think, instead of such a one

     ‘T were better to have two of five-and-twenty,
 Especially in countries near the sun:

     And now I think on ‘t, “mi vien in mente”,
 Ladies even of the most uneasy virtue
 Prefer a spouse whose age is short of thirty.
 

LXIII
 

‘T is a sad thing, I cannot choose but say,

     And all the fault of that indecent sun,
 Who cannot leave alone our helpless clay,

     But will keep baking, broiling, burning on,
 That howsoever people fast and pray,

     The flesh is frail, and so the soul undone:
 What men call gallantry, and gods adultery,
 Is much more common where the climate’s sultry.
 

LXIV
 

Happy the nations of the moral North!

     Where all is virtue, and the winter season
 Sends sin, without a rag on, shivering forth

     (‘T was snow that brought St. Anthony to reason);
 Where juries cast up what a wife is worth,

     By laying whate’er sum in mulct they please on
 The lover, who must pay a handsome price,
 Because it is a marketable vice.
 

LXV
 

Alfonso was the name of Julia’s lord,

     A man well looking for his years, and who
 Was neither much beloved nor yet abhorr’d:

     They lived together, as most people do,
 Suffering each other’s foibles by accord,

     And not exactly either one or two;
 Yet he was jealous, though he did not show it,
 For jealousy dislikes the world to know it.
 

LXVI
 

Julia was — yet I never could see why — 

     With Donna Inez quite a favourite friend;
 Between their tastes there was small sympathy,

     For not a line had Julia ever penn’d:
 Some people whisper but no doubt they lie,

     For malice still imputes some private end)
 That Inez had, ere Don Alfonso’s marriage,
 Forgot with him her very prudent carriage;
 

LXVII
 

And that still keeping up the old connection,

     Which time had lately render’d much more chaste,
 She took his lady also in affection,

     And certainly this course was much the best:
 She flatter’d Julia with her sage protection,

     And complimented Don Alfonso’s taste;
 And if she could not (who can?) silence scandal,
 At least she left it a more slender handle.
 

LXVIII
 

I can’t tell whether Julia saw the affair

     With other people’s eyes, or if her own
 Discoveries made, but none could be aware

     Of this, at least no symptom e’er was shown;
 Perhaps she did not know, or did not care,

     Indifferent from the first or callous grown:
 I’m really puzzled what to think or say,
 She kept her counsel in so close a way.
 

LXIX
 

Juan she saw, and, as a pretty child,

     Caress’d him often — such a thing might be
 Quite innocently done, and harmless styled,

     When she had twenty years, and thirteen he;
 But I am not so sure I should have smiled

     When he was sixteen, Julia twenty-three;
 These few short years make wondrous alterations,
 Particularly amongst sun-burnt nations.
 

LXX
 

Whate’er the cause might be, they had become

     Changed; for the dame grew distant, the youth shy,
 Their looks cast down, their greetings almost dumb,

     And much embarrassment in either eye;
 There surely will be little doubt with some

     That Donna Julia knew the reason why,
 But as for Juan, he had no more notion
 Than he who never saw the sea of ocean.
 

LXXI
 

Yet Julia’s very coldness still was kind,

     And tremulously gentle her small hand
 Withdrew itself from his, but left behind

     A little pressure, thrilling, and so bland
 And slight, so very slight, that to the mind

     ‘T was but a doubt; but ne’er magician’s wand
 Wrought change with all Armida’s fairy art
 Like what this light touch left on Juan’s heart.
 

LXXII
 

And if she met him, though she smiled no more,

     She look’d a sadness sweeter than her smile,
 As if her heart had deeper thoughts in store

     She must not own, but cherish’d more the while
 For that compression in its burning core;

     Even innocence itself has many a wile,
 And will not dare to trust itself with truth,
 And love is taught hypocrisy from youth.
 

LXXIII
 

But passion most dissembles, yet betrays

     Even by its darkness; as the blackest sky
 Foretells the heaviest tempest, it displays

     Its workings through the vainly guarded eye,
 And in whatever aspect it arrays

     Itself, ‘t is still the same hypocrisy;
 Coldness or anger, even disdain or hate,
 Are masks it often wears, and still too late.
 

LXXIV
 

Then there were sighs, the deeper for suppression,

     And stolen glances, sweeter for the theft,
 And burning blushes, though for no transgression,

     Tremblings when met, and restlessness when left;
 All these are little preludes to possession,

     Of which young passion cannot be bereft,
 And merely tend to show how greatly love is
 Embarrass’d at first starting with a novice.
 

LXXV
 

Poor Julia’s heart was in an awkward state;

     She felt it going, and resolved to make
 The noblest efforts for herself and mate,

     For honour’s, pride’s, religion’s, virtue’s sake;
 Her resolutions were most truly great,

     And almost might have made a Tarquin quake:
 She pray’d the Virgin Mary for her grace,
 As being the best judge of a lady’s case.
 

LXXVI
 

She vow’d she never would see Juan more,

     And next day paid a visit to his mother,
 And look’d extremely at the opening door,

     Which, by the Virgin’s grace, let in another;
 Grateful she was, and yet a little sore — 

     Again it opens, it can be no other,
 ‘T is surely Juan now — No! I’m afraid
 That night the Virgin was no further pray’d.
 

LXXVII
 

She now determined that a virtuous woman

     Should rather face and overcome temptation,
 That flight was base and dastardly, and no man

     Should ever give her heart the least sensation;
 That is to say, a thought beyond the common

     Preference, that we must feel upon occasion
 For people who are pleasanter than others,
 But then they only seem so many brothers.
 

LXXVIII
 

And even if by chance — and who can tell?

     The devil’s so very sly — she should discover
 That all within was not so very well,

     And, if still free, that such or such a lover
 Might please perhaps, a virtuous wife can quell

     Such thoughts, and be the better when they’re over;
 And if the man should ask, ‘t is but denial:
 I recommend young ladies to make trial.
 

LXXIX
 

And then there are such things as love divine,

     Bright and immaculate, unmix’d and pure,
 Such as the angels think so very fine,

     And matrons who would be no less secure,
 Platonic, perfect, “just such love as mine;”

     Thus Julia said — and thought so, to be sure;
 And so I’d have her think, were I the man
 On whom her reveries celestial ran.
 

LXXX
 

Such love is innocent, and may exist

     Between young persons without any danger.
 A hand may first, and then a lip be kist;

     For my part, to such doings I’m a stranger,
 But hear these freedoms form the utmost list

     Of all o’er which such love may be a ranger:
 If people go beyond, ‘t is quite a crime,
 But not my fault — I tell them all in time.
 

LXXXI
 

Love, then, but love within its proper limits,

     Was Julia’s innocent determination
 In young Don Juan’s favour, and to him its

     Exertion might be useful on occasion;
 And, lighted at too pure a shrine to dim its

     Ethereal lustre, with what sweet persuasion
 He might be taught, by love and her together — 
 I really don’t know what, nor Julia either.
 

LXXXII
 

Fraught with this fine intention, and well fenced

     In mail of proof — her purity of soul — 
 She, for the future of her strength convinced.

     And that her honour was a rock, or mole,
 Exceeding sagely from that hour dispensed

     With any kind of troublesome control;
 But whether Julia to the task was equal
 Is that which must be mention’d in the sequel.
 

LXXXIII
 

Her plan she deem’d both innocent and feasible,

     And, surely, with a stripling of sixteen
 Not scandal’s fangs could fix on much that’s seizable,

     Or if they did so, satisfied to mean
 Nothing but what was good, her breast was peaceable — 

     A quiet conscience makes one so serene!
 Christians have burnt each other, quite persuaded
 That all the Apostles would have done as they did.
 

LXXXIV
 

And if in the mean time her husband died,

     But Heaven forbid that such a thought should cross
 Her brain, though in a dream! (and then she sigh’d)

     Never could she survive that common loss;
 But just suppose that moment should betide,

     I only say suppose it — inter nos.
 (This should be entre nous, for Julia thought
 In French, but then the rhyme would go for naught.)
 

LXXXV
 

I only say suppose this supposition:

     Juan being then grown up to man’s estate
 Would fully suit a widow of condition,

     Even seven years hence it would not be too late;
 And in the interim (to pursue this vision)

     The mischief, after all, could not be great,
 For he would learn the rudiments of love,
 I mean the seraph way of those above.
 

LXXXVI
 

So much for Julia. Now we’ll turn to Juan.

     Poor little fellow! he had no idea
 Of his own case, and never hit the true one;

     In feelings quick as Ovid’s Miss Medea,
 He puzzled over what he found a new one,

     But not as yet imagined it could be
 Thing quite in course, and not at all alarming,
 Which, with a little patience, might grow charming.
 

LXXXVII
 

Silent and pensive, idle, restless, slow,

     His home deserted for the lonely wood,
 Tormented with a wound he could not know,

     His, like all deep grief, plunged in solitude:
 I’m fond myself of solitude or so,

     But then, I beg it may be understood,
 By solitude I mean a sultan’s, not
 A hermit’s, with a haram for a grot.
 

LXXXVIII
 

“Oh Love! in such a wilderness as this,

     Where transport and security entwine,
 Here is the empire of thy perfect bliss,

     And here thou art a god indeed divine.”
 The bard I quote from does not sing amiss,

     With the exception of the second line,
 For that same twining “transport and security”
 Are twisted to a phrase of some obscurity.
 

LXXXIX
 

The poet meant, no doubt, and thus appeals

     To the good sense and senses of mankind,
 The very thing which every body feels,

     As all have found on trial, or may find,
 That no one likes to be disturb’d at meals

     Or love. — I won’t say more about “entwined”
 Or “transport,” as we knew all that before,
 But beg’security’ will bolt the door.
 

XC
 

Young Juan wander’d by the glassy brooks,

     Thinking unutterable things; he threw
 Himself at length within the leafy nooks

     Where the wild branch of the cork forest grew;
 There poets find materials for their books,

     And every now and then we read them through,
 So that their plan and prosody are eligible,
 Unless, like Wordsworth, they prove unintelligible.
 

XCI
 

He, Juan (and not Wordsworth), so pursued

     His self-communion with his own high soul,
 Until his mighty heart, in its great mood,

     Had mitigated part, though not the whole
 Of its disease; he did the best he could

     With things not very subject to control,
 And turn’d, without perceiving his condition,
 Like Coleridge, into a metaphysician.
 

XCII
 

He thought about himself, and the whole earth

     Of man the wonderful, and of the stars,
 And how the deuce they ever could have birth;

     And then he thought of earthquakes, and of wars,
 How many miles the moon might have in girth,

     Of air-balloons, and of the many bars
 To perfect knowledge of the boundless skies; — 
 And then he thought of Donna Julia’s eyes.
 

XCIII
 

In thoughts like these true wisdom may discern

     Longings sublime, and aspirations high,
 Which some are born with, but the most part learn

     To plague themselves withal, they know not why:
 ‘T was strange that one so young should thus concern

     His brain about the action of the sky;
 If you think ‘t was philosophy that this did,
 I can’t help thinking puberty assisted.
 

XCIV
 

He pored upon the leaves, and on the flowers,

     And heard a voice in all the winds; and then
 He thought of wood-nymphs and immortal bowers,

     And how the goddesses came down to men:
 He miss’d the pathway, he forgot the hours,

     And when he look’d upon his watch again,
 He found how much old Time had been a winner — 
 He also found that he had lost his dinner.
 

XCV
 

Sometimes he turn’d to gaze upon his book,

     Boscan, or Garcilasso; — by the wind
 Even as the page is rustled while we look,

     So by the poesy of his own mind
 Over the mystic leaf his soul was shook,

     As if ‘t were one whereon magicians bind
 Their spells, and give them to the passing gale,
 According to some good old woman’s tale.
 

XCVI
 

Thus would he while his lonely hours away

     Dissatisfied, nor knowing what he wanted;
 Nor glowing reverie, nor poet’s lay,

     Could yield his spirit that for which it panted,
 A bosom whereon he his head might lay,

     And hear the heart beat with the love it granted,
 With — several other things, which I forget,
 Or which, at least, I need not mention yet.
 

XCVII
 

Those lonely walks, and lengthening reveries,

     Could not escape the gentle Julia’s eyes;
 She saw that Juan was not at his ease;

     But that which chiefly may, and must surprise,
 Is, that the Donna Inez did not tease

     Her only son with question or surmise:
 Whether it was she did not see, or would not,
 Or, like all very clever people, could not.
 

XCVIII
 

This may seem strange, but yet ‘t is very common;

     For instance — gentlemen, whose ladies take
 Leave to o’erstep the written rights of woman,

     And break the — Which commandment is ‘t they break?
 (I have forgot the number, and think no man

     Should rashly quote, for fear of a mistake.)
 I say, when these same gentlemen are jealous,
 They make some blunder, which their ladies tell us.
 

XCIX
 

A real husband always is suspicious,

     But still no less suspects in the wrong place,
 Jealous of some one who had no such wishes,

     Or pandering blindly to his own disgrace,
 By harbouring some dear friend extremely vicious;

     The last indeed’s infallibly the case:
 And when the spouse and friend are gone off wholly,
 He wonders at their vice, and not his folly.
 

C
 

Thus parents also are at times short-sighted;

     Though watchful as the lynx, they ne’er discover,
 The while the wicked world beholds delighted,

     Young Hopeful’s mistress, or Miss Fanny’s lover,
 Till some confounded escapade has blighted

     The plan of twenty years, and all is over;
 And then the mother cries, the father swears,
 And wonders why the devil he got heirs.
 

CI
 

But Inez was so anxious, and so clear

     Of sight, that I must think, on this occasion,
 She had some other motive much more near

     For leaving Juan to this new temptation;
 But what that motive was, I sha’n’t say here;

     Perhaps to finish Juan’s education,
 Perhaps to open Don Alfonso’s eyes,
 In case he thought his wife too great a prize.
 

CII
 

It was upon a day, a summer’s day; — 

     Summer’s indeed a very dangerous season,
 And so is spring about the end of May;

     The sun, no doubt, is the prevailing reason;
 But whatsoe’er the cause is, one may say,

     And stand convicted of more truth than treason,
 That there are months which nature grows more merry in, — 
 March has its hares, and May must have its heroine.
 

CIII
 

‘T was on a summer’s day — the sixth of June: — 

     I like to be particular in dates,
 Not only of the age, and year, but moon;

     They are a sort of post-house, where the Fates
 Change horses, making history change its tune,

     Then spur away o’er empires and o’er states,
 Leaving at last not much besides chronology,
 Excepting the post-obits of theology.
 

CIV
 

‘T was on the sixth of June, about the hour

     Of half-past six — perhaps still nearer seven — 
 When Julia sate within as pretty a bower

     As e’er held houri in that heathenish heaven
 Described by Mahomet, and Anacreon Moore,

     To whom the lyre and laurels have been given,
 With all the trophies of triumphant song — 
 He won them well, and may he wear them long!
 

CV
 

She sate, but not alone; I know not well

     How this same interview had taken place,
 And even if I knew, I should not tell — 

     People should hold their tongues in any case;
 No matter how or why the thing befell,

     But there were she and Juan, face to face — 
 When two such faces are so, ‘t would be wise,
 But very difficult, to shut their eyes.
 

CVI
 

How beautiful she look’d! her conscious heart

     Glow’d in her cheek, and yet she felt no wrong.
 Oh Love! how perfect is thy mystic art,

     Strengthening the weak, and trampling on the strong,
 How self-deceitful is the sagest part

     Of mortals whom thy lure hath led along — 
 The precipice she stood on was immense,
 So was her creed in her own innocence.
 

CVII
 

She thought of her own strength, and Juan’s youth,

     And of the folly of all prudish fears,
 Victorious virtue, and domestic truth,

     And then of Don Alfonso’s fifty years:
 I wish these last had not occurr’d, in sooth,

     Because that number rarely much endears,
 And through all climes, the snowy and the sunny,
 Sounds ill in love, whate’er it may in money.
 

CVIII
 

When people say, “I’ve told you fifty times,”

     They mean to scold, and very often do;
 When poets say, “I’ve written fifty rhymes,”

     They make you dread that they’ll recite them too;
 In gangs of fifty, thieves commit their crimes;

     At fifty love for love is rare, ‘t is true,
 But then, no doubt, it equally as true is,
 A good deal may be bought for fifty Louis.
 

CIX
 

Julia had honour, virtue, truth, and love,

     For Don Alfonso; and she inly swore,
 By all the vows below to powers above,

     She never would disgrace the ring she wore,
 Nor leave a wish which wisdom might reprove;

     And while she ponder’d this, besides much more,
 One hand on Juan’s carelessly was thrown,
 Quite by mistake — she thought it was her own;
 

CX
 

Unconsciously she lean’d upon the other,

     Which play’d within the tangles of her hair:
 And to contend with thoughts she could not smother

     She seem’d by the distraction of her air.
 ‘T was surely very wrong in Juan’s mother

     To leave together this imprudent pair,
 She who for many years had watch’d her son so — 
 I’m very certain mine would not have done so.
 

CXI
 

The hand which still held Juan’s, by degrees

     Gently, but palpably confirm’d its grasp,
 As if it said, “Detain me, if you please;”

     Yet there’s no doubt she only meant to clasp
 His fingers with a pure Platonic squeeze:

     She would have shrunk as from a toad, or asp,
 Had she imagined such a thing could rouse
 A feeling dangerous to a prudent spouse.
 

CXII
 

I cannot know what Juan thought of this,

     But what he did, is much what you would do;
 His young lip thank’d it with a grateful kiss,

     And then, abash’d at its own joy, withdrew
 In deep despair, lest he had done amiss, — 

     Love is so very timid when ‘t is new:
 She blush’d, and frown’d not, but she strove to speak,
 And held her tongue, her voice was grown so weak.
 

CXIII
 

The sun set, and up rose the yellow moon:

     The devil’s in the moon for mischief; they
 Who call’d her CHASTE, methinks, began too soon

     Their nomenclature; there is not a day,
 The longest, not the twenty-first of June,

     Sees half the business in a wicked way
 On which three single hours of moonshine smile — 
 And then she looks so modest all the while.
 

CXIV
 

There is a dangerous silence in that hour,

     A stillness, which leaves room for the full soul
 To open all itself, without the power

     Of calling wholly back its self-control;
 The silver light which, hallowing tree and tower,

     Sheds beauty and deep softness o’er the whole,
 Breathes also to the heart, and o’er it throws
 A loving languor, which is not repose.
 

CXV
 

And Julia sate with Juan, half embraced

     And half retiring from the glowing arm,
 Which trembled like the bosom where ‘t was placed;

     Yet still she must have thought there was no harm,
 Or else ‘t were easy to withdraw her waist;

     But then the situation had its charm,
 And then —— God knows what next — I can’t go on;
 I’m almost sorry that I e’er begun.
 

CXVI
 

Oh Plato! Plato! you have paved the way,

     With your confounded fantasies, to more
 Immoral conduct by the fancied sway

     Your system feigns o’er the controulless core
 Of human hearts, than all the long array

     Of poets and romancers: — You’re a bore,
 A charlatan, a coxcomb — and have been,
 At best, no better than a go-between.
 

CXVII
 

And Julia’s voice was lost, except in sighs,

     Until too late for useful conversation;
 The tears were gushing from her gentle eyes,

     I wish indeed they had not had occasion,
 But who, alas! can love, and then be wise?

     Not that remorse did not oppose temptation;
 A little still she strove, and much repented
 And whispering “I will ne’er consent” — consented.
 

CXVIII
 

‘T is said that Xerxes offer’d a reward

     To those who could invent him a new pleasure:
 Methinks the requisition’s rather hard,

     And must have cost his majesty a treasure:
 For my part, I’m a moderate-minded bard,

     Fond of a little love (which I call leisure);
 I care not for new pleasures, as the old
 Are quite enough for me, so they but hold.
 

CXIX
 

Oh Pleasure! you are indeed a pleasant thing,

     Although one must be damn’d for you, no doubt:
 I make a resolution every spring

     Of reformation, ere the year run out,
 But somehow, this my vestal vow takes wing,

     Yet still, I trust it may be kept throughout:
 I’m very sorry, very much ashamed,
 And mean, next winter, to be quite reclaim’d.
 

CXX
 

Here my chaste Muse a liberty must take — 

     Start not! still chaster reader — she’ll be nice hence — 
 Forward, and there is no great cause to quake;

     This liberty is a poetic licence,
 Which some irregularity may make

     In the design, and as I have a high sense
 Of Aristotle and the Rules, ‘t is fit
 To beg his pardon when I err a bit.
 

CXXI
 

This licence is to hope the reader will

     Suppose from June the sixth (the fatal day,
 Without whose epoch my poetic skill

     For want of facts would all be thrown away),
 But keeping Julia and Don Juan still

     In sight, that several months have pass’d; we’ll say
 ‘T was in November, but I’m not so sure
 About the day — the era’s more obscure.
 

CXXII
 

We’ll talk of that anon.— ‘T is sweet to hear

     At midnight on the blue and moonlit deep
 The song and oar of Adria’s gondolier,

     By distance mellow’d, o’er the waters sweep;
 ‘T is sweet to see the evening star appear;

     ‘T is sweet to listen as the night-winds creep
 From leaf to leaf; ‘t is sweet to view on high
 The rainbow, based on ocean, span the sky.
 

CXXIII
 

‘T is sweet to hear the watch-dog’s honest bark

     Bay deep-mouth’d welcome as we draw near home;
 ‘T is sweet to know there is an eye will mark

     Our coming, and look brighter when we come;
 ‘T is sweet to be awaken’d by the lark,

     Or lull’d by falling waters; sweet the hum
 Of bees, the voice of girls, the song of birds,
 The lisp of children, and their earliest words.
 

CXXIV
 

Sweet is the vintage, when the showering grapes

     In Bacchanal profusion reel to earth,
 Purple and gushing: sweet are our escapes

     From civic revelry to rural mirth;
 Sweet to the miser are his glittering heaps,

     Sweet to the father is his first-born’s birth,
 Sweet is revenge — especially to women,
 Pillage to soldiers, prize-money to seamen.
 

CXXV
 

Sweet is a legacy, and passing sweet

     The unexpected death of some old lady
 Or gentleman of seventy years complete,

     Who’ve made “us youth” wait too — too long already
 For an estate, or cash, or country seat,

     Still breaking, but with stamina so steady
 That all the Israelites are fit to mob its
 Next owner for their double-damn’d post-obits.
 

CXXVI
 

‘T is sweet to win, no matter how, one’s laurels,

     By blood or ink; ‘t is sweet to put an end
 To strife; ‘t is sometimes sweet to have our quarrels,

     Particularly with a tiresome friend:
 Sweet is old wine in bottles, ale in barrels;

     Dear is the helpless creature we defend
 Against the world; and dear the schoolboy spot
 We ne’er forget, though there we are forgot.
 

CXXVII
 

But sweeter still than this, than these, than all,

     Is first and passionate love — it stands alone,
 Like Adam’s recollection of his fall;

     The tree of knowledge has been pluck’d — all’s known — 
 And life yields nothing further to recall

     Worthy of this ambrosial sin, so shown,
 No doubt in fable, as the unforgiven
 Fire which Prometheus filch’d for us from heaven.
 

CXXVIII
 

Man’s a strange animal, and makes strange use

     Of his own nature, and the various arts,
 And likes particularly to produce

     Some new experiment to show his parts;
 This is the age of oddities let loose,

     Where different talents find their different marts;
 You’d best begin with truth, and when you’ve lost your
 Labour, there’s a sure market for imposture.
 

CXXIX
 

What opposite discoveries we have seen!

     (Signs of true genius, and of empty pockets.)
 One makes new noses, one a guillotine,

     One breaks your bones, one sets them in their sockets;
 But vaccination certainly has been

     A kind antithesis to Congreve’s rockets,
 With which the Doctor paid off an old pox,
 By borrowing a new one from an ox.
 

CXXX
 

Bread has been made (indifferent) from potatoes;

     And galvanism has set some corpses grinning,
 But has not answer’d like the apparatus

     Of the Humane Society’s beginning
 By which men are unsuffocated gratis:

     What wondrous new machines have late been spinning!
 I said the small-pox has gone out of late;
 Perhaps it may be follow’d by the great.
 

CXXXI
 

‘T is said the great came from America;

     Perhaps it may set out on its return, — 
 The population there so spreads, they say

     ‘T is grown high time to thin it in its turn,
 With war, or plague, or famine, any way,

     So that civilisation they may learn;
 And which in ravage the more loathsome evil is — 
 Their real lues, or our pseudo-syphilis?
 

CXXXII
 

This is the patent-age of new inventions

     For killing bodies, and for saving souls,
 All propagated with the best intentions;

     Sir Humphry Davy’s lantern, by which coals
 Are safely mined for in the mode he mentions,

     Tombuctoo travels, voyages to the Poles,
 Are ways to benefit mankind, as true,
 Perhaps, as shooting them at Waterloo.
 

CXXXIII
 

Man’s a phenomenon, one knows not what,

     And wonderful beyond all wondrous measure;
 ‘T is pity though, in this sublime world, that

     Pleasure’s a sin, and sometimes sin’s a pleasure;
 Few mortals know what end they would be at,

     But whether glory, power, or love, or treasure,
 The path is through perplexing ways, and when
 The goal is gain’d, we die, you know — and then — 
 

CXXXIV
 

What then? — I do not know, no more do you — 

     And so good night. — Return we to our story:
 ‘T was in November, when fine days are few,

     And the far mountains wax a little hoary,
 And clap a white cape on their mantles blue;

     And the sea dashes round the promontory,
 And the loud breaker boils against the rock,
 And sober suns must set at five o’clock.
 

CXXXV
 

‘T was, as the watchmen say, a cloudy night;

     No moon, no stars, the wind was low or loud
 By gusts, and many a sparkling hearth was bright

     With the piled wood, round which the family crowd;
 There’s something cheerful in that sort of light,

     Even as a summer sky’s without a cloud:
 I’m fond of fire, and crickets, and all that,
 A lobster salad, and champagne, and chat.
 

CXXXVI
 

‘T was midnight — Donna Julia was in bed,

     Sleeping, most probably, — when at her door
 Arose a clatter might awake the dead,

     If they had never been awoke before,
 And that they have been so we all have read,

     And are to be so, at the least, once more; — 
 The door was fasten’d, but with voice and fist
 First knocks were heard, then “Madam — Madam — hist!
 

CXXXVII
 

“For God’s sake, Madam — Madam — here’s my master,

     With more than half the city at his back — 
 Was ever heard of such a curst disaster!

     ‘T is not my fault — I kept good watch — Alack!
 Do pray undo the bolt a little faster — 

     They’re on the stair just now, and in a crack
 Will all be here; perhaps he yet may fly — 
 Surely the window’s not so very high!”
 

CXXXVIII
 

By this time Don Alfonso was arrived,

     With torches, friends, and servants in great number;
 The major part of them had long been wived,

     And therefore paused not to disturb the slumber
 Of any wicked woman, who contrived

     By stealth her husband’s temples to encumber:
 Examples of this kind are so contagious,
 Were one not punish’d, all would be outrageous.
 

CXXXIX
 

I can’t tell how, or why, or what suspicion

     Could enter into Don Alfonso’s head;
 But for a cavalier of his condition

     It surely was exceedingly ill-bred,
 Without a word of previous admonition,

     To hold a levee round his lady’s bed,
 And summon lackeys, arm’d with fire and sword,
 To prove himself the thing he most abhorr’d.
 

CXL
 

Poor Donna Julia, starting as from sleep

     (Mind — that I do not say — she had not slept),
 Began at once to scream, and yawn, and weep;

     Her maid Antonia, who was an adept,
 Contrived to fling the bed-clothes in a heap,

     As if she had just now from out them crept:
 I can’t tell why she should take all this trouble
 To prove her mistress had been sleeping double.
 

CXLI
 

But Julia mistress, and Antonia maid,

     Appear’d like two poor harmless women, who
 Of goblins, but still more of men afraid,

     Had thought one man might be deterr’d by two,
 And therefore side by side were gently laid,

     Until the hours of absence should run through,
 And truant husband should return, and say,
 “My dear, I was the first who came away.”
 

CXLII
 

Now Julia found at length a voice, and cried,

     “In heaven’s name, Don Alfonso, what d’ ye mean?
 Has madness seized you? would that I had died

     Ere such a monster’s victim I had been!
 What may this midnight violence betide,

     A sudden fit of drunkenness or spleen?
 Dare you suspect me, whom the thought would kill?
 Search, then, the room!” — Alfonso said, “I will.”
 

CXLIII
 

He search’d, they search’d, and rummaged everywhere,

     Closet and clothes’ press, chest and window-seat,
 And found much linen, lace, and several pair

     Of stockings, slippers, brushes, combs, complete,
 With other articles of ladies fair,

     To keep them beautiful, or leave them neat:
 Arras they prick’d and curtains with their swords,
 And wounded several shutters, and some boards.
 

CXLIV
 

Under the bed they search’d, and there they found — 

     No matter what — it was not that they sought;
 They open’d windows, gazing if the ground

     Had signs or footmarks, but the earth said nought;
 And then they stared each other’s faces round:

     ‘T is odd, not one of all these seekers thought,
 And seems to me almost a sort of blunder,
 Of looking in the bed as well as under.
 

CXLV
 

During this inquisition, Julia’s tongue

     Was not asleep— “Yes, search and search,” she cried,
 “Insult on insult heap, and wrong on wrong!

     It was for this that I became a bride!
 For this in silence I have suffer’d long

     A husband like Alfonso at my side;
 But now I’ll bear no more, nor here remain,
 If there be law or lawyers in all Spain.
 

CXLVI
 

“Yes, Don Alfonso! husband now no more,

     If ever you indeed deserved the name,
 Is ‘t worthy of your years? — you have threescore — 

     Fifty, or sixty, it is all the same — 
 Is ‘t wise or fitting, causeless to explore

     For facts against a virtuous woman’s fame?
 Ungrateful, perjured, barbarous Don Alfonso,
 How dare you think your lady would go on so?
 

CXLVII
 

“Is it for this I have disdain’d to hold

     The common privileges of my sex?
 That I have chosen a confessor so old

     And deaf, that any other it would vex,
 And never once he has had cause to scold,

     But found my very innocence perplex
 So much, he always doubted I was married — 
 How sorry you will be when I’ve miscarried!
 

CXLVIII
 

“Was it for this that no Cortejo e’er

     I yet have chosen from out the youth of Seville?
 Is it for this I scarce went anywhere,

     Except to bull-fights, mass, play, rout, and revel?
 Is it for this, whate’er my suitors were,

     I favor’d none — nay, was almost uncivil?
 Is it for this that General Count O’Reilly,
 Who took Algiers, declares I used him vilely?
 

CXLIX
 

“Did not the Italian Musico Cazzani

     Sing at my heart six months at least in vain?
 Did not his countryman, Count Corniani,

     Call me the only virtuous wife in Spain?
 Were there not also Russians, English, many?

     The Count Strongstroganoff I put in pain,
 And Lord Mount Coffeehouse, the Irish peer,
 Who kill’d himself for love (with wine) last year.
 

CL
 

“Have I not had two bishops at my feet,

     The Duke of Ichar, and Don Fernan Nunez?
 And is it thus a faithful wife you treat?

     I wonder in what quarter now the moon is:
 I praise your vast forbearance not to beat

     Me also, since the time so opportune is — 
 Oh, valiant man! with sword drawn and cock’d trigger,
 Now, tell me, don’t you cut a pretty figure?
 

CLI
 

“Was it for this you took your sudden journey.

     Under pretence of business indispensable
 With that sublime of rascals your attorney,

     Whom I see standing there, and looking sensible
 Of having play’d the fool? though both I spurn, he

     Deserves the worst, his conduct’s less defensible,
 Because, no doubt, ‘t was for his dirty fee,
 And not from any love to you nor me.
 

CLII
 

“If he comes here to take a deposition,

     By all means let the gentleman proceed;
 You’ve made the apartment in a fit condition:

     There’s pen and ink for you, sir, when you need — 
 Let every thing be noted with precision,

     I would not you for nothing should be fee’d — 
 But, as my maid’s undrest, pray turn your spies out.”
 “Oh!” sobb’d Antonia, “I could tear their eyes out.”
 

CLIII
 

“There is the closet, there the toilet, there

     The antechamber — search them under, over;
 There is the sofa, there the great arm-chair,

     The chimney — which would really hold a lover.
 I wish to sleep, and beg you will take care

     And make no further noise, till you discover
 The secret cavern of this lurking treasure — 
 And when ‘t is found, let me, too, have that pleasure.
 

CLIV
 

“And now, Hidalgo! now that you have thrown

     Doubt upon me, confusion over all,
 Pray have the courtesy to make it known

     Who is the man you search for? how d’ ye call
 Him? what’s his lineage? let him but be shown — 

     I hope he’s young and handsome — is he tall?
 Tell me — and be assured, that since you stain
 My honour thus, it shall not be in vain.
 

CLV
 

“At least, perhaps, he has not sixty years,

     At that age he would be too old for slaughter,
 Or for so young a husband’s jealous fears

     (Antonia! let me have a glass of water).
 I am ashamed of having shed these tears,

     They are unworthy of my father’s daughter;
 My mother dream’d not in my natal hour
 That I should fall into a monster’s power.
 

CLVI
 

“Perhaps ‘t is of Antonia you are jealous,

     You saw that she was sleeping by my side
 When you broke in upon us with your fellows:

     Look where you please — we’ve nothing, sir, to hide;
 Only another time, I trust, you’ll tell us,

     Or for the sake of decency abide
 A moment at the door, that we may be
 Drest to receive so much good company.
 

CLVII
 

“And now, sir, I have done, and say no more;

     The little I have said may serve to show
 The guileless heart in silence may grieve o’er

     The wrongs to whose exposure it is slow:
 I leave you to your conscience as before,

     ‘T will one day ask you why you used me so?
 God grant you feel not then the bitterest grief! — 
 Antonia! where’s my pocket-handkerchief?”
 

CLVIII
 

She ceased, and turn’d upon her pillow; pale

     She lay, her dark eyes flashing through their tears,
 Like skies that rain and lighten; as a veil,

     Waved and o’ershading her wan cheek, appears
 Her streaming hair; the black curls strive, but fail,

     To hide the glossy shoulder, which uprears
 Its snow through all; — her soft lips lie apart,
 And louder than her breathing beats her heart.
 

CLIX
 

The Senhor Don Alfonso stood confused;

     Antonia bustled round the ransack’d room,
 And, turning up her nose, with looks abused

     Her master and his myrmidons, of whom
 Not one, except the attorney, was amused;

     He, like Achates, faithful to the tomb,
 So there were quarrels, cared not for the cause,
 Knowing they must be settled by the laws.
 

CLX
 

With prying snub-nose, and small eyes, he stood,

     Following Antonia’s motions here and there,
 With much suspicion in his attitude;

     For reputations he had little care;
 So that a suit or action were made good,

     Small pity had he for the young and fair,
 And ne’er believed in negatives, till these
 Were proved by competent false witnesses.
 

CLXI
 

But Don Alfonso stood with downcast looks,

     And, truth to say, he made a foolish figure;
 When, after searching in five hundred nooks,

     And treating a young wife with so much rigour,
 He gain’d no point, except some self-rebukes,

     Added to those his lady with such vigour
 Had pour’d upon him for the last half-hour,
 Quick, thick, and heavy — as a thunder-shower.
 

CLXII
 

At first he tried to hammer an excuse,

     To which the sole reply was tears and sobs,
 And indications of hysterics, whose

     Prologue is always certain throes, and throbs,
 Gasps, and whatever else the owners choose:

     Alfonso saw his wife, and thought of Job’s;
 He saw too, in perspective, her relations,
 And then he tried to muster all his patience.
 

CLXIII
 

He stood in act to speak, or rather stammer,

     But sage Antonia cut him short before
 The anvil of his speech received the hammer,

     With “Pray, sir, leave the room, and say no more,
 Or madam dies.” — Alfonso mutter’d, “D — n her,”

     But nothing else, the time of words was o’er;
 He cast a rueful look or two, and did,
 He knew not wherefore, that which he was bid.
 

CLXIV
 

With him retired his “posse comitatus,”

     The attorney last, who linger’d near the door
 Reluctantly, still tarrying there as late as

     Antonia let him — not a little sore
 At this most strange and unexplain’d “hiatus”

     In Don Alfonso’s facts, which just now wore
 An awkward look; as he revolved the case,
 The door was fasten’d in his legal face.
 

CLXV
 

No sooner was it bolted, than — Oh shame!

     Oh sin! Oh sorrow! and oh womankind!
 How can you do such things and keep your fame,

     Unless this world, and t’ other too, be blind?
 Nothing so dear as an unfilch’d good name!

     But to proceed — for there is more behind:
 With much heartfelt reluctance be it said,
 Young Juan slipp’d half-smother’d, from the bed.
 

CLXVI
 

He had been hid — I don’t pretend to say

     How, nor can I indeed describe the where — 
 Young, slender, and pack’d easily, he lay,

     No doubt, in little compass, round or square;
 But pity him I neither must nor may

     His suffocation by that pretty pair;
 ‘T were better, sure, to die so, than be shut
 With maudlin Clarence in his Malmsey butt.
 

CLXVII
 

And, secondly, I pity not, because

     He had no business to commit a sin,
 Forbid by heavenly, fined by human laws,

     At least ‘t was rather early to begin;
 But at sixteen the conscience rarely gnaws

     So much as when we call our old debts in
 At sixty years, and draw the accompts of evil,
 And find a deuced balance with the devil.
 

CLXVIII
 

Of his position I can give no notion:

     ‘T is written in the Hebrew Chronicle,
 How the physicians, leaving pill and potion,

     Prescribed, by way of blister, a young belle,
 When old King David’s blood grew dull in motion,

     And that the medicine answer’d very well;
 Perhaps ‘t was in a different way applied,
 For David lived, but Juan nearly died.
 

CLXIX
 

What’s to be done? Alfonso will be back

     The moment he has sent his fools away.
 Antonia’s skill was put upon the rack,

     But no device could be brought into play — 
 And how to parry the renew’d attack?

     Besides, it wanted but few hours of day:
 Antonia puzzled; Julia did not speak,
 But press’d her bloodless lip to Juan’s cheek.
 

CLXX
 

He turn’d his lip to hers, and with his hand

     Call’d back the tangles of her wandering hair;
 Even then their love they could not all command,

     And half forgot their danger and despair:
 Antonia’s patience now was at a stand — 

     “Come, come, ‘t is no time now for fooling there,”
 She whisper’d, in great wrath— “I must deposit
 This pretty gentleman within the closet:
 

CLXXI
 

“Pray, keep your nonsense for some luckier night — 

     Who can have put my master in this mood?
 What will become on ‘t — I’m in such a fright,

     The devil’s in the urchin, and no good — 
 Is this a time for giggling? this a plight?

     Why, don’t you know that it may end in blood?
 You’ll lose your life, and I shall lose my place,
 My mistress all, for that half-girlish face.
 

CLXXII
 

“Had it but been for a stout cavalier

     Of twenty-five or thirty (come, make haste) — 
 But for a child, what piece of work is here!

     I really, madam, wonder at your taste
 (Come, sir, get in) — my master must be near:

     There, for the present, at the least, he’s fast,
 And if we can but till the morning keep
 Our counsel — (Juan, mind, you must not sleep).”
 

CLXXIII
 

Now, Don Alfonso entering, but alone,

     Closed the oration of the trusty maid:
 She loiter’d, and he told her to be gone,

     An order somewhat sullenly obey’d;
 However, present remedy was none,

     And no great good seem’d answer’d if she stay’d:
 Regarding both with slow and sidelong view,
 She snuff’d the candle, curtsied, and withdrew.
 

CLXXIV
 

Alfonso paused a minute — then begun

     Some strange excuses for his late proceeding;
 He would not justify what he had done,

     To say the best, it was extreme ill-breeding;
 But there were ample reasons for it, none

     Of which he specified in this his pleading:
 His speech was a fine sample, on the whole,
 Of rhetoric, which the learn’d call “rigmarole.”
 

CLXXV
 

Julia said nought; though all the while there rose

     A ready answer, which at once enables
 A matron, who her husband’s foible knows,

     By a few timely words to turn the tables,
 Which, if it does not silence, still must pose, — 

     Even if it should comprise a pack of fables;
 ‘T is to retort with firmness, and when he
 Suspects with one, do you reproach with three.
 

CLXXVI
 

Julia, in fact, had tolerable grounds, — 

     Alfonso’s loves with Inez were well known,
 But whether ‘t was that one’s own guilt confounds — 

     But that can’t be, as has been often shown,
 A lady with apologies abounds; — 

     It might be that her silence sprang alone
 From delicacy to Don Juan’s ear,
 To whom she knew his mother’s fame was dear.
 

CLXXVII
 

There might be one more motive, which makes two;

     Alfonso ne’er to Juan had alluded, — 
 Mention’d his jealousy but never who

     Had been the happy lover, he concluded,
 Conceal’d amongst his premises; ‘t is true,

     His mind the more o’er this its mystery brooded;
 To speak of Inez now were, one may say,
 Like throwing Juan in Alfonso’s way.
 

CLXXVIII
 

A hint, in tender cases, is enough;

     Silence is best, besides there is a tact — 
 (That modern phrase appears to me sad stuff,

     But it will serve to keep my verse compact) — 
 Which keeps, when push’d by questions rather rough,

     A lady always distant from the fact:
 The charming creatures lie with such a grace,
 There’s nothing so becoming to the face.
 

CLXXIX
 

They blush, and we believe them; at least I

     Have always done so; ‘t is of no great use,
 In any case, attempting a reply,

     For then their eloquence grows quite profuse;
 And when at length they ‘re out of breath, they sigh,

     And cast their languid eyes down, and let loose
 A tear or two, and then we make it up;
 And then — and then — and then — sit down and sup.
 

CLXXX
 

Alfonso closed his speech, and begg’d her pardon,

     Which Julia half withheld, and then half granted,
 And laid conditions he thought very hard on,

     Denying several little things he wanted:
 He stood like Adam lingering near his garden,

     With useless penitence perplex’d and haunted,
 Beseeching she no further would refuse,
 When, lo! he stumbled o’er a pair of shoes.
 

CLXXXI
 

A pair of shoes! — what then? not much, if they

     Are such as fit with ladies’ feet, but these
 (No one can tell how much I grieve to say)

     Were masculine; to see them, and to seize,
 Was but a moment’s act. — Ah! well-a-day!

     My teeth begin to chatter, my veins freeze — 
 Alfonso first examined well their fashion,
 And then flew out into another passion.
 

CLXXXII
 

He left the room for his relinquish’d sword,

     And Julia instant to the closet flew.
 “Fly, Juan, fly! for heaven’s sake — not a word — 

     The door is open — you may yet slip through
 The passage you so often have explored — 

     Here is the garden-key — Fly — fly — Adieu!
 Haste — haste! I hear Alfonso’s hurrying feet — 
 Day has not broke — there’s no one in the street:”
 

CLXXXIII
 

None can say that this was not good advice,

     The only mischief was, it came too late;
 Of all experience ‘t is the usual price,

     A sort of income-tax laid on by fate:
 Juan had reach’d the room-door in a trice,

     And might have done so by the garden-gate,
 But met Alfonso in his dressing-gown,
 Who threaten’d death — so Juan knock’d him down.
 

CLXXXIV
 

Dire was the scuffle, and out went the light;

     Antonia cried out “Rape!” and Julia “Fire!”
 But not a servant stirr’d to aid the fight.

     Alfonso, pommell’d to his heart’s desire,
 Swore lustily he’d be revenged this night;

     And Juan, too, blasphemed an octave higher;
 His blood was up: though young, he was a Tartar,
 And not at all disposed to prove a martyr.
 

CLXXXV
 

Alfonso’s sword had dropp’d ere he could draw it,

     And they continued battling hand to hand,
 For Juan very luckily ne’er saw it;

     His temper not being under great command,
 If at that moment he had chanced to claw it,

     Alfonso’s days had not been in the land
 Much longer. — Think of husbands’, lovers’ lives!
 And how ye may be doubly widows — wives!
 

CLXXXVI
 

Alfonso grappled to detain the foe,

     And Juan throttled him to get away,
 And blood (‘t was from the nose) began to flow;

     At last, as they more faintly wrestling lay,
 Juan contrived to give an awkward blow,

     And then his only garment quite gave way;
 He fled, like Joseph, leaving it; but there,
 I doubt, all likeness ends between the pair.
 

CLXXXVII
 

Lights came at length, and men, and maids, who found

     An awkward spectacle their eyes before;
 Antonia in hysterics, Julia swoon’d,

     Alfonso leaning, breathless, by the door;
 Some half-torn drapery scatter’d on the ground,

     Some blood, and several footsteps, but no more:
 Juan the gate gain’d, turn’d the key about,
 And liking not the inside, lock’d the out.
 

CLXXXVIII
 

Here ends this canto. — Need I sing, or say,

     How Juan naked, favour’d by the night,
 Who favours what she should not, found his way,

     And reach’d his home in an unseemly plight?
 The pleasant scandal which arose next day,

     The nine days’ wonder which was brought to light,
 And how Alfonso sued for a divorce,
 Were in the English newspapers, of course.
 

CLXXXIX
 

If you would like to see the whole proceedings,

     The depositions, and the cause at full,
 The names of all the witnesses, the pleadings

     Of counsel to nonsuit, or to annul,
 There’s more than one edition, and the readings

     Are various, but they none of them are dull;
 The best is that in short-hand ta’en by Gurney,
 Who to Madrid on purpose made a journey.
 

CXC
 

But Donna Inez, to divert the train

     Of one of the most circulating scandals
 That had for centuries been known in Spain,

     At least since the retirement of the Vandals,
 First vow’d (and never had she vow’d in vain)

     To Virgin Mary several pounds of candles;
 And then, by the advice of some old ladies,
 She sent her son to be shipp’d off from Cadiz.
 

CXCI
 

She had resolved that he should travel through

     All European climes, by land or sea,
 To mend his former morals, and get new,

     Especially in France and Italy
 (At least this is the thing most people do).

     Julia was sent into a convent: she
 Grieved, but, perhaps, her feelings may be better
 Shown in the following copy of her Letter: — 
 

CXCII
 

“They tell me ‘t is decided; you depart:

     ‘T is wise— ‘t is well, but not the less a pain;
 I have no further claim on your young heart,

     Mine is the victim, and would be again;
 To love too much has been the only art

     I used; — I write in haste, and if a stain
 Be on this sheet, ‘t is not what it appears;
 My eyeballs burn and throb, but have no tears.
 

CXCIII
 

“I loved, I love you, for this love have lost

     State, station, heaven, mankind’s, my own esteem,
 And yet can not regret what it hath cost,

     So dear is still the memory of that dream;
 Yet, if I name my guilt, ‘t is not to boast,

     None can deem harshlier of me than I deem:
 I trace this scrawl because I cannot rest — 
 I’ve nothing to reproach, or to request.
 

CXCIV
 

“Man’s love is of man’s life a thing apart,

     ‘T is woman’s whole existence; man may range
 The court, camp, church, the vessel, and the mart;

     Sword, gown, gain, glory, offer in exchange
 Pride, fame, ambition, to fill up his heart,

     And few there are whom these cannot estrange;
 Men have all these resources, we but one,
 To love again, and be again undone.
 

CXCV
 

“You will proceed in pleasure, and in pride,

     Beloved and loving many; all is o’er
 For me on earth, except some years to hide

     My shame and sorrow deep in my heart’s core;
 These I could bear, but cannot cast aside

     The passion which still rages as before — 
 And so farewell — forgive me, love me — No,
 That word is idle now — but let it go.
 

CXCVI
 

“My breast has been all weakness, is so yet;

     But still I think I can collect my mind;
 My blood still rushes where my spirit’s set,

     As roll the waves before the settled wind;
 My heart is feminine, nor can forget — 

     To all, except one image, madly blind;
 So shakes the needle, and so stands the pole,
 As vibrates my fond heart to my fix’d soul.
 

CXCVII
 

“I have no more to say, but linger still,

     And dare not set my seal upon this sheet,
 And yet I may as well the task fulfil,

     My misery can scarce be more complete:
 I had not lived till now, could sorrow kill;

     Death shuns the wretch who fain the blow would meet,
 And I must even survive this last adieu,
 And bear with life, to love and pray for you!”
 

CXCVIII
 

This note was written upon gilt-edged paper

     With a neat little crow-quill, slight and new:
 Her small white hand could hardly reach the taper,

     It trembled as magnetic needles do,
 And yet she did not let one tear escape her;

     The seal a sun-flower; “Elle vous suit partout,”
 The motto cut upon a white cornelian;
 The wax was superfine, its hue vermilion.
 

CXCIX
 

This was Don Juan’s earliest scrape; but whether

     I shall proceed with his adventures is
 Dependent on the public altogether;

     We’ll see, however, what they say to this:
 Their favour in an author’s cap’s a feather,

     And no great mischief’s done by their caprice;
 And if their approbation we experience,
 Perhaps they’ll have some more about a year hence.
 

CC
 

My poem’s epic, and is meant to be

     Divided in twelve books; each book containing,
 With love, and war, a heavy gale at sea,

     A list of ships, and captains, and kings reigning,
 New characters; the episodes are three:

     A panoramic view of hell’s in training,
 After the style of Virgil and of Homer,
 So that my name of Epic’s no misnomer.
 

CCI
 

All these things will be specified in time,

     With strict regard to Aristotle’s rules,
 The Vade Mecum of the true sublime,

     Which makes so many poets, and some fools:
 Prose poets like blank-verse, I’m fond of rhyme,

     Good workmen never quarrel with their tools;
 I’ve got new mythological machinery,
 And very handsome supernatural scenery.
 

CCII
 

There’s only one slight difference between

     Me and my epic brethren gone before,
 And here the advantage is my own, I ween

     (Not that I have not several merits more,
 But this will more peculiarly be seen);

     They so embellish, that ‘t is quite a bore
 Their labyrinth of fables to thread through,
 Whereas this story’s actually true.
 

CCIII
 

If any person doubt it, I appeal

     To history, tradition, and to facts,
 To newspapers, whose truth all know and feel,

     To plays in five, and operas in three acts;
 All these confirm my statement a good deal,

     But that which more completely faith exacts
 Is that myself, and several now in Seville,

Saw Juan’s last elopement with the devil.
 

CCIV
 

If ever I should condescend to prose,

     I’ll write poetical commandments, which
 Shall supersede beyond all doubt all those

     That went before; in these I shall enrich
 My text with many things that no one knows,

     And carry precept to the highest pitch:
 I’ll call the work “Longinus o’er a Bottle,
 Or, Every Poet his own Aristotle.”
 

CCV
 

Thou shalt believe in Milton, Dryden, Pope;

     Thou shalt not set up Wordsworth, Coleridge, Southey;
 Because the first is crazed beyond all hope,

     The second drunk, the third so quaint and mouthy:
 With Crabbe it may be difficult to cope,

     And Campbell’s Hippocrene is somewhat drouthy:
 Thou shalt not steal from Samuel Rogers, nor
 Commit — flirtation with the muse of Moore.
 

CCVI
 

Thou shalt not covet Mr. Sotheby’s Muse,

     His Pegasus, nor anything that’s his;
 Thou shalt not bear false witness like “the Blues”

     (There’s one, at least, is very fond of this);
 Thou shalt not write, in short, but what I choose:

     This is true criticism, and you may kiss — 
 Exactly as you please, or not, — the rod;
 But if you don’t, I’ll lay it on, by G-d!
 

CCVII
 

If any person should presume to assert

     This story is not moral, first, I pray,
 That they will not cry out before they’re hurt,

     Then that they’ll read it o’er again, and say
 (But, doubtless, nobody will be so pert)

     That this is not a moral tale, though gay;
 Besides, in Canto Twelfth, I mean to show
 The very place where wicked people go.
 

CCVIII
 

If, after all, there should be some so blind

     To their own good this warning to despise,
 Led by some tortuosity of mind,

     Not to believe my verse and their own eyes,
 And cry that they “the moral cannot find,”

     I tell him, if a clergyman, he lies;
 Should captains the remark, or critics, make,
 They also lie too — under a mistake.
 

CCIX
 

The public approbation I expect,

     And beg they’ll take my word about the moral,
 Which I with their amusement will connect

     (So children cutting teeth receive a coral);
 Meantime, they’ll doubtless please to recollect

     My epical pretensions to the laurel:
 For fear some prudish readers should grow skittish,
 I’ve bribed my grandmother’s review — the British.
 

CCX
 

I sent it in a letter to the Editor,

     Who thank’d me duly by return of post — 
 I’m for a handsome article his creditor;

     Yet, if my gentle Muse he please to roast,
 And break a promise after having made it her,

     Denying the receipt of what it cost,
 And smear his page with gall instead of honey,
 All I can say is — that he had the money.
 

CCXI
 

I think that with this holy new alliance

     I may ensure the public, and defy
 All other magazines of art or science,

     Daily, or monthly, or three monthly; I
 Have not essay’d to multiply their clients,

     Because they tell me ‘t were in vain to try,
 And that the Edinburgh Review and Quarterly
 Treat a dissenting author very martyrly.
 

CCXII
 

“Non ego hoc ferrem calida juventâ

     Consule Planco,” Horace said, and so
 Say I; by which quotation there is meant a

     Hint that some six or seven good years ago
 (Long ere I dreamt of dating from the Brenta)

     I was most ready to return a blow,
 And would not brook at all this sort of thing
 In my hot youth — when George the Third was King.
 

CCXIII
 

But now at thirty years my hair is grey

     (I wonder what it will be like at forty?
 I thought of a peruke the other day) — 

     My heart is not much greener; and, in short, I
 Have squander’d my whole summer while ‘t was May,

     And feel no more the spirit to retort; I
 Have spent my life, both interest and principal,
 And deem not, what I deem’d, my soul invincible.
 

CCXIV
 

No more — no more — Oh! never more on me

     The freshness of the heart can fall like dew,
 Which out of all the lovely things we see

     Extracts emotions beautiful and new,
 Hived in our bosoms like the bag o’ the bee:

     Think’st thou the honey with those objects grew?
 Alas! ‘t was not in them, but in thy power
 To double even the sweetness of a flower.
 

CCXV
 

No more — no more — Oh! never more, my heart,

     Canst thou be my sole world, my universe!
 Once all in all, but now a thing apart,

     Thou canst not be my blessing or my curse:
 The illusion’s gone for ever, and thou art

     Insensible, I trust, but none the worse,
 And in thy stead I’ve got a deal of judgment,
 Though heaven knows how it ever found a lodgment.
 

CCXVI
 

My days of love are over; me no more

     The charms of maid, wife, and still less of widow,
 Can make the fool of which they made before, — 

     In short, I must not lead the life I did do;
 The credulous hope of mutual minds is o’er,

     The copious use of claret is forbid too,
 So for a good old-gentlemanly vice,
 I think I must take up with avarice.
 

CCXVII
 

Ambition was my idol, which was broken

     Before the shrines of Sorrow, and of Pleasure;
 And the two last have left me many a token

     O’er which reflection may be made at leisure:
 Now, like Friar Bacon’s brazen head, I’ve spoken,

     “Time is, Time was, Time’s past:” — a chymic treasure
 Is glittering youth, which I have spent betimes — 
 My heart in passion, and my head on rhymes.
 

CCXVIII
 

What is the end of Fame? ‘t is but to fill

     A certain portion of uncertain paper:
 Some liken it to climbing up a hill,

     Whose summit, like all hills, is lost in vapour;
 For this men write, speak, preach, and heroes kill,

     And bards burn what they call their “midnight taper,”
 To have, when the original is dust,
 A name, a wretched picture, and worse bust.
 

CCXIX
 

What are the hopes of man? Old Egypt’s King

     Cheops erected the first pyramid
 And largest, thinking it was just the thing

     To keep his memory whole, and mummy hid;
 But somebody or other rummaging,

     Burglariously broke his coffin’s lid:
 Let not a monument give you or me hopes,
 Since not a pinch of dust remains of Cheops.
 

CCXX
 

But I being fond of true philosophy,

     Say very often to myself, “Alas!
 All things that have been born were born to die,

     And flesh (which Death mows down to hay) is grass;
 You’ve pass’d your youth not so unpleasantly,

     And if you had it o’er again— ‘t would pass — 
 So thank your stars that matters are no worse,
 And read your Bible, sir, and mind your purse.”
 

CCXXI
 

But for the present, gentle reader! and

     Still gentler purchaser! the bard — that’s I — 
 Must, with permission, shake you by the hand,

     And so “Your humble servant, and good-b’ye!”
 We meet again, if we should understand

     Each other; and if not, I shall not try
 Your patience further than by this short sample — 
 ‘T were well if others follow’d my example.
 

CCXXII
 

“Go, little book, from this my solitude!

     I cast thee on the waters — go thy ways!
 And if, as I believe, thy vein be good,

     The world will find thee after many days.”
 When Southey’s read, and Wordsworth understood,

     I can’t help putting in my claim to praise — 
 The four first rhymes are Southey’s every line:
 For God’s sake, reader! take them not for mine.
 

Nov. 1, 1818
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Thomas Moore
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The Light of Other Days
 

Thomas Moore (1779–1852)
 

OFT in the stilly night

 Ere slumber’s chain has bound me,

Fond Memory brings the light

 Of other days around me:

  The smiles, the tears   5

  Of boyhood’s years,

 The words of love then spoken;

  The eyes that shone,

  Now dimm’d and gone,

 The cheerful hearts now broken!   10

Thus in the stilly night

 Ere slumber’s chain has bound me,

Sad Memory brings the light

 Of other days around me.
 

When I remember all   15

 The friends so link’d together

I’ve seen around me fall

 Like leaves in wintry weather,

  I feel like one

  Who treads alone   20

 Some banquet-hall deserted,

  Whose lights are fled

  Whose garlands dead,

 And all but he departed!

Thus in the stilly night   25

 Ere slumber’s chain has bound me,

Sad Memory brings the light

 Of other days around me.
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Pro Patria Mori
 

Thomas Moore (1779–1852)
 

WHEN he who adores thee has left but the name

 Of his fault and his sorrows behind,

O! say wilt thou weep, when they darken the fame

 Of a life that for thee was resign’d!

Yes, weep, and however my foes may condemn,   5

 Thy tears shall efface their decree;

For, Heaven can witness, though guilty to them,

 I have been but too faithful to thee.
 

With thee were the dreams of my earliest love;

 Every thought of my reason was thine:   10

In my last humble prayer to the Spirit above

 Thy name shall be mingled with mine!

O! blest are the lovers and friends who shall live

 The days of thy glory to see;

But the next dearest blessing that Heaven can give   15

 Is the pride of thus dying for thee.
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The Meeting of the Waters
 

Thomas Moore (1779–1852)
 

THERE is not in the wide world a valley so sweet

As that vale in whose bosom the bright waters meet;

Oh! the last rays of feeling and life must depart,

Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from my heart.
 

Yet it was not that nature had shed o’er the scene   5

Her purest of crystal and brightest of green;

’Twas not her soft magic of streamlet or hill,

Oh! no — it was something more exquisite still.
 

’Twas that friends, the beloved of my bosom, were near,

Who made every dear scene of enchantment more dear,   10

And who felt how the best charms of nature improve,

When we see them reflected from looks that we love.
 

Sweet vale of Avoca! how calm could I rest

In thy bosom of shade, with the friends I love best,

Where the storms that we feel in this cold world should cease,   15

And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in peace.
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The Last Rose of Summer
 

Thomas Moore (1779–1852)
 

‘TIS the last rose of summer

 Left blooming alone;

All her lovely companions

 Are faded and gone;

No flower of her kindred,   5

 No rosebud is nigh,

To reflect back her blushes,

 To give sigh for sigh.
 

I’ll not leave thee, thou lone one!

 To pine on the stem;   10

Since the lovely are sleeping,

 Go, sleep thou with them.

Thus kindly I scatter

 Thy leaves o’er the bed,

Where thy mates of the garden   15

 Lie scentless and dead.
 

So soon may I follow,

 When friendships decay,

And from Love’s shining circle

 The gems drop away.   20

When true hearts lie withered

 And fond ones are flown,

Oh! who would inhabit

 This bleak world alone?
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The Harp that Once Through Tara’s Halls
 

Thomas Moore (1779–1852)
 

THE HARP that once through Tara’s halls

 The soul of music shed,

Now hangs as mute on Tara’s walls

 As if that soul were fled.

So sleeps the pride of former days,   5

 So glory’s thrill is o’er,

And hearts, that once beat high for praise,

 Now feel that pulse no more.
 

No more to chiefs and ladies bright

 The harp of Tara swells:   10

The chord alone, that breaks at night,

 Its tale of ruin tells.

Thus Freedom now so seldom wakes,

 The only throb she gives,

Is when some heart indignant breaks,   15

 To show that still she lives.
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A Canadian Boat-Song
 

Thomas Moore (1779–1852)
 

FAINTLY as tolls the evening chime

Our voices keep tune and our oars keep time.

Soon as the woods on shore look dim,

We’ll sing at St. Anne’s our parting hymn.

Row, brothers, row, the stream runs fast,   5

The Rapids are near and the daylight’s past!
 

Why should we yet our sail unfurl?

There is not a breath the blue wave to curl;

But, when the wind blows off the shore,

Oh! sweetly we’ll rest our weary oar.   10

Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast,

The Rapids are near and the daylight’s past!
 

Utawas’ tide! this trembling moon

Shall see us float over thy surges soon.

Saint of this green isle! hear our prayers,   15

Oh, grant us cool heavens and favouring airs.

Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast,

The Rapids are near and the daylight’s past!
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The Journey Onwards
 

Thomas Moore (1779–1852)
 

AS slow our ship her foamy track

 Against the wind was cleaving,

Her trembling pennant still look’d back

 To that dear isle ’twas leaving.

So loth we part from all we love,   5

 From all the links that bind us;

So turn our hearts, as on we rove,

 To those we’ve left behind us!
 

When, round the bowl, of vanish’d years

 We talk with joyous seeming — 10

With smiles that might as well be tears,

 So faint, so sad their beaming;

While memory brings us back again

 Each early tie that twined us,

O, sweet’s the cup that circles then   15

 To those we’ve left behind us!
 

And when, in other climes, we meet

 Some isle or vale enchanting,

Where all looks flowery, wild and sweet,

 And nought but love is wanting;   20

We think how great had been our bliss

 If Heaven had but assign’d us

To live and die in scenes like this,

 With some we’ve left behind us!
 

As travellers oft look back at eve   25

 When eastward darkly going,

To gaze upon that light they leave

 Still faint behind them glowing, — 

So, when the close of pleasure’s day

 To gloom hath near consign’d us,   30

We turn to catch one fading ray

 Of joy that’s left behind us.
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The Young May Moon
 

Thomas Moore (1779–1852)
 

THE YOUNG May moon is beaming, love,

The glow-worm’s lamp is gleaming, love;

  How sweet to rove

  Through Morna’s grove,

When the drowsy world is dreaming, love!   5

Then awake! — the heavens look bright, my dear,

’Tis never too late for delight, my dear;

  And the best of all ways

  To lengthen our days

Is to steal a few hours from the night, my dear!   10
 

Now all the world is sleeping, love,

But the Sage, his star-watch keeping, love,

  And I, whose star

  More glorious far

Is the eye from that casement peeping, love.   15

Then awake! — till rise of sun, my dear,

The Sage’s glass we’ll shun, my dear,

  Or in watching the flight

  Of bodies of light

He might happen to take thee for one, my dear!   20
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Echo
 

Thomas Moore (1779–1852)
 

HOW sweet the answer Echo makes

To Music at night

When, roused by lute or horn, she wakes,

And far away o’er lawns and lakes

Goes answering light!   5
 

Yet Love hath echoes truer far

And far more sweet

Than e’er, beneath the moonlight’s star,

Of horn or lute or soft guitar

The songs repeat.   10
 

’Tis when the sigh, — in youth sincere

And only then,

The sigh that’s breathed for one to hear — 

Is by that one, that only dear

Breathed back again.   15
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At the Mid Hour of Night
 

Thomas Moore (1779–1852)
 

AT the mid hour of night, when stars are weeping, I fly

To the lone vale we loved, when life shone warm in thine eye;

And I think oft, if spirits can steal from the regions of air

To revisit past scenes of delight, thou wilt come to me there

And tell me our love is remember’d even in the sky!   5
 

Then I sing the wild song it once was rapture to hear

When our voices, commingling, breathed like one on the ear;

And as Echo far off through the vale my sad orison rolls,

I think, O my Love! ’tis thy voice, from the Kingdom of Souls

Faintly answering still the notes that once were so dear.   10
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Charles Wolfe
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The Burial of Sir John Moore At Corunna
 

Charles Wolfe (1791–1823)
 

NOT a drum was heard, not a funeral note,

 As his corse to the rampart we hurried;

Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot

 O’er the grave where our hero was buried.
 

We buried him darkly at dead of night,   5

 The sods with our bayonets turning;

By the struggling moonbeam’s misty light

 And the lantern dimly burning.
 

No useless coffin enclosed his breast,

 Not in sheet or in shroud we wound him;   10

But he lay like a warrior taking his rest,

 With his martial cloak around him.
 

Few and short were the prayers we said,

 And we spoke not a word of sorrow;

But we steadfastly gazed on the face that was dead,   15

 And we bitterly thought of the morrow.
 

We thought, as we hollow’d his narrow bed

 And smoothed down his lonely pillow,

That the foe and the stranger would tread o’er his head,

 And we far away on the billow!   20
 

Lightly they’ll talk of the spirit that’s gone

 And o’er his cold ashes upbraid him, — 

But little he’ll reck, if they let him sleep on

 In the grave where a Briton has laid him.
 

But half of our heavy task was done   25

 When the clock struck the hour for retiring:

And we heard the distant and random gun

 That the foe was sullenly firing.
 

Slowly and sadly we laid him down,

 From the field of his fame fresh and gory;   30

We carved not a line, and we raised not a stone,

 But we left him alone with his glory.
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Percy Bysshe Shelley
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Hymn of Pan
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

 FROM the forests and highlands

  We come, we come;

 From the river-girt islands,

  Where loud waves are dumb,

 Listening to my sweet pipings.   5

  The wind in the reeds and the rushes,

   The bees on the bells of thyme,

  The birds on the myrtle, bushes,

   The cicale above in the lime,

And the lizards below in the grass,   10

Were as silent as ever old Tmolus was,

 Listening to my sweet pipings.
 

 Liquid Peneus was flowing,

  And all dark Tempe lay

 In Pelion’s shadow, outgrowing   15

  The light of the dying day,

 Speeded by my sweet pipings.

  The Sileni and Sylvans and Fauns,

   And the Nymphs of the woods and waves,

  To the edge of the moist river-lawns,   20

   And the brink of the dewy caves,

And all that did then attend and follow,

Were silent with love, as you now, Apollo,

 With envy of my sweet pipings.
 

 I sang of the dancing stars,   25

  I sang of the dædal earth,

 And of heaven, and the giant wars,

  And love, and death, and birth.

 And then I changed my pipings — 

  Singing how down the vale of Mænalus   30

   I pursued a maiden, and clasp’d a reed:

  Gods and men, we are all deluded thus;

   It breaks in our bosom, and then we bleed.

All wept — as I think both ye now would,

If envy or age had not frozen your blood — 35

 At the sorrow of my sweet pipings.
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Hellas
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

THE WORLD’S great age begins anew,

 The golden years return,

The earth doth like a snake renew

 Her winter weeds outworn:

Heaven smiles, and faiths and empires gleam   5

Like wrecks of a dissolving dream.
 

A brighter Hellas rears its mountains

 From waves serener far;

A new Peneus rolls his fountains

 Against the morning star;   10

Where fairer Tempes bloom, there sleep

Young Cyclads on a sunnier deep.
 

A loftier Argo cleaves the main,

 Fraught with a later prize;

Another Orpheus sings again,   15

 And loves, and weeps, and dies;

A new Ulysses leaves once more

Calypso for his native shore.
 

O write no more the tale of Troy,

 If earth Death’s scroll must be — 20

Nor mix with Laian rage the joy

 Which dawns upon the free,

Although a subtler Sphinx renew

Riddles of death Thebes never knew.
 

Another Athens shall arise,   25

 And to remoter time

Bequeath, like sunset to the skies,

 The splendour of its prime;

And leave, if naught so bright may live,

All earth can take or Heaven can give.   30
 

Saturn and Love their long repose

 Shall burst, more bright and good

Than all who fell, than One who rose,

 Than many unsubdued:

Not gold, not blood, their altar dowers,   35

But votive tears and symbol flowers.
 

O cease! must hate and death return?

 Cease! must men kill and die?

Cease! drain not to its dregs the urn

 Of bitter prophecy!   40

The world is weary of the past — 

O might it die or rest at last!
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Invocation
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

RARELY, rarely comest thou,

 Spirit of Delight!

Wherefore hast thou left me now

 Many a day and night?

Many a weary night and day   5

’Tis since thou art fled away.
 

How shall ever one like me

 Win thee back again?

With the joyous and the free

 Thou wilt scoff at pain.   10

Spirit false! thou hast forgot

All but those who need thee not.
 

As a lizard with the shade

 Of a trembling leaf,

Thou with sorrow art dismay’d;   15

 Even the sighs of grief

Reproach thee, that thou art not near,

And reproach thou wilt not hear.
 

Let me set my mournful ditty

 To a merry measure; — 20

Thou wilt never come for pity,

 Thou wilt come for pleasure; — 

Pity thou wilt cut away

Those cruel wings, and thou wilt stay.
 

I love all that thou lovest,   25

 Spirit of Delight!

The fresh Earth in new leaves drest

 And the starry night;

Autumn evening, and the morn

When the golden mists are born.   30
 

I love snow and all the forms

 Of the radiant frost;

I love waves, and winds, and storms,

 Everything almost

Which is Nature’s, and may be   35

Untainted by man’s misery.
 

I love tranquil solitude,

 And such society

As is quiet, wise, and good;

 Between thee and me   40

What diff’rence? but thou dost possess

The things I seek, nor love them less.
 

I love Love — though he has wings,

 And like light can flee,

But above all other things,   45

 Spirit, I love thee — 

Thou art love and life! O come!

Make once more my heart thy home!
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Stanzas Written in Dejection Near Naples
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

 THE SUN is warm, the sky is clear,

 The waves are dancing fast and bright,

 Blue isles and snowy mountains wear

 The purple noon’s transparent light:

 The breath of the moist earth is light   5

 Around its unexpanded buds;

 Like many a voice of one delight — 

 The winds’, the birds’, the ocean-floods’ — 

The City’s voice itself is soft like Solitude’s.
 

 I see the Deep’s untrampled floor   10

 With green and purple sea-weeds strown;

 I see the waves upon the shore

 Like light dissolved in star-showers thrown:

 I sit upon the sands alone;

 The lightning of the noon-tide ocean   15

 Is flashing round me, and a tone

 Arises from its measured motion — 

How sweet! did any heart now share in my emotion.
 

 Alas! I have nor hope nor health,

 Nor peace within nor calm around,   20

 Nor that Content, surpassing wealth,

 The sage in meditation found,

 And walk’d with inward glory crown’d — 

 Nor fame, nor power, nor love, nor leisure;

 Others I see whom these surround — 25

 Smiling they live, and call life pleasure;

To me that cup has been dealt in another measure.
 

 Yet now despair itself is mild

 Even as the winds and waters are;

 I could lie down like a tired child,   30

 And weep away the life of care

 Which I have borne, and yet must bear,

 Till death like sleep might steal on me,

 And I might feel in the warm air

 My cheek grow cold, and hear the sea   35

Breathe o’er my dying brain its last monotony.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








I Fear Thy Kisses
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

I FEAR thy kisses, gentle maiden;

Thou needest not fear mine;

My spirit is too deeply laden

Ever to burthen thine.
 

I fear thy mien, thy tones, thy motion;   5

Thou needest not fear mine;

Innocent is the heart’s devotion

With which I worship thine.
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Lines to an Indian Air
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

I ARISE from dreams of thee

In the first sweet sleep of night,

When the winds are breathing low

And the stars are shining bright:

I arise from dreams of thee,   5

And a spirit in my feet

Hath led me — who knows how?

To thy chamber-window, Sweet!
 

The wandering airs they faint

On the dark, the silent stream — 10

The champak odours fail

Like sweet thoughts in a dream;

The nightingale’s complaint

It dies upon her heart,

As I must die on thine   15

O belove´d as thou art!
 

O lift me from the grass!

I die, I faint, I fail!

Let thy love in kisses rain

On my lips and eyelids pale.   20

My cheek is cold and white, alas!

My heart beats loud and fast;

O! press it close to thine again

Where it will break at last.
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To a Skylark
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

  HAIL to thee, blithe Spirit!

   Bird thou never wert,

  That from heaven, or near it,

   Pourest thy full heart

In profuse strains of unpremeditated art   5
 

  Higher still and higher

   From the earth thou springest

  Like a cloud of fire;

   The blue deep thou wingest,

And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest.   10
 

  In the golden lightning

   Of the sunken sun

  O’er which clouds are brightening,

   Thou dost float and run,

Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun.   15
 

  The pale purple even

   Melts around thy flight;

  Like a star of heaven

   In the broad daylight

Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight:   20
 

  Keen as are the arrows

   Of that silver sphere,

  Whose intense lamp narrows

   In the white dawn clear

Until we hardly see, we feel that it is there.   25
 

  All the earth and air

   With thy voice is loud,

  As, when night is bare,

   From one lonely cloud

The moon rains out her beams, and heaven is overflow’d.   30
 

  What thou art we know not;

   What is most like thee?

  From rainbow clouds there flow not

   Drops so bright to see

As from thy presence showers a rain of melody.   35
 

  Like a poet hidden

   In the light of thought,

  Singing hymns unbidden,

   Till the world is wrought

To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not:   40
 

  Like a high-born maiden

   In a palace tower,

  Soothing her love-laden

   Soul in secret hour

With music sweet as love, which overflows her bower:   45
 

  Like a glow-worm golden

   In a dell of dew,

  Scattering unbeholden

   Its aerial hue

Among the flowers and grass, which screen it from the view:   50
 

  Like a rose embower’d

   In its own green leaves,

  By warm winds deflower’d,

   Till the scent it gives

Makes faint with too much sweet these heavy-winged thieves.   55
 

  Sound of vernal showers

   On the twinkling grass,

  Rain-awaken’d flowers,

   All that ever was

Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth surpass.   60
 

  Teach us, sprite or bird,

   What sweet thoughts are thine:

  I have never heard

   Praise of love or wine

That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine.   65
 

  Chorus hymeneal

   Or triumphal chaunt

  Match’d with thine, would be all

   But an empty vaunt — 

A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want.   70
 

  What objects are the fountains

   Of thy happy strain?

  What fields, or waves, or mountains?

   What shapes of sky or plain?

What love of thine own kind? what ignorance of pain?   75
 

  With thy clear keen joyance

   Languor cannot be:

  Shadow of annoyance

   Never came near thee:

Thou lovest; but ne’er knew love’s sad satiety.   80
 

  Waking or asleep

   Thou of death must deem

  Things more true and deep

   Than we mortals dream,

Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream?   85
 

  We look before and after,

   And pine for what is not:

  Our sincerest laughter

   With some pain is fraught;

Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought.   90
 

  Yet if we could scorn

   Hate, and pride, and fear;

  If we were things born

   Not to shed a tear,

I know not how thy joy we ever should come near.   95
 

  Better than all measures

   Of delightful sound,

  Better than all treasures

   That in books are found,

Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner of the ground!   100
 

  Teach me half the gladness

   That thy brain must know,

  Such harmonious madness

   From my lips would flow

The world should listen then, as I am listening now!   105
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Love’s Philosophy
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

THE FOUNTAINS mingle with the river

And the rivers with the ocean,

The winds of heaven mix for ever

With a sweet emotion;

Nothing in the world is single,   5

All things by a law divine

In one another’s being mingle — 

Why not I with thine?
 

See the mountains kiss high heaven

And the waves clasp one another;   10

No sister-flower would be forgiven

If it disdain’d its brother:

And the sunlight clasps the earth,

And the moonbeams kiss the sea — 

What are all these kissings worth,   15

If thou kiss not me?
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To the Night
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

SWIFTLY walk over the western wave,

     Spirit of Night!

Out of the misty eastern cave

Where, all the long and lone daylight,

Thou wovest dreams of joy and fear   5

Which make thee terrible and dear, — 

     Swift be thy flight!
 

Wrap thy form in a mantle gray

     Star-inwrought!

Blind with thine hair the eyes of day,   10

Kiss her until she be wearied out:

Then wander o’er city and sea and land,

Touching all with thine opiate wand — 

     Come, long-sought!
 

When I arose and saw the dawn,   15

     I sigh’d for thee;

When light rode high, and the dew was gone,

And noon lay heavy on flower and tree,

And the weary Day turn’d to his rest

Lingering like an unloved guest,   20

     I sigh’d for thee.
 

Thy brother Death came, and cried

     Wouldst thou me?

Thy sweet child Sleep, the filmy-eyed,

Murmur’d like a noon-tide bee   25

Shall I nestle near thy side?

Wouldst thou me? — And I replied

     No, not thee!
 

Death will come when thou art dead,

     Soon, too soon — 30

Sleep will come when thou art fled;

Of neither would I ask the boon

I ask of thee, belove´d Night — 

Swift be thine approaching flight,

     Come soon, soon!   35
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Ode to the West Wind
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

O WILD West Wind, thou breath of Autumn’s being,

Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead

Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing,

Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red,

Pestilence-stricken multitudes: O thou   5

Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed

The winge´d seeds, where they lie cold and low,

Each like a corpse within its grave, until

Thine azure sister of the spring shall blow

Her clarion o’er the dreaming earth, and fill   10

(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air)

With living hues and odours plain and hill:

Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere;

Destroyer and Preserver; Hear, O hear!
 

 Thou on whose stream, ‘mid the steep sky’s commotion,   15

Loose clouds like earth’s decaying leaves are shed,

Shook from the tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean,

Angels of rain and lightning; there are spread

On the blue surface of thine airy surge,

Like the bright hair uplifted from the head   20

Of some fierce Maenad, ev’n from the dim verge

Of the horizon to the zenith’s height — 

The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge

Of the dying year, to which this closing night

Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre,   25

Vaulted with all thy congregated might,

Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere

Black rain, and fire, and hail, will burst: O hear!
 

 Thou who didst waken from his summer-dreams

The blue Mediterranean, where he lay   30

Lull’d by the coil of his crystalline streams,

Beside a pumice isle in Baiae’s bay,

And saw in sleep old palaces and towers

Quivering within the wave’s intenser day,

All overgrown with azure moss and flowers   35

So sweet, the sense faints picturing them! Thou

For whose path the Atlantic’s level powers

Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below

The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear

The sapless foliage of the ocean, know   40

Thy voice, and suddenly grow gray with fear

And tremble and despoil themselves: O hear!
 

 If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear;

If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee;

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share   45

The impulse of thy strength, only less free

Than Thou, O uncontrollable! If even

I were as in my boyhood, and could be

The comrade of thy wanderings over heaven,

As then, when to outstrip thy skyey speed   50

Scarce seem’d a vision, I would ne’er have striven

As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need.

O lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud!

I fall upon the thorns of life! I bleed!

A heavy weight of hours has chain’d and bow’d   55

One too like thee: tameless, and swift, and proud.
 

 Make me thy lyre, ev’n as the forest is:

What if my leaves are falling like its own!

The tumult of thy mighty harmonies

Will take from both a deep autumnal tone,   60

Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, Spirit fierce,

My spirit! be thou me, impetuous one!

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe

Like wither’d leaves, to quicken a new birth;

And, by the incantation of this verse,   65

Scatter, as from an unextinguish’d hearth

Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind!

Be through my lips to unawaken’d earth

The trumpet of a prophecy! O Wind,

If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind?   70
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Written Among the Euganean Hills, North Italy
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

MANY a green isle needs must be

In the deep wide sea of misery,

Or the mariner, worn and wan,

Never thus could voyage on

Day and night, and night and day,   5

Drifting on his dreary way,

With the solid darkness black

Closing round his vessel’s track;

Whilst above, the sunless sky

Big with clouds, hangs heavily,   10

And behind the tempest fleet

Hurries on with lightning feet,

Riving sail, and cord, and plank,

Till the ship has almost drank

Death from the o’er-brimming deep;   15

And sinks down, down, like that sleep

When the dreamer seems to be

Weltering through eternity;

And the dim low line before

Of a dark and distant shore   20

Still recedes, as ever still

Longing with divided will,

But no power to seek or shun,

He is ever drifted on

O’er the unreposing wave,   25

To the haven of the grave.

What, if there no friends will greet;

What, if there no heart will meet

His with love’s impatient beat;

Wander whereso’er he may,   30

Can he dream before that day

To find refuge from distress

In friendship’s smile, in love’s caress?

Then ‘twill wreak him little woe

Whether such there be or no:   35

Senseless is the breast, and cold,

Which relenting love would fold;

Bloodless are the veins and chill

Which the pulse of pain did fill;

Every little living nerve   40

That from bitter words did swerve

Round the tortured lips and brow,

Are like sapless leaflets now

Frozen upon December’s bough.
 

On the beach of a northern sea   45

Which tempests shake eternally,

As once the wretch there lay to sleep,

Lies a solitary heap,

One white skull and seven dry bones,

On the margin of the stones,   50

Where a few gray rushes stand,

Boundaries of the sea and land:

Nor is heard one voice of wail

But the sea-mews, as they sail

O’er the billows of the gale;   55

Or the whirlwind up and down

Howling, like a slaughtered town,

When a king in glory rides

Through the pomp of fratricides:

Those unburied bones around   60

There is many a mournful sound;

There is no lament for him,

Like a sunless vapour, dim,

Who once clothed with life and thought

What now moves nor murmurs not.   65
 

 Ay, many flowering islands lie

In the waters of wide Agony:

To such a one this morn was led

My bark, by soft winds piloted.

— ‘Mid the mountains Euganean   70

I stood listening to the paean

With which the legion’d rooks did hail

The Sun’s uprise majestical:

Gathering round with wings all hoar,

Through the dewy mist they soar   75

Like gray shades, till the eastern heaven

Bursts, and then, — as clouds of even

Fleck’d with fire and azure, lie

In the unfathomable sky, — 

So their plumes of purple grain   80

Starr’d with drops of golden rain

Gleam above the sunlight woods,

As in silent multitudes

On the morning’s fitful gale

Through the broken mist they sail;   85

And the vapours cloven and gleaming

Follow down the dark steep streaming,

Till all is bright, and clear, and still

Round the solitary hill.

Beneath is spread like a green sea   90

The waveless plain of Lombardy,

Bounded by the vaporous air,

Islanded by cities fair;

Underneath day’s azure eyes,

Ocean’s nursling, Venice lies, — 95

A peopled labyrinth of walls,

Amphrite’s destined halls,

Which her hoary sire now paves

With his blue and beaming waves.

Lo! the sun upsprings behind,   100

Broad, red, radiant, half-reclined

On the level quivering line

Of the waters crystalline;

And before that chasm of light,

As within a furnace bright,   105

Column, tower, and dome, and spire,

Shine like obelisks of fire,

Pointing with inconstant motion

From the altar of dark ocean

To the sapphire-tinted skies;   110

As the flames of sacrifice

From the marble shrines did rise

As to pierce the dome of gold

Where Apollo spoke of old.
 

Sun-girt City! thou hast been   115

Ocean’s child, and then his queen;

Now is come a darker day,

And thou soon must be his prey,

If the power that raised thee here

Hallow so thy watery bier.   120

A less drear ruin then than now

With thy conquest-branded brow

Stooping to the slave of slaves

From thy throne among the waves,

Wilt thou be, — when the sea-mew   125

Flies, as once before it flew,

O’er thine isles depopulate,

And all is in its ancient state,

Save where many a palace-gate

With green sea-flowers overgrown   130

Like a rock of ocean’s own,

Topples o’er the abandon’d sea

As the tides change sullenly.

The fisher on his watery way

Wandering at the close of day,   135

Will spread his sail and seize his oar

Till he pass the gloomy shore,

Lest thy dead should, from their sleep,

Bursting o’er the starlight deep,

Lead a rapid masque of death   140

O’er the waters of his path.
 

Noon descends around me now:

’Tis the noon of autumn’s glow,

When a soft and purple mist

Like a vaporous amethyst,   145

Or an air-dissolve´d star

Mingling light and fragrance, far

From the curved horizon’s bound

To the point of heaven’s profound,

Fills the overflowing sky;   150

And the plains that silent lie

Underneath; the leaves unsodden

Where the infant frost has trodden

With his morning-winge´d feet

Whose bright print is gleaming yet;   155

And the red and golden vines

Piercing with their trellised lines

The rough, dark-skirted wilderness;

The dun and bladed grass no less,

Pointing from this hoary tower   160

In the windless air; the flower

Glimmering at my feet; the line

Of the olive-sandall’d Apennine

In the south dimly islanded;

And the Alps, whose snows are spread   165

High between the clouds and sun;

And of living things each one;

And my spirit, which so long

Darken’d this swift stream of song, — 

Interpenetrated lie   170

By the glory of the sky;

Be it love, light, harmony,

Odour, or the soul of all

Which from heaven like dew doth fall,

Or the mind which feels this verse,   175

Peopling the lone universe.
 

 Noon descends, and after noon

Autumn’s evening meets me soon,

Leading the infantine moon

And that one star, which to her   180

Almost seems to minister

Half the crimson light she brings

From the sunset’s radiant springs:

And the soft dreams of the morn

(Which like winge´d winds had borne   185

To that silent isle, which lies

‘Mid remember’d agonies,

The frail bark of this lone being),

Pass, to other sufferers fleeing,

And its ancient pilot, Pain,   190

Sits beside the helm again.
 

 Other flowering isles must be

In the sea of life and agony:

Other spirits float and flee

O’er that gulf: ev’n now, perhaps,   195

On some rock the wild wave wraps,

With folding wings they waiting sit

For my bark, to pilot it

To some calm and blooming cove,

Where for me, and those I love,   200

May a windless bower be built,

Far from passion, pain, and guilt,

In a dell ‘mid lawny hills

Which the wild sea-murmur fills,

And soft sunshine, and the sound   205

Of old forests echoing round,

And the light and smell divine

Of all flowers that breathe and shine.

 — We may live so happy there,

That the spirits of the air   210

Envying us, may even entice

To our healing paradise

The polluting multitude;

But their rage would be subdued

By that clime divine and calm,   215

And the winds whose wings rain balm

On the uplifted soul, and leaves

Under which the bright sea heaves;

While each breathless interval

In their whisperings musical   220

The inspired soul supplies

With its own deep melodies;

And the Love which heals all strife

Circling, like the breath of life,

All things in that sweet abode   225

With its own mild brotherhood.

They, not it, would change; and soon

Every sprite beneath the moon

Would repent its envy vain,

And the Earth grow young again!   230
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Hymn to the Spirit of Nature
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

LIFE of Life! Thy lips enkindle

With their love the breath between them;

And thy smiles before they dwindle

Make the cold air fire; then screen them

In those locks, where whoso gazes   5

Faints, entangled in their mazes.
 

Child of Light! Thy limbs are burning

Through the veil which seems to hide them,

As the radiant lines of morning

Through thin clouds, ere they divide them;   10

And this atmosphere divinest

Shrouds thee whereso’er thou shinest.
 

Fair are others: none beholds Thee;

But thy voice sounds low and tender

Like the fairest, for it folds thee   15

From the sight, that liquid splendour;

And all feel, yet see thee never, — 

As I feel now, lost for ever!
 

Lamp of Earth! where’er thou movest

Its dim shapes are clad with brightness,   20

And the souls of whom thou lovest

Walk upon the winds with lightness

Till they fail, as I am failing,

Dizzy, lost, yet unbewailing!
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A Lament
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

O WORLD! O Life! O Time!

On whose last steps I climb,

  Trembling at that where I had stood before;

When will return the glory of your prime?

  No more — O never more!   5
 

Out of the day and night

A joy has taken flight:

  Fresh spring, and summer, and winter hoar

Move my faint heart with grief, but with delight

  No more — O never more!   10
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A Dream of the Unknown
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

I DREAM’D that as I wander’d by the way

 Bare Winter suddenly was changed to Spring,

And gentle odours led my steps astray,

 Mix’d with a sound of waters murmuring

Along a shelving bank of turf, which lay   5

 Under a copse, and hardly dared to fling

Its green arms round the bosom of the stream,

But kiss’d it and then fled, as Thou mightest in dream.
 

There grew pied wind-flowers and violets,

 Daisies, those pearl’d Arcturi of the earth,   10

The constellated flower that never sets;

 Faint oxlips; tender blue-bells, at whose birth

The sod scarce heaved; and that tall flower that wets

Its mother’s face with heaven-collected tears,

When the low wind, its playmate’s voice, it hears.   15
 

And in the warm hedge grew lush eglantine,

 Green cowbind and the moonlight-colour’d May,

And cherry-blossoms, and white cups, whose wine

 Was the bright dew yet drain’d not by the day;

And wild roses, and ivy serpentine   20

 With its dark buds and leaves, wandering astray;

And flowers azure, black, and streak’d with gold,

Fairer than any waken’d eyes behold.
 

And nearer to the river’s trembling edge

 There grew broad flag-flowers, purple prank’t with white,   25

And starry river-buds among the sedge,

 And floating water-lilies, broad and bright,

Which lit the oak that overhung the hedge

 With moonlight beams of their own watery light;

And bulrushes, and reeds of such deep green   30

As soothed the dazzled eye with sober sheen.
 

Methought that of these visionary flowers

 I made a nosegay, bound in such a way

That the same hues, which in their natural bowers

 Were mingled or opposed, the like array   35

Kept these imprison’d children of the Hours

 Within my hand, — and then, elate and gay,

I hasten’d to the spot whence I had come

That I might there present it — O! to whom?
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The Invitation
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

BEST and Brightest, come away,

Fairer far than this fair day,

Which, like thee, to those in sorrow

Comes to bid a sweet good-morrow

To the rough year just awake   5

In its cradle on the brake.

The brightest hour of unborn Spring

Through the winter wandering,

Found, it seems, the halcyon morn

To hoar February born;   10

Bending from Heaven, in azure mirth,

It kiss’d the forehead of the earth,

And smiled upon the silent sea,

And bade the frozen streams be free,

And waked to music all their fountains,   15

And breathed upon the frozen mountains,

And like a prophetess of May

Strew’d flowers upon the barren way,

Making the wintry world appear

Like one on whom thou smilest, Dear.   20
 

 Away, away, from men and towns,

To the wild wood and the downs — 

To the silent wilderness

Where the soul need not repress

Its music, lest it should not find   25

An echo in another’s mind,

While the touch of Nature’s art

Harmonizes heart to heart.
 

 I leave this notice on my door

For each accustomed visitor: — 30

“I am gone into the fields

To take what this sweet hour yields; — 

Reflection, you may come to-morrow,

Sit by the fireside with Sorrow. — 

You with the unpaid bill, Despair, — 35

You tiresome verse-reciter, Care, — 

I will pay you in the grave, — 

Death will listen to your stave.

Expectation too, be off!

To-day is for itself enough;   40

Hope, in pity mock not Woe

With smiles, nor follow where I go;

Long having lived on thy sweet food,

At length I find one moment’s good

After long pain — with all your love,   45

This you never told me of.”
 

 Radiant Sister of the Day

Awake! arise! and come away!

To the wild woods and the plains,

To the pools where winter rains   50

Image all their roof of leaves,

Where the pine its garland weaves

Of sapless green, and ivy dun,

Round stems that never kiss the sun,

Where the lawns and pastures be,   55

And the sandhills of the sea,

Where the melting hoar-frost wets

The daisy-star that never sets,

And wind-flowers and violets

Which yet join not scent to hue   60

Crown the pale year weak and new;

When the night is left behind

In the deep east, dim and blind,

And the blue noon is over us,

And the multitudinous   65

Billows murmur at our feet,

Where the earth and ocean meet,

And all things seem only one

In the universal Sun.
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The Recollection
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

NOW the last day of many days

All beautiful and bright as thou,

The loveliest and the last, is dead:

Rise, Memory, and write its praise!

Up, do thy wonted work! come, trace   5

The epitaph of glory fled,

For now the earth has changed its face,

A frown is on the Heaven’s brow.
 

We wander’d to the Pine Forest

 That skirts the Ocean’s foam;   10

The lightest wind was in its nest,

 The tempest in its home.

The whispering waves were half asleep,

 The clouds were gone to play,

And on the bosom of the deep   15

 The smile of Heaven lay;

It seem’d as if the hour were one

 Sent from beyond the skies

Which scatter’d from above the sun

 A light of Paradise!   20
 

We paused amid the pines that stood

 The giants of the waste,

Tortured by storms to shape as rude

 As serpents interlaced, — 

And soothed by every azure breath   25

 That under heaven is blown

To harmonies and hues beneath,

 As tender as its own:

Now all the tree-tops lay asleep,

 Like green waves on the sea,   30

As still as in the silent deep

 The ocean-woods may be.
 

How calm it was! — the silence there

 But such a chain was bound,

That even the busy woodpecker   35

 Made stiller by her sound

The inviolable quietness;

 The breath of peace we drew

With its soft motion made not less

 The calm that round us grew.   40

There seem’d, from the remotest seat

 Of the wide mountain waste

To the soft flower beneath our feet

 A magic circle traced,

A spirit interfused around,   45

 A thrilling silent life;

To momentary peace it bound

 Our mortal nature’s strife; — 

And still I felt the centre of

 The magic circle there   50

Was one fair Form that fill’d with love

 The lifeless atmosphere.
 

We paused beside the pools that lie

 Under the forest bough;

Each seem’d as ‘twere a little sky   55

 Gulf’d in a world below;

A firmament of purple light

 Which in the dark earth lay,

More boundless than the depth of night

 And purer than the day — 60

In which the lovely forests grew

 As in the upper air,

More perfect both in shape and hue

 Than any spreading there.

There lay the glade and neighbouring lawn,   65

 And through the dark-green wood

The white sun twinkling like the dawn

 Out of a speckled cloud.

Sweet views which in our world above

 Can never well be seen   70

Were imaged by the water’s love

 Of that fair forest green:

And all was interfused beneath

 With an Elysian glow,

An atmosphere without a breath,   75

 A softer day below.

Like one beloved, the scene had lent

 To the dark water’s breast

Its every leaf and lineament

 With more than truth exprest;   80

Until an envious wind crept by,

 Like an unwelcome thought

Which from the mind’s too faithful eye

 Blots one dear image out.

 — Though Thou art ever fair and kind,   85

 The forests ever green,

Less oft is peace in Shelley’s mind

 Than calm in waters seen!
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To the Moon
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

 ART thou pale for weariness

Of climbing heaven, and gazing on the earth,

 Wandering companionless

Among the stars that have a different birth, — 

And ever-changing, like a joyless eye   5

That finds no object worth its constancy?
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A Widow Bird
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

A WIDOW bird sate mourning for her Love

 Upon a wintry bough;

The frozen wind crept on above

 The freezing stream below.
 

There was no leaf upon the forest bare,   5

 No flower upon the ground,

And little motion in the air

 Except the mill-wheel’s sound.
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To a Lady, with a Guitar
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

ARIEL to Miranda: — Take

This slave of music, for the sake

Of him, who is the slave of thee;

And teach it all the harmony

In which thou canst, and only thou,   5

Make the delighted spirit glow,

Till joy denies itself again

And, too intense, is turn’d to pain.

For by permission and command

Of thine own Prince Ferdinand,   10

Poor Ariel sends this silent token

Of more than ever can be spoken;

Your guardian spirit, Ariel, who

From life to life must still pursue

Your happiness, for thus alone   15

Can Ariel ever find his own;

From Prospero’s enchanted cell,

As the mighty verses tell,

To the throne of Naples he

Lit you o’er the trackless sea,   20

Flitting on, your prow before,

Like a living meteor.

When you die, the silent Moon

In her interlunar swoon

Is not sadder in her cell   25

Than deserted Ariel;

When you live again on earth,

Like an unseen Star of birth

Ariel guides you o’er the sea

Of life from your nativity:   30

Many changes have been run

Since Ferdinand and you begun

Your course of love, and Ariel still

Has track’d your steps and served your will.

Now in humbler, happier lot,   35

This is all remember’d not;

And now, alas! the poor sprite is

Imprison’d for some fault of his

In a body like a grave — 

From you he only dares to crave   40

For his service and his sorrow

A smile today, a song tomorrow.
 

The artist who this idol wrought

To echo all harmonious thought,

Fell’d a tree, while on the steep   45

The woods were in their winter sleep,

Rock’d in that repose divine

On the wind-swept Apennine;

And dreaming, some of autumn past,

And some of spring approaching fast,   50

And some of April buds and showers,

And some of songs in July bowers,

And all of love: And so this tree, — 

Oh that such our death may be! — 

Died in sleep, and felt no pain,   55

To live in happier form again:

From which, beneath Heaven’s fairest star,

The artist wrought this loved Guitar;

And taught it justly to reply

To all who question skilfully   60

In language gentle as thine own;

Whispering in enamour’d tone

Sweet oracles of woods and dells,

And summer winds in sylvan cells;

 — For it had learnt all harmonies   65

Of the plains and of the skies,

Of the forests and the mountains,

And the many-voice´d fountains;

The clearest echoes of the hills,

The softest notes of falling rills,   70

The melodies of birds and bees,

The murmuring of summer seas,

And pattering rain, and breathing dew

And airs of evening; and it knew

That seldom-heard mysterious sound   75

Which, driven on its diurnal round,

As it floats through boundless day,

Our world enkindles on its way:

 — All this it knows, but will not tell

To those who cannot question well   80

The spirit that inhabits it;

It talks according to the wit

Of its companions; and no more

Is heard than has been felt before

By those who tempt it to betray   85

These secrets of an elder day.

But, sweetly as its answers will

Flatter hands of perfect skill,

It keeps its highest holiest tone

For our beloved Friend alone.   90
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One Word is Too Often Profaned
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

ONE word is too often profaned

 For me to profane it,

One feeling too falsely disdain’d

 For thee to disdain it.

One hope is too like despair   5

 For prudence to smother,

And Pity from thee more dear

 Than that from another.
 

I can give not what men call love;

 But wilt thou accept not   10

The worship the heart lifts above

 And the Heavens reject not:

The desire of the moth for the star,

 Of the night for the morrow,

The devotion to something afar   15

 From the sphere of our sorrow?
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Ozymandias of Egypt
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

I MET a traveller from an antique land

Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone

Stand in the desert. Near them on the sand

Half sunk, a shatter’d visage lies, whose frown

And wrinkled lip and sneer of cold command   5

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:   10

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.
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The Flight of Love
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

WHEN the lamp is shatter’d

The light in the dust lies dead — 

When the cloud is scatter’d,

The rainbow’s glory is shed.

When the lute is broken,   5

Sweet tones are remember’d not;

When the lips have spoken,

Loved accents are soon forgot.
 

As music and splendour

Survive not the lamp and the lute,   10

The heart’s echoes render

No song when the spirit is mute — 

No song but sad dirges,

Like the wind through a ruin’d cell,

Or the mournful surges   15

That ring the dead seaman’s knell.
 

When hearts have once mingled,

Love first leaves the well-built nest;

The weak one is singled

To endure what it once possesst.   20

O Love! who bewailest

The frailty of all things here,

Why choose you the frailest

For your cradle, your home, and your bier?
 

Its passions will rock thee   25

As the storms rock the ravens on high;

Bright reason will mock thee

Like the sun from a wintry sky.

From thy nest every rafter

Will rot, and thine eagle home   30

Leave thee naked to laughter,

When leaves fall and cold winds come.
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The Cloud
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

I BRING fresh showers for the thirsting flowers,

  From the seas and the streams;

I bear light shade for the leaves when laid

  In their noonday dreams.

From my wings are shaken the dews that waken   5

  The sweet buds every one,

When rocked to rest on their mother’s breast,

  As she dances about the sun.

I wield the flail of the lashing hail,

  And whiten the green plains under,   10

And then again I dissolve it in rain,

  And laugh as I pass in thunder.
 

I sift the snow on the mountains below,

  And their great pines groan aghast;

And all the night ’tis my pillow white,   15

  While I sleep in the arms of the blast.

Sublime on the towers of my skiey bowers,

  Lightning my pilot sits,

In a cavern under is fretted the thunder,

  It struggles and howls at fits;   20

Over earth and ocean, with gentle motion,

  This pilot is guiding me,

Lured by the love of the genii that move

  In the depths of the purple sea;

Over the rills, and the crags, and the hills,
  25

  Over the lakes and the plains,

Wherever he dream, under mountain or stream

  The Spirit he loves remains;

And I all the while bask in heaven’s blue smile,

  Whilst he is dissolving in rains.   30
 

The sanguine sunrise, with his meteor eyes,

  And his burning plumes outspread,

Leaps on the back of my sailing rack,

  When the morning star shines dead,

As on the jag of a mountain crag,   35

  Which an earthquake rocks and swings,

An eagle alit one moment may sit

  In the light of its golden wings.

And when sunset may breathe from the lit sea beneath,

  Its ardours of rest and of love,   40

And the crimson pall of eve may fall

  From the depth of heaven above,

With wings folded I rest, on mine airy nest,

  As still as a brooding dove.
 

That orbèd maiden with white fire laden,   45

  Whom mortals call the moon,

Glides glimmering o’er my fleece-like floor,

  By the midnight breezes strewn;

And wherever the beat of her unseen feet,

  Which only the angels hear,   50

May have broken the woof of my tent’s thin roof,

  The stars peep behind her and peer;

And I laugh to see them whirl and flee,

  Like a swarm of golden bees,

When I widen the rent in my wind-built tent,   55

  Till the calm rivers, lakes, and seas,

Like strips of the sky fallen through me on high,

  Are each paved with the moon and these.
 

I bind the sun’s throne with a burning zone,

  And the moon’s with a girdle of pearl;   60

The volcanoes are dim, and the stars reel and swim,

  When the whirlwinds my banner unfurl.

From cape to cape, with a bridge-like shape,

  Over a torrent sea,

Sunbeam-proof, I hang like a roof,   65

  The mountains its columns be.

The triumphal arch through which I march

  With hurricane, fire, and snow,

When the powers of the air are chained to my chair,

  Is the million-coloured bow;   70

The sphere-fire above its soft colours wove,

  While the moist earth was laughing below.
 

I am the daughter of earth and water,

  And the nursling of the sky;

I pass through the pores of the ocean and shores;   75

  I change, but I cannot die.

For after the rain when with never a stain,

  The pavilion of heaven is bare,

And the winds and sunbeams with their convex gleams,

  Build up the blue dome of air,   80

I silently laugh at my own cenotaph,

  And out of the caverns of rain,

Like a child from the womb, like a ghost from the tomb,

  I arise and unbuild it again.
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Stanzas — April, 1814
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

AWAY! the moor is dark beneath the moon,

 Rapid clouds have drunk the last pale beam of even:

Away! the gathering winds will call the darkness soon,

 And profoundest midnight shroud the serene lights of heaven.
 

Pause not! The time is past! Every voice cries, ‘Away!’   5

 Tempt not with one last tear thy friend’s ungentle mood:

Thy lover’s eye, so glazed and cold, dares not entreat thy stay:

 Duty and dereliction guide thee beck to solitude.
 

Away, away! to thy sad and silent home;

 Pour bitter tears on its desolated hearth;   10

Watch the dim shades as like ghosts they go and come,

 And complicate strange webs of melancholy mirth.
 

The leaves of wasted autumn woods shall float around thine head:

 The blooms of dewy spring shall gleam beneath thy feet:

But thy soul or this world must fade in the frost that binds the dead,   15

 Ere midnight’s frown and morning’s smile, ere thou and peace may meet.
 

The cloud shadows of midnight possess their own repose,

 For the weary winds are silent, or the moon is in the deep:

Some respite to its turbulence unresting ocean knows;

 Whatever moves, or toils, or grieves, hath its appointed sleep.   20
 

Thou in the grave shalt rest — yet, till the phantoms flee,

 Which that house and heath and garden made dear to thee erewhile,

Thy remembrance, and repentance, and deep musings are not free

 From the music of two voices and the light of one sweet smile.
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Music, When Soft Voices Die
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

MUSIC, when soft voices die,

Vibrates in the memory — 

Odours, when sweet violets sicken,

Live within the sense they quicken.
 

Rose leaves, when the rose is dead,   5

Are heap’d for the beloved’s bed;

And so thy thoughts, when Thou art gone,

Love itself shall slumber on.
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The Poet’s Dream
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

ON a Poet’s lips I slept

Dreaming like a love-adept

In the sound his breathing kept;

Nor seeks nor finds he mortal blisses,

But feeds on the ae¨rial kisses   5

Of shapes that haunt Thought’s wildernesses.
 

He will watch from dawn to gloom

The lake-reflected sun illume

The yellow bees in the ivy-bloom,

 Nor heed nor see what things they be — 10

But from these create he can

Forms more real than living Man,

 Nurslings of Immortality!
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The World’s Wanderers
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

TELL me, thou Star, whose wings of light

Speed thee in thy fiery flight,

In what cavern of the night

  Will thy pinions close now?
 

Tell me, Moon, thou pale and gray   5

Pilgrim of heaven’s homeless way,

In what depth of night or day

  Seekest thou repose now?
 

Weary Mind, who wanderest

Like the world’s rejected guest,   10

Hast thou still some secret nest

  On the tree or billow?
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Adonais
 

An Elegy on the Death of John Keats
 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792–1822)
 

 I WEEP for Adonais — he is dead!

 O, weep for Adonais! though our tears

 Thaw not the frost which binds so dear a head!

 And thou, sad Hour, selected from all years

 To mourn our loss, rouse thy obscure compeers,   5

 And teach them thine own sorrow! Say: ‘With me

 Died Adonais; till the Future dares

 Forget the Past, his fate and fame shall be

An echo and a light unto eternity!’
 

 Where wert thou, mighty Mother, when he lay,   10

 When thy Son lay, pierced by the shaft which flies

 In darkness? where was lorn Urania

 When Adonais died? With veilèd eyes,

 ‘Mid listening Echoes, in her Paradise

 She sate, while one, with soft enamoured breath,   15

 Rekindled all the fading melodies

 With which, like flowers that mock the corse beneath,

He had adorned and hid the coming bulk of death.
 

 Oh weep for Adonais — he is dead!

 Wake, melancholy Mother, wake and weep!   20

 Yet wherefore? Quench within their burning bed

 Thy fiery tears, and let thy loud heart keep,

 Like his, a mute and uncomplaining sleep;

 For he is gone, where all things wise and fair

 Descend; — oh, dream not that the amorous Deep   25

 Will yet restore him to the vital air;

Death feeds on his mute voice, and laughs at our despair.
 

 Most musical of mourners, weep again!

 Lament anew, Urania! — He died,

 Who was the Sire of an immortal strain,   30

 Blind, old, and lonely, when his country’s pride,

 The priest, the slave, and the liberticide,

 Trampled and mocked with many a loathèd rite

 Of lust and blood; he went, unterrified,

 Into the gulf of death; but his clear Sprite   35

Yet reigns o’er earth; the third among the sons of light.
 

 Most musical of mourners, weep anew!

 Not all to that bright station dared to climb;

 And happier they their happiness who knew,

 Whose tapers yet burn through that night of time   40

 In which suns perished; others more sublime,

 Struck by the envious wrath of man or god,

 Have sunk, extinct in their refulgent prime;

 And some yet live, treading the thorny road,

Which leads, through toil and hate, to Fame’s serene abode.   45
 

 But now, thy youngest, dearest one has perished,

 The nursling of thy widowhood, who grew,

 Like a pale flower by some sad maiden cherished,

 And fed with true-love tears, instead of dew;

 Most musical of mourners, weep anew!   50

 Thy extreme hope, the loveliest and last,

 The bloom, whose petals nipt before they blew

 Died on the promise of the fruit, is waste;

The broken lily lies — the storm is overpast.
 

 To that high Capital, where kingly Death   55

 Keeps his pale court in beauty and decay,

 He came; and bought, with price of purest breath,

 A grave among the eternal — Come away!

 Haste, while the vault of blue Italian day

 Is yet his fitting charnel-roof! while still   60

 He lies, as if in dewy sleep he lay;

 Awake him not! surely he takes his fill

Of deep and liquid rest, forgetful of all ill.
 

 He will awake no more, oh, never more! — 

 Within the twilight chamber spreads apace,   65

 The shadow of white Death, and at the door

 Invisible Corruption waits to trace

 His extreme way to her dim dwelling-place;

 The eternal Hunger sits, but pity and awe

 Soothe her pale rage, nor dares she to deface   70

 So fair a prey, till darkness, and the law

Of change shall o’er his sleep the mortal curtain draw.
 

 Oh weep for Adonais! — The quick Dreams,

 The passion-wingèd Ministers of thought,

 Who were his flocks, whom near the living streams   75

 Of his young spirit he fed, and whom he taught

 The love which was its music, wander not, — 

 Wander no more, from kindling brain to brain,

 But droop there, whence they sprung; and mourn their lot

 Round the cold heart, where, after their sweet pain,   80

They ne’er will gather strength, or find a home again.
 

 And one with trembling hands clasps his cold head,

 And fans him with her moonlight wings, and cries;

 ‘Our love, our hope, our sorrow, is not dead;

 See, on the silken fringe of his faint eyes,   85

 Like dew upon a sleeping flower, there lies

 A tear some Dream has loosened from his brain.’

 Lost Angel of a ruined Paradise!

 She knew not ’twas her own; as with no stain

She faded, like a cloud which had outwept its rain.   90
 

 One from a lucid urn of starry dew

 Washed his light limbs as if embalming them;

 Another clipt her profuse locks, and threw

 The wreath upon him, like an anadem,

 Which frozen tears instead of pearls begem;   95

 Another in her wilful grief would break

 Her bow and wingèd reeds, as if to stem

 A greater loss with one which was more week;

And dull the barbèd fire against his frozen cheek.
 

 Another Splendour on his mouth alit,   100

 That mouth, whence it was wont to draw the breath

 Which gave it strength to pierce the guarded wit,

 And pass into the panting heart beneath

 With lightning and with music: the damp death

 Quenched its caress upon his icy lips;   105

 And, as a dying meteor stains a wreath

 Of moonlight vapour, which the cold night clips,

It flushed through his pale limbs, and passed to its eclipse.
 

 And others came … Desires and Adorations,

 Wingèd Persuasions and veiled Destinies,   110

 Splendours and Glooms, and glimmering Incarnations

 Of hopes and fears, and twilight Phantasies;

 And Sorrow, with her family of Sighs,

 And Pleasure, blind with tears, led by the gleam

 Of her own dying smile instead of eyes,   115

 Came in slow pomp; — the moving pomp might seem

Like pageantry of mist on an autumnal stream.
 

 All he had loved, and moulded into thought,

 From shape, and hue, and odour, and sweet sound,

 Lamented Adonais. Morning sought   120

 Her eastern watch-tower, and her hair unbound,

 Wet with the tears which should adorn the ground,

 Dimmed the ae¨rial eyes that kindle day;

 Afar the melancholy thunder moaned,

 Pale Ocean in unquiet slumber lay,   125

And the wild winds flew round, sobbing in their dismay.
 

 Lost Echo sits amid the voiceless mountains,

 And feeds her grief with his remembered lay,

 And will no more reply to winds or fountains,

 Or amorous birds perched on the young green spray,   130

 Or herdsman’s horn, or bell at closing day;

 Since she can mimic not his lips, more dear

 Than those for whose disdain she pined away

 Into a shadow of all sounds: — a drear

Murmur, between their songs, is all the woodmen hear.   135
 

 Grief made the young Spring wild, and she threw down

 Her kindling buds, as if she Autumn were,

 Or they dead leaves; since her delight is flown

 For whom should she have waked the sullen year?

 To Phoebus was not Hyacinth so dear   140

 Nor to himself Narcissus, as to both

 Thou, Adonais: wan they stand and sere

 Amid the faint companions of their youth,

With dew all turned to tears; odour, to sighing ruth.
 

 Thy spirit’s sister, the lorn nightingale,   145

 Mourns not her mate with such melodious pain;

 Not so the eagle, who like thee could scale

 Heaven, and could nourish in the sun’s domain

 Her mighty youth with morning, doth complain,

 Soaring and screaming round her empty nest,   150

 As Albion wails for thee; the curse of Cain

 Light on his head who pierced thy innocent breast,

And scared the angel soul that was its earthly guest!
 

 Ah, woe is me! Winter is come and gone,

 But grief returns with the revolving year;   155

 The airs and streams renew their joyous tone:

 The ants, the bees, the swallows reappear;

 Fresh leaves and flowers deck the dead Seasons’ bier;

 The amorous birds now pair in every brake,

 And build their mossy homes in field and brere;   160

 And the green lizard, and the golden snake,

Like unimprisoned flames, out of their trance awake.
 

 Through wood and stream and field and hill and Ocean

 A quickening life from the Earth’s heart has burst

 As it has ever done, with change and motion,   165

 From the great morning of the world when first

 God dawned on Chaos; in its stream immersed

 The lamps of Heaven flash with a softer light;

 All baser things pant with life’s sacred thirst;

 Diffuse themselves; and spend in love’s delight,   170

The beauty and the joy of their renewèd might.
 

 The leprous corpse touched by this spirit tender

 Exhales itself in flowers of gentle breath;

 Like incarnations of the stars, when splendour

 Is changed to fragrance, they illumine death   175

 And mock the merry worm that wakes beneath;

 Nought we know, dies. Shall that alone which knows

 Be as a sword consumed before the sheath

 By sightless lightning? — the intense atom glows

A moment, then is quenched in a most cold repose.   180
 

 Alas! that all we loved of him should be

 But for our grief, as if it had not been,

 And grief itself be mortal! Woe is me!

 Whence are we, and why are we? of what scene

 The actors or spectators? Great and mean   185

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

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

 Evening must usher night, night urge the morrow,

Month follow month with woe, and year wake year to sorrow.
 

 He will awake no more, oh, never more!   190

 ‘Wake thou,’ cried Misery, ‘childless Mother, rise

 Out of thy sleep, and slake, in thy heart’s core,

 A wound more fierce than his, with tears and sighs.’

 And all the Dreams that watched Urania’s eyes,

 And all the Echoes whom their sister’s song   195

 Had held in holy silence, cried: ‘Arise!’

 Swift as a Thought by the snake Memory stung,

From her ambrosial rest the fading Splendour sprung.
 

 She rose like an autumnal Night, that springs

 Out of the East, and follows wild and drear   200

 The golden Day, which, on eternal wings,

 Even as a ghost abandoning a bier,

 Had left the Earth a corpse. Sorrow and fear

 So struck, so roused, so rapt Urania;

 So saddened round her like an atmosphere   205

 Of stormy mist; so swept her on her way

Even to the mournful place where Adonais lay.
 

 Out of her secret Paradise she sped,

 Through camps and cities rough with stone, and steel,

 And human hearts, which to her airy tread   210

 Yielding not, wounded the invisible

 Palms of her tender feet where’er they fell:

 And barbèd tongues, and thoughts more sharp than they

 Rent the soft Form they never could repel,

 Whose sacred blood, like the young tears of May,   215

Paved with eternal flowers that undeserving way.
 

 In the death-chamber for a moment Death,

 Shamed by the presence of that living Might,

 Blushed to annihilation, and the breath

 Revisited those lips, and Life’s pale light   220

 Flashed through those limbs, so late her dear delight.

 ‘Leave me not wild and drear and comfortless,

 As silent lightning leaves the starless night!

 Leave me not!’ cried Urania: her distress

Roused Death: Death rose and smiled, and met her vain caress.   225
 

 ‘Stay yet awhile! speak to me once again;

 Kiss me, so long but as a kiss may live;

 And in my heartless breast and burning brain

 That word, that kiss, shall all thoughts else survive,

 With food of saddest memory kept alive,   230

 Now thou art dead, as dead, as if it were a part

 Of thee, my Adonais! I would give

 All that I am to be as thou now art!

But I am chained to Time, and cannot thence depart!
 

 ‘O gentle child, beautiful as thou wert,   235

 Why didst thou leave the trodden paths of men

 Too soon, and with weak hands though mighty heart

 Dare the unpastured dragon in his den?

 Defenceless as thou wert, oh where was then

 Wisdom the mirrored shield, or scorn the spear?   240

 Or hadst thou waited the full cycle, when

 Thy spirit should have filled its crescent sphere,

The monsters of life’s waste had fled from thee like deer.
 

 ‘The herded wolves, bold only to pursue;

 The obscene ravens, clamorous o’er the dead;   245

 The vultures to the conqueror’s banner true

 Who feed where Desolation first has fed,

 And whose wings rain contagion; — how they fled,

 When, like Apollo, from his golden bow,

 The Pythian of the age one arrow sped   250

 And smiled! — The spoilers tempt no second blow,

They fawn on the proud feet that spurn them lying low.
 

 ‘The sun comes forth, and many reptiles spawn;

 He sets, and each ephemeral insect then

 Is gathered into death without a dawn,   255

 And the immortal stars awake again;

 So is it in the world of living men:

 A godlike mind soars forth, in its delight

 Making earth bare and veiling heaven, and when

 It sinks, the swarms that dimmed or shared its light   260

Leave to its kindred lamps the spirit’s awful night.’
 

 Thus ceased she: and the mountain shepherds came,

 Their garlands sere, their magic mantles rent;

 The Pilgrim of Eternity, whose fame

 Over his living head like Heaven is bent,   265

 An early but enduring monument,

 Came, veiling all the lightnings of his song

 In sorrow; from her wilds Ierne sent

 The sweetest lyrist of her saddest wrong,

And Love taught Grief to fall like music from his tongue.   270
 

 Midst others of less note, came one frail Form,

 A phantom among men; companionless

 As the last cloud of an expiring storm

 Whose thunder is its knell; he, as I guess,

 Had gazed on Nature’s naked loveliness,   275

 Actæon-like, and now he fled astray

 With feeble steps o’er the world’s wilderness,

 And his own thoughts, along that rugged way,

Pursued, like raging hounds, their father and their prey.
 

 A pardlike Spirit beautiful and swift — 280

 Love in desolation masked; — a Power

 Girt round with weakness; — it can scarce uplift

 The weight of the superincumbent hour;

 It is a dying lamp, a falling shower,

 A breaking billow; — even whilst we speak   285

 Is it not broken? On the withering flower

 The killing sun smiles brightly: on a cheek

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

 His head was bound with pansies overblown,

 And faded violets, white, and pied, and blue;   290

 And a light spear topped with a cypress cone,

 Round whose rude shaft dark ivy tresses grew

 Yet dripping with the forest’s noonday dew,

 Vibrated, as the ever-beating heart

 Shook the weak hand that grasped it; of that crew   295

 He came the last, neglected and apart;

A herd-abandoned deer struck by the hunter’s dart.
 

 All stood aloof, and at his partial moan

 Smiled through their tears; well knew that gentle band

 Who in another’s fate now wept his own;   300

 As in the accents of an unknown land,

 He sung new sorrow; sad Urania scanned

 The Stranger’s mien, and murmured: ‘Who art thou?’

 He answered not, but with a sudden hand

 Made bare his branded and ensanguined brow,   305

Which was like Cain’s or Christ’s — oh, that it should be so!
 

 What softer voice is hushed over the dead?

 Athwart what brow is that dark mantle thrown?

 What form leans sadly o’er the white death-bed,

 In mockery of monumental stone,   310

 The heavy heart heaving without a moan?

 If it be He, who, gentlest of the wise,

 Taught, soothed, loved, honoured the departed one;

 Let me not vex, with inharmonious sighs

The silence of that heart’s accepted sacrifice.   315
 

 Our Adonais has drunk poison — Oh!

 What deaf and viperous murderer could crown

 Life’s early cup with such a draught of woe?

 The nameless worm would now itself disown:

 It felt, yet could escape, the magic tone   320

 Whose prelude held all envy, hate, and wrong,

 But what was howling in one breast alone,

 Silent with expectation of the song,

Whose master’s hand is cold, whose silver lyre unstrung.
 

 Live thou, whose infamy is not thy fame!   325

 Live! fear no heavier chastisement from me,

 Thou noteless blot on a remembered name!

 But be thyself, and know thyself to be!

 And ever at thy season be thou free

 To spill the venom when thy fangs o’erflow:   330

 Remorse and Self-contempt shall cling to thee;

 Hot Shame shall burn upon thy secret brow,

And like a beaten hound tremble thou shalt — as now.
 

 Nor let us weep that our delight is fled

 Far from these carrion kites that scream below;   335

 He wakes or sleeps with the enduring dead;

 Thou canst not soar where he is sitting now. — 

 Dust to the dust! but the pure spirit shall flow

 Back to the burning fountain whence it came,

 A portion of the Eternal, which must glow   340

 Through time and change, unquenchably the same,

Whilst thy cold embers choke the sordid hearth of shame.
 

 Peace, peace! he is not dead, he doth not sleep — 

 He hath awakened from the dream of life — 

 ’Tis we, who lost in stormy visions, keep   345

 With phantoms an unprofitable strife,

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

 Invulnerable nothings. — We decay

 Like corpses in a charnel; fear and grief

 Convulse us and consume us day by day,   350

And cold hopes swarm like worms within our living clay.
 

 He has outsoared the shadow of our night;

 Envy and calumny and hate and pain,

 And that unrest which men miscall delight,

 Can touch him not and torture not again;   355

 From the contagion of the world’s slow stain

 He is secure, and now can never mourn

 A heart grown cold, a head grown gray in vain;

 Nor, when the spirit’s self has ceased to burn,

With sparkless ashes load an unlamented urn.   360
 

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

 Mourn not for Adonais. — Thou young Dawn,

 Turn all thy dew to splendour, for from thee

 The spirit thou lamentest is not gone;

 Ye caverns and ye forests, cease to moan!   365

 Cease, ye faint flowers and fountains, and thou Air

 Which like a mourning veil thy scarf hadst thrown

 O’er the abandoned Earth, now leave it bare

Even to the joyous stars which smile on its despair!
 

 He is made one with Nature: there is heard   370

 His voice in all her music, from the moan

 Of thunder, to the song of night’s sweet bird;

 He is a presence to be felt and known

 In darkness and in light, from herb and stone,

 Spreading itself where’er that Power may move   375

 Which has withdrawn his being to its own;

 Which wields the world with never wearied love,

Sustains it from beneath, and kindles it above.
 

 He is a portion of the loveliness

 Which once he made more lovely: he doth bear   380

 His part, while the one Spirit’s plastic stress

 Sweeps through the dull dense world, compelling there

 All new successions to the forms they wear;

 Torturing th’ unwilling dross that checks its flight

 To its own likeness, as each mass may bear;   385

 And bursting in its beauty and its might

From trees and beasts and men into the Heaven’s light.
 

 The splendours of the firmament of time

 May be eclipsed, but are extinguished not;

 Like stars to their appointed height they climb   390

 And death is a low mist which cannot blot

 The brightness it may veil. When lofty thought

 Lifts a young heart above its mortal lair,

 And love and life contend in it, for what

 Shall be its earthly doom, the dead live there   395

And move like winds of light on dark and stormy air.
 

 The inheritors of unfulfilled renown

 Rose from their thrones, built beyond mortal thought,

 Far in the Unapparent. Chatterton

 Rose pale, — his solemn agony had not   400

 Yet faded from him; Sidney, as he fought

 And as he fell and as he lived and loved

 Sublimely mild, a Spirit without spot,

 Arose; and Lucan, by his death approved:

Oblivion as they rose shrank like a thing reproved.   405
 

 And many more, whose names on Earth are dark,

 But whose transmitted effluence cannot die

 So long as fire outlives the parent spark,

 Rose, robed in dazzling immortality.

 ‘Thou art become as one of us,’ they cry,   410

 ‘It was for thee yon kingless sphere has long

 Swung blind in unascended majesty,

 Silent alone amid an Heaven of Song.

Assume thy wingèd throne, thou Vesper of our throng!’
 

 Who mourns for Adonais? Oh, come forth,   415

 Fond wretch! and know thyself and him aright.

 Clasp with thy panting soul the pendulous Earth;

 As from a centre, dart thy spirit’s light

 Beyond all worlds, until its spacious might

 Satiate the void circumference: then shrink   420

 Even to a point within our day and night;

 And keep thy heart light lest it make thee sink

When hope has kindled hope, and lured thee to the brink.
 

 Or go to Rome, which is the sepulchre

 Oh, not of him, but of our joy: ’tis nought   425

 That ages, empires, and religions there

 Lie buried in the ravage they have wrought;

 For such as he can lend, — they borrow not

 Glory from those who made the world their prey;

 And he is gathered to the kings of thought   430

 Who waged contention with their time’s decay,

And of the past are all that cannot pass away.
 

 Go thou to Rome, — at once the Paradise,

 The grave, the city, and the wilderness;

 And where its wrecks like shattered mountains rise,   435

 And flowering weeds, and fragrant copses dress

 The bones of Desolation’s nakedness,

 Pass, till the Spirit of the spot shall lead

 Thy footsteps to a slope of green access

 Where, like an infant’s smile, over the dead   440

A light of laughing flowers along the grass is spread.
 

 And gray walls moulder round, on which dull Time

 Feeds, like slow fire upon a hoary brand;

 And one keen pyramid with wedge sublime,

 Pavilioning the dust of him who planned   445

 This refuge for his memory, doth stand

 Like flame transformed to marble; and beneath,

 A field is spread, on which a newer band

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

Welcoming him we lose with scarce extinguished breath.   450
 

 Here pause: these graves are all too young as yet

 To have outgrown the sorrow which consigned

 Its charge to each; and if the seal is set,

 Here, on one fountain of a mourning mind,

 Break it not thou! too surely shalt thou find   455

 Thine own well full, if thou returnest home,

 Of tears and gall. From the world’s bitter wind

 Seek shelter in the shadow of the tomb.

What Adonais is, why fear we to become?
 

 The One remains, the many change and pass;   460

 Heaven’s light forever shines, Earth’s shadows fly;

 Life, like a dome of many-coloured glass,

 Stains the white radiance of Eternity,

 Until Death tramples it to fragments. — Die,

 If thou wouldst be with that which thou dost seek!   465

 Follow where all is fled! — Rome’s azure sky,

 Flowers, ruins, statues, music, words are weak

The glory they transfuse with fitting truth to speak.
 

 Why linger, why turn back, why shrink, my Heart?

 Thy hopes are gone before: from all things here   470

 They have departed: thou shouldst now depart!

 A light is passed from the revolving year,

 And man, and woman; and what still is dear

 Attracts to crush, repels to make thee wither.

 The soft sky smiles, — the low wind whispers near;   475

 ’Tis Adonais calls! oh, hasten thither,

No more let Life divide what Death can join together.
 

 That Light whose smile kindles the Universe,

 That Beauty in which all things work and move,

 That Benediction which the eclipsing Curse   480

 Of birth can quench not, that sustaining Love

 Which through the web of being blindly wove

 By man and beast and earth and air and sea,

 Burns bright or dim, as each are mirrors of

 The fire for which all thirst; now beams on me,   485

Consuming the last clouds of cold mortality.
 

 The breath whose might I have invoked in song

 Descends on me; my spirit’s bark is driven,

 Far from the shore, far from the trembling throng

 Whose sails were never to the tempest given;   490

 The massy earth and spherèd skies are riven!

 I am borne darkly, fearfully, afar;

 Whilst, burning through the inmost veil of Heaven,

 The soul of Adonais, like a star,

Beacons from the abode where the Eternal are.   495
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Jenny Kiss’d Me
 

James Henry Leigh Hunt (1784–1859)
 

JENNY kiss’d me when we met,

 Jumping from the chair she sat in;

Time, you thief, who love to get

 Sweets into your list, put that in!

Say I’m weary, say I’m sad,   5

 Say that health and wealth have miss’d me,

Say I’m growing old, but add,

   Jenny kiss’d me.
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Abou Ben Adhem
 

James Henry Leigh Hunt (1784–1859)
 

ABOU BEN ADHEM (may his tribe increase!)

Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace,

And saw — within the moonlight in his room,

Making it rich and like a lily in bloom — 

An angel, writing in a book of gold.   5

Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold,

And to the presence in the room he said,

‘What writest thou?’ — The vision raised its head,

And, with a look made of all sweet accord,

Answered, ‘The names of those who love the Lord.’   10

‘And is mine one?’ said Abou. ‘Nay, not so,’

Replied the angel. Abou spoke more low,

But cheerly still, and said, ‘I pray thee, then,

Write me as one that loves his fellow men.’
 

 The angel wrote and vanished. The next night   15

It came again with a great wakening light,

And showed the names whom love of God had blessed,

And lo! Ben Adhem’s name led all the rest.
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Endymion Book I.

 

John Keats (1795–1821)
 

A thing of beauty is a joy for ever:
 Its loveliness increases; it will never
 Pass into nothingness; but still will keep
 A bower quiet for us, and a sleep
 Full of sweet dreams, and health, and quiet breathing.
 Therefore, on every morrow, are we wreathing
 A flowery band to bind us to the earth,
 Spite of despondence, of the inhuman dearth
 Of noble natures, of the gloomy days,
 Of all the unhealthy and o’er-darkened ways 10

Made for our searching: yes, in spite of all,
 Some shape of beauty moves away the pall
 From our dark spirits. Such the sun, the moon,
 Trees old and young, sprouting a shady boon
 For simple sheep; and such are daffodils
 With the green world they live in; and clear rills
 That for themselves a cooling covert make
 ‘Gainst the hot season; the mid forest brake,
 Rich with a sprinkling of fair musk-rose blooms:
 And such too is the grandeur of the dooms 20

We have imagined for the mighty dead;
 All lovely tales that we have heard or read:
 An endless fountain of immortal drink,
 Pouring unto us from the heaven’s brink.
 

Nor do we merely feel these essences
 For one short hour; no, even as the trees
 That whisper round a temple become soon
 Dear as the temple’s self, so does the moon,
 The passion poesy, glories infinite,
 Haunt us till they become a cheering light 30

Unto our souls, and bound to us so fast,
 That, whether there be shine, or gloom o’ercast,
 They alway must be with us, or we die.
 

Therefore, ’tis with full happiness that I
 Will trace the story of Endymion.
 The very music of the name has gone
 Into my being, and each pleasant scene
 Is growing fresh before me as the green
 Of our own vallies: so I will begin
 Now while I cannot hear the city’s din; 40

Now while the early budders are just new,
 And run in mazes of the youngest hue
 About old forests; while the willow trails
 Its delicate amber; and the dairy pails
 Bring home increase of milk. And, as the year
 Grows lush in juicy stalks, I’ll smoothly steer
 My little boat, for many quiet hours,
 With streams that deepen freshly into bowers.
 Many and many a verse I hope to write,
 Before the daisies, vermeil rimm’d and white, 50

Hide in deep herbage; and ere yet the bees
 Hum about globes of clover and sweet peas,
 I must be near the middle of my story.
 O may no wintry season, bare and hoary,
 See it half finished: but let Autumn bold,
 With universal tinge of sober gold,
 Be all about me when I make an end.
 And now at once, adventuresome, I send
 My herald thought into a wilderness:
 There let its trumpet blow, and quickly dress 60

My uncertain path with green, that I may speed
 Easily onward, thorough flowers and weed.
 

Upon the sides of Latmos was outspread
 A mighty forest; for the moist earth fed
 So plenteously all weed-hidden roots
 Into o’er-hanging boughs, and precious fruits.
 And it had gloomy shades, sequestered deep,
 Where no man went; and if from shepherd’s keep
 A lamb strayed far a-down those inmost glens,
 Never again saw he the happy pens 70

Whither his brethren, bleating with content,
 Over the hills at every nightfall went.
 Among the shepherds, ’twas believed ever,
 That not one fleecy lamb which thus did sever
 From the white flock, but pass’d unworried
 By angry wolf, or pard with prying head,
 Until it came to some unfooted plains
 Where fed the herds of Pan: ay great his gains
 Who thus one lamb did lose. Paths there were many,
 Winding through palmy fern, and rushes fenny, 80

And ivy banks; all leading pleasantly
 To a wide lawn, whence one could only see
 Stems thronging all around between the swell
 Of turf and slanting branches: who could tell
 The freshness of the space of heaven above,
 Edg’d round with dark tree tops? through which a dove
 Would often beat its wings, and often too
 A little cloud would move across the blue.
 

Full in the middle of this pleasantness
 There stood a marble altar, with a tress 90

Of flowers budded newly; and the dew
 Had taken fairy phantasies to strew
 Daisies upon the sacred sward last eve,
 And so the dawned light in pomp receive.
 For ’twas the morn: Apollo’s upward fire
 Made every eastern cloud a silvery pyre
 Of brightness so unsullied, that therein
 A melancholy spirit well might win
 Oblivion, and melt out his essence fine
 Into the winds: rain-scented eglantine 100

Gave temperate sweets to that well-wooing sun;
 The lark was lost in him; cold springs had run
 To warm their chilliest bubbles in the grass;
 Man’s voice was on the mountains; and the mass
 Of nature’s lives and wonders puls’d tenfold,
 To feel this sun-rise and its glories old.
 

Now while the silent workings of the dawn
 Were busiest, into that self-same lawn
 All suddenly, with joyful cries, there sped
 A troop of little children garlanded; 110

Who gathering round the altar, seemed to pry
 Earnestly round as wishing to espy
 Some folk of holiday: nor had they waited
 For many moments, ere their ears were sated
 With a faint breath of music, which ev’n then
 Fill’d out its voice, and died away again.
 Within a little space again it gave
 Its airy swellings, with a gentle wave,
 To light-hung leaves, in smoothest echoes breaking
 Through copse-clad vallies,–ere their death, o’ertaking
 The surgy murmurs of the lonely sea. 121
 

And now, as deep into the wood as we
 Might mark a lynx’s eye, there glimmered light
 Fair faces and a rush of garments white,
 Plainer and plainer shewing, till at last
 Into the widest alley they all past,
 Making directly for the woodland altar.
 O kindly muse! let not my weak tongue faulter
 In telling of this goodly company,
 Of their old piety, and of their glee: 130

But let a portion of ethereal dew
 Fall on my head, and presently unmew
 My soul; that I may dare, in wayfaring,
 To stammer where old Chaucer used to sing.
 

Leading the way, young damsels danced along,
 Bearing the burden of a shepherd song;
 Each having a white wicker over brimm’d
 With April’s tender younglings: next, well trimm’d,
 A crowd of shepherds with as sunburnt looks
 As may be read of in Arcadian books; 140

Such as sat listening round Apollo’s pipe,
 When the great deity, for earth too ripe,
 Let his divinity o’er-flowing die
 In music, through the vales of Thessaly:
 Some idly trailed their sheep-hooks on the ground,
 And some kept up a shrilly mellow sound
 With ebon-tipped flutes: close after these,
 Now coming from beneath the forest trees,
 A venerable priest full soberly,
 Begirt with ministring looks: alway his eye 150

Stedfast upon the matted turf he kept,
 And after him his sacred vestments swept.
 From his right hand there swung a vase, milk-white,
 Of mingled wine, out-sparkling generous light;
 And in his left he held a basket full
 Of all sweet herbs that searching eye could cull:
 Wild thyme, and valley-lilies whiter still
 Than Leda’s love, and cresses from the rill.
 His aged head, crowned with beechen wreath,
 Seem’d like a poll of ivy in the teeth 160

Of winter hoar. Then came another crowd
 Of shepherds, lifting in due time aloud
 Their share of the ditty. After them appear’d,
 Up-followed by a multitude that rear’d
 Their voices to the clouds, a fair wrought car,
 Easily rolling so as scarce to mar
 The freedom of three steeds of dapple brown:
 Who stood therein did seem of great renown
 Among the throng. His youth was fully blown,
 Shewing like Ganymede to manhood grown; 170

And, for those simple times, his garments were
 A chieftain king’s: beneath his breast, half bare,
 Was hung a silver bugle, and between
 His nervy knees there lay a boar-spear keen.
 A smile was on his countenance; he seem’d,
 To common lookers on, like one who dream’d
 Of idleness in groves Elysian:
 But there were some who feelingly could scan
 A lurking trouble in his nether lip,
 And see that oftentimes the reins would slip 180

Through his forgotten hands: then would they sigh,
 And think of yellow leaves, of owlets cry,
 Of logs piled solemnly.–Ah, well-a-day,
 Why should our young Endymion pine away!
 

Soon the assembly, in a circle rang’d,
 Stood silent round the shrine: each look was chang’d
 To sudden veneration: women meek
 Beckon’d their sons to silence; while each cheek
 Of virgin bloom paled gently for slight fear.
 Endymion too, without a forest peer, 190

Stood, wan, and pale, and with an awed face,
 Among his brothers of the mountain chase.
 In midst of all, the venerable priest
 Eyed them with joy from greatest to the least,
 And, after lifting up his aged hands,
 Thus spake he: “Men of Latmos! shepherd bands!
 Whose care it is to guard a thousand flocks:
 Whether descended from beneath the rocks
 That overtop your mountains; whether come
 From vallies where the pipe is never dumb; 200

Or from your swelling downs, where sweet air stirs
 Blue hare-bells lightly, and where prickly furze
 Buds lavish gold; or ye, whose precious charge
 Nibble their fill at ocean’s very marge,
 Whose mellow reeds are touch’d with sounds forlorn
 By the dim echoes of old Triton’s horn:
 Mothers and wives! who day by day prepare
 The scrip, with needments, for the mountain air;
 And all ye gentle girls who foster up
 Udderless lambs, and in a little cup 210

Will put choice honey for a favoured youth:
 Yea, every one attend! for in good truth
 Our vows are wanting to our great god Pan.
 Are not our lowing heifers sleeker than
 Night-swollen mushrooms? Are not our wide plains
 Speckled with countless fleeces? Have not rains
 Green’d over April’s lap? No howling sad
 Sickens our fearful ewes; and we have had
 Great bounty from Endymion our lord.
 The earth is glad: the merry lark has pour’d 220

His early song against yon breezy sky,
 That spreads so clear o’er our solemnity.”





Thus ending, on the shrine he heap’d a spire
 Of teeming sweets, enkindling sacred fire;
 Anon he stain’d the thick and spongy sod
 With wine, in honour of the shepherd-god.
 Now while the earth was drinking it, and while
 Bay leaves were crackling in the fragrant pile,
 And gummy frankincense was sparkling bright
 ‘Neath smothering parsley, and a hazy light 230

Spread greyly eastward, thus a chorus sang:
 

“O thou, whose mighty palace roof doth hang
 From jagged trunks, and overshadoweth
 Eternal whispers, glooms, the birth, life, death
 Of unseen flowers in heavy peacefulness;
 Who lov’st to see the hamadryads dress
 Their ruffled locks where meeting hazels darken;
 And through whole solemn hours dost sit, and hearken
 The dreary melody of bedded reeds–
 In desolate places, where dank moisture breeds 240

The pipy hemlock to strange overgrowth;
 Bethinking thee, how melancholy loth
 Thou wast to lose fair Syrinx–do thou now,
 By thy love’s milky brow!
 By all the trembling mazes that she ran,
 Hear us, great Pan!
 

“O thou, for whose soul-soothing quiet, turtles
 Passion their voices cooingly ‘mong myrtles,
 What time thou wanderest at eventide
 Through sunny meadows, that outskirt the side 250

Of thine enmossed realms: O thou, to whom
 Broad leaved fig trees even now foredoom
 Their ripen’d fruitage; yellow girted bees
 Their golden honeycombs; our village leas
 Their fairest blossom’d beans and poppied corn;
 The chuckling linnet its five young unborn,
 To sing for thee; low creeping strawberries
 Their summer coolness; pent up butterflies
 Their freckled wings; yea, the fresh budding year
 All its completions–be quickly near, 260

By every wind that nods the mountain pine,
 O forester divine!





“Thou, to whom every fawn and satyr flies
 For willing service; whether to surprise
 The squatted hare while in half sleeping fit;
 Or upward ragged precipices flit
 To save poor lambkins from the eagle’s maw;
 Or by mysterious enticement draw
 Bewildered shepherds to their path again;
 Or to tread breathless round the frothy main, 270

And gather up all fancifullest shells
 For thee to tumble into Naiads’ cells,
 And, being hidden, laugh at their out-peeping;
 Or to delight thee with fantastic leaping,
 The while they pelt each other on the crown
 With silvery oak apples, and fir cones brown–
 By all the echoes that about thee ring,
 Hear us, O satyr king!
 

“O Hearkener to the loud clapping shears,
 While ever and anon to his shorn peers 280

A ram goes bleating: Winder of the horn,
 When snouted wild-boars routing tender corn
 Anger our huntsman: Breather round our farms,
 To keep off mildews, and all weather harms:
 Strange ministrant of undescribed sounds,
 That come a swooning over hollow grounds,
 And wither drearily on barren moors:
 Dread opener of the mysterious doors
 Leading to universal knowledge–see,
 Great son of Dryope, 290

The many that are come to pay their vows
 With leaves about their brows!
 

Be still the unimaginable lodge
 For solitary thinkings; such as dodge
 Conception to the very bourne of heaven,
 Then leave the naked brain: be still the leaven,
 That spreading in this dull and clodded earth
 Gives it a touch ethereal–a new birth:
 Be still a symbol of immensity;
 A firmament reflected in a sea; 300

An element filling the space between;
 An unknown–but no more: we humbly screen
 With uplift hands our foreheads, lowly bending,
 And giving out a shout most heaven rending,
 Conjure thee to receive our humble Pæan,
 Upon thy Mount Lycean!
 

Even while they brought the burden to a close,
 A shout from the whole multitude arose,
 That lingered in the air like dying rolls
 Of abrupt thunder, when Ionian shoals 310

Of dolphins bob their noses through the brine.
 Meantime, on shady levels, mossy fine,
 Young companies nimbly began dancing
 To the swift treble pipe, and humming string.
 Aye, those fair living forms swam heavenly
 To tunes forgotten–out of memory:
 Fair creatures! whose young childrens’ children bred
 Thermopylæ its heroes–not yet dead,
 But in old marbles ever beautiful.
 High genitors, unconscious did they cull 320

Time’s sweet first-fruits–they danc’d to weariness,
 And then in quiet circles did they press
 The hillock turf, and caught the latter end
 Of some strange history, potent to send
 A young mind from its bodily tenement.
 Or they might watch the quoit-pitchers, intent
 On either side; pitying the sad death
 Of Hyacinthus, when the cruel breath
 Of Zephyr slew him,–Zephyr penitent,
 Who now, ere Phœbus mounts the firmament, 330

Fondles the flower amid the sobbing rain.
 The archers too, upon a wider plain,
 Beside the feathery whizzing of the shaft,
 And the dull twanging bowstring, and the raft
 Branch down sweeping from a tall ash top,
 Call’d up a thousand thoughts to envelope
 Those who would watch. Perhaps, the trembling knee
 And frantic gape of lonely Niobe,
 Poor, lonely Niobe! when her lovely young
 Were dead and gone, and her caressing tongue 340

Lay a lost thing upon her paly lip,
 And very, very deadliness did nip
 Her motherly cheeks. Arous’d from this sad mood
 By one, who at a distance loud halloo’d,
 Uplifting his strong bow into the air,
 Many might after brighter visions stare:
 After the Argonauts, in blind amaze
 Tossing about on Neptune’s restless ways,
 Until, from the horizon’s vaulted side,
 There shot a golden splendour far and wide, 350

Spangling those million poutings of the brine
 With quivering ore: ’twas even an awful shine
 From the exaltation of Apollo’s bow;
 A heavenly beacon in their dreary woe.
 Who thus were ripe for high contemplating,
 Might turn their steps towards the sober ring
 Where sat Endymion and the aged priest
 ‘Mong shepherds gone in eld, whose looks increas’d
 The silvery setting of their mortal star.
 There they discours’d upon the fragile bar 360

That keeps us from our homes ethereal;
 And what our duties there: to nightly call
 Vesper, the beauty-crest of summer weather;
 To summon all the downiest clouds together
 For the sun’s purple couch; to emulate
 In ministring the potent rule of fate
 With speed of fire-tailed exhalations;
 To tint her pallid cheek with bloom, who cons
 Sweet poesy by moonlight: besides these,
 A world of other unguess’d offices. 370

Anon they wander’d, by divine converse,
 Into Elysium; vieing to rehearse
 Each one his own anticipated bliss.
 One felt heart-certain that he could not miss
 His quick gone love, among fair blossom’d boughs,
 Where every zephyr-sigh pouts, and endows
 Her lips with music for the welcoming.
 Another wish’d, mid that eternal spring,
 To meet his rosy child, with feathery sails,
 Sweeping, eye-earnestly, through almond vales: 380

Who, suddenly, should stoop through the smooth wind,
 And with the balmiest leaves his temples bind;
 And, ever after, through those regions be
 His messenger, his little Mercury,
 Some were athirst in soul to see again
 Their fellow huntsmen o’er the wide champaign
 In times long past; to sit with them, and talk
 Of all the chances in their earthly walk;
 Comparing, joyfully, their plenteous stores
 Of happiness, to when upon the moors, 390

Benighted, close they huddled from the cold,
 And shar’d their famish’d scrips. Thus all out-told
 Their fond imaginations,–saving him
 Whose eyelids curtain’d up their jewels dim,
 Endymion: yet hourly had he striven
 To hide the cankering venom, that had riven
 His fainting recollections. Now indeed
 His senses had swoon’d off: he did not heed
 The sudden silence, or the whispers low,
 Or the old eyes dissolving at his woe, 400

Or anxious calls, or close of trembling palms,
 Or maiden’s sigh, that grief itself embalms:
 But in the self-same fixed trance he kept,
 Like one who on the earth had never slept.
 Aye, even as dead-still as a marble man,
 Frozen in that old tale Arabian.
 

Who whispers him so pantingly and close?
 Peona, his sweet sister: of all those,
 His friends, the dearest. Hushing signs she made,
 And breath’d a sister’s sorrow to persuade 410

A yielding up, a cradling on her care.
 Her eloquence did breathe away the curse:
 She led him, like some midnight spirit nurse
 Of happy changes in emphatic dreams,
 Along a path between two little streams,–
 Guarding his forehead, with her round elbow,
 From low-grown branches, and his footsteps slow
 From stumbling over stumps and hillocks small;
 Until they came to where these streamlets fall,
 With mingled bubblings and a gentle rush, 420

Into a river, clear, brimful, and flush
 With crystal mocking of the trees and sky.
 A little shallop, floating there hard by,
 Pointed its beak over the fringed bank;
 And soon it lightly dipt, and rose, and sank,
 And dipt again, with the young couple’s weight,–
 Peona guiding, through the water straight,
 Towards a bowery island opposite;
 Which gaining presently, she steered light
 Into a shady, fresh, and ripply cove, 430

Where nested was an arbour, overwove
 By many a summer’s silent fingering;
 To whose cool bosom she was used to bring
 Her playmates, with their needle broidery,
 And minstrel memories of times gone by.
 

So she was gently glad to see him laid
 Under her favourite bower’s quiet shade,
 On her own couch, new made of flower leaves,
 Dried carefully on the cooler side of sheaves
 When last the sun his autumn tresses shook, 440

And the tann’d harvesters rich armfuls took.
 Soon was he quieted to slumbrous rest:
 But, ere it crept upon him, he had prest
 Peona’s busy hand against his lips,
 And still, a sleeping, held her finger-tips
 In tender pressure. And as a willow keeps
 A patient watch over the stream that creeps
 Windingly by it, so the quiet maid
 Held her in peace: so that a whispering blade
 Of grass, a wailful gnat, a bee bustling 450

Down in the blue-bells, or a wren light rustling
 Among sere leaves and twigs, might all be heard.
 

O magic sleep! O comfortable bird,
 That broodest o’er the troubled sea of the mind
 Till it is hush’d and smooth! O unconfin’d
 Restraint! imprisoned liberty! great key
 To golden palaces, strange minstrelsy,
 Fountains grotesque, new trees, bespangled caves,
 Echoing grottos, full of tumbling waves
 And moonlight; aye, to all the mazy world 460

Of silvery enchantment!–who, upfurl’d
 Beneath thy drowsy wing a triple hour,
 But renovates and lives?–Thus, in the bower,
 Endymion was calm’d to life again.
 Opening his eyelids with a healthier brain,
 He said: “I feel this thine endearing love
 All through my bosom: thou art as a dove
 Trembling its closed eyes and sleeked wings
 About me; and the pearliest dew not brings
 Such morning incense from the fields of May, 470

As do those brighter drops that twinkling stray
 From those kind eyes,–the very home and haunt
 Of sisterly affection. Can I want
 Aught else, aught nearer heaven, than such tears?
 Yet dry them up, in bidding hence all fears
 That, any longer, I will pass my days
 Alone and sad. No, I will once more raise
 My voice upon the mountain-heights; once more
 Make my horn parley from their foreheads hoar:
 Again my trooping hounds their tongues shall loll 480

Around the breathed boar: again I’ll poll
 The fair-grown yew tree, for a chosen bow:
 And, when the pleasant sun is getting low,
 Again I’ll linger in a sloping mead
 To hear the speckled thrushes, and see feed
 Our idle sheep. So be thou cheered sweet,
 And, if thy lute is here, softly intreat
 My soul to keep in its resolved course.”
 

Hereat Peona, in their silver source,
 Shut her pure sorrow drops with glad exclaim, 490

And took a lute, from which there pulsing came
 A lively prelude, fashioning the way
 In which her voice should wander. ’Twas a lay
 More subtle cadenced, more forest wild
 Than Dryope’s lone lulling of her child;
 And nothing since has floated in the air
 So mournful strange. Surely some influence rare
 Went, spiritual, through the damsel’s hand;
 For still, with Delphic emphasis, she spann’d
 The quick invisible strings, even though she saw 500

Endymion’s spirit melt away and thaw
 Before the deep intoxication.
 But soon she came, with sudden burst, upon
 Her self-possession–swung the lute aside,
 And earnestly said: “Brother, ’tis vain to hide
 That thou dost know of things mysterious,
 Immortal, starry; such alone could thus
 Weigh down thy nature. Hast thou sinn’d in aught
 Offensive to the heavenly powers? Caught
 A Paphian dove upon a message sent? 510

Thy deathful bow against some deer-herd bent,
 Sacred to Dian? Haply, thou hast seen
 Her naked limbs among the alders green;
 And that, alas! is death. No, I can trace
 Something more high perplexing in thy face!”
 

Endymion look’d at her, and press’d her hand,
 And said, “Art thou so pale, who wast so bland
 And merry in our meadows? How is this?
 Tell me thine ailment: tell me all amiss!–
 Ah! thou hast been unhappy at the change 520

Wrought suddenly in me. What indeed more strange?
 Or more complete to overwhelm surmise?
 Ambition is no sluggard: ’tis no prize,
 That toiling years would put within my grasp,
 That I have sigh’d for: with so deadly gasp
 No man e’er panted for a mortal love.
 So all have set my heavier grief above
 These things which happen. Rightly have they done:
 I, who still saw the horizontal sun
 Heave his broad shoulder o’er the edge of the world, 530

Out-facing Lucifer, and then had hurl’d
 My spear aloft, as signal for the chace–
 I, who, for very sport of heart, would race
 With my own steed from Araby; pluck down
 A vulture from his towery perching; frown
 A lion into growling, loth retire–
 To lose, at once, all my toil breeding fire,
 And sink thus low! but I will ease my breast
 Of secret grief, here in this bowery nest.





“This river does not see the naked sky, 540

Till it begins to progress silverly
 Around the western border of the wood,
 Whence, from a certain spot, its winding flood
 Seems at the distance like a crescent moon:
 And in that nook, the very pride of June,
 Had I been used to pass my weary eves;
 The rather for the sun unwilling leaves
 So dear a picture of his sovereign power,
 And I could witness his most kingly hour,
 When he doth lighten up the golden reins, 550

And paces leisurely down amber plains
 His snorting four. Now when his chariot last
 Its beams against the zodiac-lion cast,
 There blossom’d suddenly a magic bed
 Of sacred ditamy, and poppies red:
 At which I wondered greatly, knowing well
 That but one night had wrought this flowery spell;
 And, sitting down close by, began to muse
 What it might mean. Perhaps, thought I, Morpheus,
 In passing here, his owlet pinions shook; 560

Or, it may be, ere matron Night uptook
 Her ebon urn, young Mercury, by stealth,
 Had dipt his rod in it: such garland wealth
 Came not by common growth. Thus on I thought,
 Until my head was dizzy and distraught.
 Moreover, through the dancing poppies stole
 A breeze, most softly lulling to my soul;
 And shaping visions all about my sight
 Of colours, wings, and bursts of spangly light;
 The which became more strange, and strange, and dim,
 And then were gulph’d in a tumultuous swim: 571

And then I fell asleep. Ah, can I tell
 The enchantment that afterwards befel?
 Yet it was but a dream: yet such a dream
 That never tongue, although it overteem
 With mellow utterance, like a cavern spring,
 Could figure out and to conception bring
 All I beheld and felt. Methought I lay
 Watching the zenith, where the milky way
 Among the stars in virgin splendour pours; 580

And travelling my eye, until the doors
 Of heaven appear’d to open for my flight,
 I became loth and fearful to alight
 From such high soaring by a downward glance:
 So kept me stedfast in that airy trance,
 Spreading imaginary pinions wide.
 When, presently, the stars began to glide,
 And faint away, before my eager view:
 At which I sigh’d that I could not pursue,
 And dropt my vision to the horizon’s verge; 590

And lo! from opening clouds, I saw emerge
 The loveliest moon, that ever silver’d o’er
 A shell for Neptune’s goblet: she did soar
 So passionately bright, my dazzled soul
 Commingling with her argent spheres did roll
 Through clear and cloudy, even when she went
 At last into a dark and vapoury tent–
 Whereat, methought, the lidless-eyed train
 Of planets all were in the blue again.
 To commune with those orbs, once more I rais’d 600

My sight right upward: but it was quite dazed
 By a bright something, sailing down apace,
 Making me quickly veil my eyes and face:
 Again I look’d, and, O ye deities,
 Who from Olympus watch our destinies!
 Whence that completed form of all completeness?
 Whence came that high perfection of all sweetness?
 Speak, stubborn earth, and tell me where, O where
 Hast thou a symbol of her golden hair?
 Not oat-sheaves drooping in the western sun; 610

Not–thy soft hand, fair sister! let me shun
 Such follying before thee–yet she had,
 Indeed, locks bright enough to make me mad;
 And they were simply gordian’d up and braided,
 Leaving, in naked comeliness, unshaded,
 Her pearl round ears, white neck, and orbed brow;
 The which were blended in, I know not how,
 With such a paradise of lips and eyes,
 Blush-tinted cheeks, half smiles, and faintest sighs,
 That, when I think thereon, my spirit clings 620

And plays about its fancy, till the stings
 Of human neighbourhood envenom all.
 Unto what awful power shall I call?
 To what high fane?–Ah! see her hovering feet,
 More bluely vein’d, more soft, more whitely sweet
 Than those of sea-born Venus, when she rose
 From out her cradle shell. The wind out-blows
 Her scarf into a fluttering pavilion;
 ’Tis blue, and over-spangled with a million
 Of little eyes, as though thou wert to shed, 630

Over the darkest, lushest blue-bell bed,
 Handfuls of daisies.”–”Endymion, how strange!
 Dream within dream!”–”She took an airy range,
 And then, towards me, like a very maid,
 Came blushing, waning, willing, and afraid,
 And press’d me by the hand: Ah! ’twas too much;
 Methought I fainted at the charmed touch,
 Yet held my recollection, even as one
 Who dives three fathoms where the waters run
 Gurgling in beds of coral: for anon, 640

I felt upmounted in that region
 Where falling stars dart their artillery forth,
 And eagles struggle with the buffeting north
 That balances the heavy meteor-stone;–
 Felt too, I was not fearful, nor alone,
 But lapp’d and lull’d along the dangerous sky.
 Soon, as it seem’d, we left our journeying high,
 And straightway into frightful eddies swoop’d;
 Such as ay muster where grey time has scoop’d
 Huge dens and caverns in a mountain’s side: 650

There hollow sounds arous’d me, and I sigh’d
 To faint once more by looking on my bliss–
 I was distracted; madly did I kiss
 The wooing arms which held me, and did give
 My eyes at once to death: but ’twas to live,
 To take in draughts of life from the gold fount
 Of kind and passionate looks; to count, and count
 The moments, by some greedy help that seem’d
 A second self, that each might be redeem’d
 And plunder’d of its load of blessedness. 660

Ah, desperate mortal! I ev’n dar’d to press
 Her very cheek against my crowned lip,
 And, at that moment, felt my body dip
 Into a warmer air: a moment more,
 Our feet were soft in flowers. There was store
 Of newest joys upon that alp. Sometimes
 A scent of violets, and blossoming limes,
 Loiter’d around us; then of honey cells,
 Made delicate from all white-flower bells;
 And once, above the edges of our nest, 670

An arch face peep’d,–an Oread as I guess’d.





“Why did I dream that sleep o’er-power’d me
 In midst of all this heaven? Why not see,
 Far off, the shadows of his pinions dark,
 And stare them from me? But no, like a spark
 That needs must die, although its little beam
 Reflects upon a diamond, my sweet dream
 Fell into nothing–into stupid sleep.
 And so it was, until a gentle creep,
 A careful moving caught my waking ears, 680

And up I started: Ah! my sighs, my tears,
 My clenched hands;–for lo! the poppies hung
 Dew-dabbled on their stalks, the ouzel sung
 A heavy ditty, and the sullen day
 Had chidden herald Hesperus away,
 With leaden looks: the solitary breeze
 Bluster’d, and slept, and its wild self did teaze
 With wayward melancholy; and I thought,
 Mark me, Peona! that sometimes it brought
 Faint fare-thee-wells, and sigh-shrilled adieus!– 690

Away I wander’d–all the pleasant hues
 Of heaven and earth had faded: deepest shades
 Were deepest dungeons; heaths and sunny glades
 Were full of pestilent light; our taintless rills
 Seem’d sooty, and o’er-spread with upturn’d gills
 Of dying fish; the vermeil rose had blown
 In frightful scarlet, and its thorns out-grown
 Like spiked aloe. If an innocent bird
 Before my heedless footsteps stirr’d, and stirr’d
 In little journeys, I beheld in it 700

A disguis’d demon, missioned to knit
 My soul with under darkness; to entice
 My stumblings down some monstrous precipice:
 Therefore I eager followed, and did curse
 The disappointment. Time, that aged nurse,
 Rock’d me to patience. Now, thank gentle heaven!
 These things, with all their comfortings, are given
 To my down-sunken hours, and with thee,
 Sweet sister, help to stem the ebbing sea
 



	
Of weary life.”
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Thus ended he, and both
 


	
 
 






Sat silent: for the maid was very loth
 To answer; feeling well that breathed words
 Would all be lost, unheard, and vain as swords
 Against the enchased crocodile, or leaps
 Of grasshoppers against the sun. She weeps,
 And wonders; struggles to devise some blame;
 To put on such a look as would say, Shame
 On this poor weakness! but, for all her strife,
 She could as soon have crush’d away the life 720

From a sick dove. At length, to break the pause,
 She said with trembling chance: “Is this the cause?
 This all? Yet it is strange, and sad, alas!
 That one who through this middle earth should pass
 Most like a sojourning demi-god, and leave
 His name upon the harp-string, should achieve
 No higher bard than simple maidenhood,
 Singing alone, and fearfully,–how the blood
 Left his young cheek; and how he used to stray
 He knew not where; and how he would say, nay, 730

If any said ’twas love: and yet ’twas love;
 What could it be but love? How a ring-dove
 Let fall a sprig of yew tree in his path;
 And how he died: and then, that love doth scathe,
 The gentle heart, as northern blasts do roses;
 And then the ballad of his sad life closes
 With sighs, and an alas!–Endymion!
 Be rather in the trumpet’s mouth,–anon
 Among the winds at large–that all may hearken!
 Although, before the crystal heavens darken, 740

I watch and dote upon the silver lakes
 Pictur’d in western cloudiness, that takes
 The semblance of gold rocks and bright gold sands,
 Islands, and creeks, and amber-fretted strands
 With horses prancing o’er them, palaces
 And towers of amethyst,–would I so tease
 My pleasant days, because I could not mount
 Into those regions? The Morphean fount
 Of that fine element that visions, dreams,
 And fitful whims of sleep are made of, streams 750

Into its airy channels with so subtle,
 So thin a breathing, not the spider’s shuttle,
 Circled a million times within the space
 Of a swallow’s nest-door, could delay a trace,
 A tinting of its quality: how light
 Must dreams themselves be; seeing they’re more slight
 Than the mere nothing that engenders them!
 Then wherefore sully the entrusted gem
 Of high and noble life with thoughts so sick?
 Why pierce high-fronted honour to the quick 760

For nothing but a dream?” Hereat the youth
 Look’d up: a conflicting of shame and ruth
 Was in his plaited brow: yet, his eyelids
 Widened a little, as when Zephyr bids
 A little breeze to creep between the fans
 Of careless butterflies: amid his pains
 He seem’d to taste a drop of manna-dew,
 Full palatable; and a colour grew
 Upon his cheek, while thus he lifeful spake.
 

“Peona! ever have I long’d to slake 770

My thirst for the world’s praises: nothing base,
 No merely slumberous phantasm, could unlace
 The stubborn canvas for my voyage prepar’d–
 Though now ’tis tatter’d; leaving my bark bar’d
 And sullenly drifting: yet my higher hope
 Is of too wide, too rainbow-large a scope,
 To fret at myriads of earthly wrecks.
 Wherein lies happiness? In that which becks
 Our ready minds to fellowship divine,
 A fellowship with essence; till we shine, 780

Full alchemiz’d, and free of space. Behold
 The clear religion of heaven! Fold
 A rose leaf round thy finger’s taperness,
 And soothe thy lips: hist, when the airy stress
 Of music’s kiss impregnates the free winds,
 And with a sympathetic touch unbinds
 Eolian magic from their lucid wombs:
 Then old songs waken from enclouded tombs;
 Old ditties sigh above their father’s grave;
 Ghosts of melodious prophecyings rave 790

Round every spot were trod Apollo’s foot;
 Bronze clarions awake, and faintly bruit,
 Where long ago a giant battle was;
 And, from the turf, a lullaby doth pass
 In every place where infant Orpheus slept.
 Feel we these things?–that moment have we stept
 Into a sort of oneness, and our state
 Is like a floating spirit’s. But there are
 Richer entanglements, enthralments far
 More self-destroying, leading, by degrees, 800

To the chief intensity: the crown of these
 Is made of love and friendship, and sits high
 Upon the forehead of humanity.
 All its more ponderous and bulky worth
 Is friendship, whence there ever issues forth
 A steady splendour; but at the tip-top,
 There hangs by unseen film, an orbed drop
 Of light, and that is love: its influence,
 Thrown in our eyes, genders a novel sense,
 At which we start and fret; till in the end, 810

Melting into its radiance, we blend,
 Mingle, and so become a part of it,–
 Nor with aught else can our souls interknit
 So wingedly: when we combine therewith,
 Life’s self is nourish’d by its proper pith,
 And we are nurtured like a pelican brood.
 Aye, so delicious is the unsating food,
 That men, who might have tower’d in the van
 Of all the congregated world, to fan
 And winnow from the coming step of time 820

All chaff of custom, wipe away all slime
 Left by men-slugs and human serpentry,
 Have been content to let occasion die,
 Whilst they did sleep in love’s elysium.
 And, truly, I would rather be struck dumb,
 Than speak against this ardent listlessness:
 For I have ever thought that it might bless
 The world with benefits unknowingly;
 As does the nightingale, upperched high,
 And cloister’d among cool and bunched leaves– 830

She sings but to her love, nor e’er conceives
 How tiptoe Night holds back her dark-grey hood.
 Just so may love, although ’tis understood
 The mere commingling of passionate breath,
 Produce more than our searching witnesseth:
 What I know not: but who, of men, can tell
 That flowers would bloom, or that green fruit would swell
 To melting pulp, that fish would have bright mail,
 The earth its dower of river, wood, and vale,
 The meadows runnels, runnels pebble-stones, 840

The seed its harvest, or the lute its tones,
 Tones ravishment, or ravishment its sweet,
 If human souls did never kiss and greet?





“Now, if this earthly love has power to make
 Men’s being mortal, immortal; to shake
 Ambition from their memories, and brim
 Their measure of content; what merest whim,
 Seems all this poor endeavour after fame,
 To one, who keeps within his stedfast aim
 A love immortal, an immortal too. 850

Look not so wilder’d; for these things are true,
 And never can be born of atomies
 That buzz about our slumbers, like brain-flies,
 Leaving us fancy-sick. No, no, I’m sure,
 My restless spirit never could endure
 To brood so long upon one luxury,
 Unless it did, though fearfully, espy
 A hope beyond the shadow of a dream.
 My sayings will the less obscured seem,
 When I have told thee how my waking sight 860

Has made me scruple whether that same night
 Was pass’d in dreaming. Hearken, sweet Peona!
 Beyond the matron-temple of Latona,
 Which we should see but for these darkening boughs,
 Lies a deep hollow, from whose ragged brows
 Bushes and trees do lean all round athwart,
 And meet so nearly, that with wings outraught,
 And spreaded tail, a vulture could not glide
 Past them, but he must brush on every side.
 Some moulder’d steps lead into this cool cell, 870

Far as the slabbed margin of a well,
 Whose patient level peeps its crystal eye
 Right upward, through the bushes, to the sky.
 Oft have I brought thee flowers, on their stalks set
 Like vestal primroses, but dark velvet
 Edges them round, and they have golden pits:
 ’Twas there I got them, from the gaps and slits
 In a mossy stone, that sometimes was my seat,
 When all above was faint with mid-day heat.
 And there in strife no burning thoughts to heed, 880

I’d bubble up the water through a reed;
 So reaching back to boy-hood: make me ships
 Of moulted feathers, touchwood, alder chips,
 With leaves stuck in them; and the Neptune be
 Of their petty ocean. Oftener, heavily,
 When love-lorn hours had left me less a child,
 I sat contemplating the figures wild
 Of o’er-head clouds melting the mirror through.
 Upon a day, while thus I watch’d, by flew
 A cloudy Cupid, with his bow and quiver; 890

So plainly character’d, no breeze would shiver
 The happy chance: so happy, I was fain
 To follow it upon the open plain,
 And, therefore, was just going; when, behold!
 A wonder, fair as any I have told–
 The same bright face I tasted in my sleep,
 Smiling in the clear well. My heart did leap
 Through the cool depth.–It moved as if to flee–
 I started up, when lo! refreshfully,
 There came upon my face, in plenteous showers, 900

Dew-drops, and dewy buds, and leaves, and flowers,
 Wrapping all objects from my smothered sight,
 Bathing my spirit in a new delight.
 Aye, such a breathless honey-feel of bliss
 Alone preserved me from the drear abyss
 Of death, for the fair form had gone again.
 Pleasure is oft a visitant; but pain
 Clings cruelly to us, like the gnawing sloth
 On the deer’s tender haunches: late, and loth,
 ’Tis scar’d away by slow returning pleasure. 910

How sickening, how dark the dreadful leisure
 Of weary days, made deeper exquisite,
 By a fore-knowledge of unslumbrous night!
 Like sorrow came upon me, heavier still,
 Than when I wander’d from the poppy hill:
 And a whole age of lingering moments crept
 Sluggishly by, ere more contentment swept
 Away at once the deadly yellow spleen.
 Yes, thrice have I this fair enchantment seen;
 Once more been tortured with renewed life. 920

When last the wintry gusts gave over strife
 With the conquering sun of spring, and left the skies
 Warm and serene, but yet with moistened eyes
 In pity of the shatter’d infant buds,–
 That time thou didst adorn, with amber studs,
 My hunting cap, because I laugh’d and smil’d,
 Chatted with thee, and many days exil’d
 All torment from my breast;–’twas even then,
 Straying about, yet, coop’d up in the den
 Of helpless discontent,–hurling my lance 930

From place to place, and following at chance,
 At last, by hap, through some young trees it struck,
 And, plashing among bedded pebbles, stuck
 In the middle of a brook,–whose silver ramble
 Down twenty little falls, through reeds and bramble,
 Tracing along, it brought me to a cave,
 Whence it ran brightly forth, and white did lave
 The nether sides of mossy stones and rock,–
 ‘Mong which it gurgled blythe adieus, to mock
 Its own sweet grief at parting. Overhead, 940

Hung a lush scene of drooping weeds, and spread
 Thick, as to curtain up some wood-nymph’s home.
 “Ah! impious mortal, whither do I roam?”
 Said I, low voic’d: “Ah, whither! ’Tis the grot
 Of Proserpine, when Hell, obscure and hot,
 Doth her resign; and where her tender hands
 She dabbles, on the cool and sluicy sands:
 Or ’tis the cell of Echo, where she sits,
 And babbles thorough silence, till her wits
 Are gone in tender madness, and anon, 950

Faints into sleep, with many a dying tone
 Of sadness. O that she would take my vows,
 And breathe them sighingly among the boughs,
 To sue her gentle ears for whose fair head,
 Daily, I pluck sweet flowerets from their bed,
 And weave them dyingly–send honey-whispers
 Round every leaf, that all those gentle lispers
 May sigh my love unto her pitying!
 O charitable echo! hear, and sing
 This ditty to her!–tell her”–so I stay’d 960

My foolish tongue, and listening, half afraid,
 Stood stupefied with my own empty folly,
 And blushing for the freaks of melancholy.
 Salt tears were coming, when I heard my name
 Most fondly lipp’d, and then these accents came:
 “Endymion! the cave is secreter
 Than the isle of Delos. Echo hence shall stir
 No sighs but sigh-warm kisses, or light noise
 Of thy combing hand, the while it travelling cloys
 And trembles through my labyrinthine hair.” 970

At that oppress’d I hurried in.–Ah! where
 Are those swift moments? Whither are they fled?
 I’ll smile no more, Peona; nor will wed
 Sorrow the way to death; but patiently
 Bear up against it: so farewel, sad sigh;
 And come instead demurest meditation,
 To occupy me wholly, and to fashion
 My pilgrimage for the world’s dusky brink.
 No more will I count over, link by link,
 My chain of grief: no longer strive to find 980

A half-forgetfulness in mountain wind
 Blustering about my ears: aye, thou shalt see,
 Dearest of sisters, what my life shall be;
 What a calm round of hours shall make my days.
 There is a paly flame of hope that plays
 Where’er I look: but yet, I’ll say ’tis naught–
 And here I bid it die. Have not I caught,
 Already, a more healthy countenance?
 By this the sun is setting; we may chance
 Meet some of our near-dwellers with my car.” 990
 

This said, he rose, faint-smiling like a star
 Through autumn mists, and took Peona’s hand:
 They stept into the boat, and launch’d from land.
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The Realm of Fancy
 

John Keats (1795–1821)
 

EVER let the Fancy roam!

Pleasure never is at home:

At a touch sweet Pleasure melteth,

Like to bubbles when rain pelteth,

Then let winge´d Fancy wander   5

Through the thought still spread beyond her:

Open wide the mind’s cage-door,

She’ll dart forth, and cloudward soar.

O sweet Fancy! let her loose;

Summer’s joys are spoilt by use,   10

And the enjoying of the Spring

Fades as does its blossoming:

Autumn’s red-lipp’d fruitage too,

Blushing through the mist and dew,

Cloys with tasting: What do then?   15

Sit thee by the ingle, when

The sear faggot blazes bright,

Spirit of a winter’s night;

When the soundless earth is muffled,

And the cake´d snow is shuffled   20

From the ploughboy’s heavy shoon;

When the Night doth meet the Noon

In a dark conspiracy

To banish Even from her sky.

 — Sit thee there, and send abroad,   25

With a mind self-overaw’d

Fancy, high-commission’d: — send her!

She has vassals to attend her;

She will bring, in spite of frost,

Beauties that the earth hath lost;   30

She will bring thee, all together,

All delights of summer weather;

All the buds and bells of May

From dewy sward or thorny spray;

All the heape´d Autumn’s wealth,   35

With a still, mysterious stealth:

She will mix these pleasures up

Like three fit wines in a cup,

And thou shalt quaff it: — thou shalt hear

Distant harvest-carols clear;   40

Rustle of the reape´d corn;

Sweet birds antheming the morn:

And, in the same moment — hark!

’Tis the early April lark,

Or the rooks, with busy caw,   45

Foraging for sticks and straw.

Thou shalt, at one glance, behold

The daisy and the marigold;

White-plumed lilies, and the first

Hedge-grown primrose that hath burst;   50

Shaded hyacinth, alway

Sapphire queen of the mid-May;

And every leaf, and every flower

Pearle´d with the self-same shower.

Thou shalt see the field-mouse peep   55

Meagre from its celle´d sleep;

And the snake all winter-thin

Cast on sunny bank its skin;

Freckled nest-eggs thou shalt see

Hatching in the hawthorn-tree,   60

When the hen-bird’s wing doth rest

Quiet on her mossy nest;

Then the hurry and alarm

When the bee-hive casts its swarm;

Acorns ripe down-pattering,   65

While the autumn breezes sing

Oh, sweet Fancy! let her loose;

Everything is spoilt by use:

Where’s the cheek that doth not fade,

Too much gazed at? Where’s the maid   70

Whose lip mature is ever new?

Where’s the eye, however blue,

Doth not weary? Where’s the face

One would meet in every place?

At a touch sweet Pleasure melteth   75

Like to bubbles when rain pelteth.

Let then winge´d Fancy find

Thee a mistress to thy mind:

Dulcet-eyed as Ceres’ daughter,

Ere the God of Torment taught her   80

How to frown and how to chide;

With a waist and with a side

White as Hebe’s, when her zone

Slipt its golden clasp, and down

Fell her kirtle to her feet,   85

And Jove grew languid. — Break the mesh

Of the Fancy’s silken leash;

Quickly break her prison-string,

And such joys as these she’ll bring:

 — Let the winge´d Fancy roam!   90

Pleasure never is at home.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Ode on the Poets
 

John Keats (1795–1821)
 

BARDS of Passion and of Mirth

Ye have left your souls on earth!

Have ye souls in heaven too,

Double-lived in regions new?

 — Yes, and those of heaven commune   5

With the spheres of sun and moon;

With the noise of fountains wonderous

And the parle of voices thunderous;

With the whisper of heaven’s trees

And one another, in soft ease   10

Seated on Elysian lawns

Browsed by none but Dian’s fawns;

Underneath large blue-bells tented,

Where the daisies are rose-scented,

And the rose herself has got   15

Perfume which on earth is not;

Where the nightingale doth sing

Not a senseless, trance´d thing,

But divine melodious truth;

Philosophic numbers smooth;   20

Tales and golden histories

Of heaven and its mysteries.
 

 Thus ye live on high, and then

On the earth ye live again;

And the souls ye left behind you   25

Teach us, here, the way to find you,

Where your other souls are joying,

Never slumber’d, never cloying.

Here, your earth-born souls still speak

To mortals, of their little week;   30

Of their sorrows and delights;

Of their passions and their spites;

Of their glory and their shame;

What doth strengthen and what maim: — 

Thus ye teach us, every day,   35

Wisdom, though fled far away.
 

 Bards of Passion and of Mirth

Ye have left your souls on earth!

Ye have souls in heaven too,

Double-lived in regions new!   40
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The Mermaid Tavern
 

John Keats (1795–1821)
 

SOULS of Poets dead and gone,

What Elysium have ye known,

Happy field or mossy cavern,

Choicer than the Mermaid Tavern?

Have ye tippled drink more fine   5

Than mine host’s Canary wine?
 

Or are fruits of Paradise

Sweeter than those dainty pies

Of Venison? O generous food!

Drest as though bold Robin Hood   10

Would, with his Maid Marian,

Sup and bowse from horn and can.
 

I have heard that on a day

Mine host’s sign-board flew away

Nobody knew whither, till   15

An astrologer’s old quill

To a sheepskin gave the story — 

Said he saw you in your glory

Underneath a new-old Sign

Sipping beverage divine,   20

And pledging with contented smack

The Mermaid in the Zodiac!
 

Souls of Poets dead and gone,

What Elysium have ye known — 

Happy field or mossy cavern — 25

Choicer than the Mermaid Tavern?
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Happy Insensibility
 

John Keats (1795–1821)
 

IN a drear-nighted December,

Too happy, happy Tree,

Thy branches ne’er remember

The north cannot undo them

With a sleety whistle through them,   5

Nor frozen thawings glue them

From budding at the prime.
 

In a drear-nighted December,

Too happy, happy Brook,

Thy bubblings ne’er remember   10

Apollo’s summer look;

But with a sweet forgetting

They stay their crystal fretting,

Never, never petting

About the frozen time.   15
 

Ah would ‘twere so with many

A gentle girl and boy!

But were there ever any

Writhed not at passe´d joy?

To know the change and feel it,   20

When there is none to heal it

Nor numbe´d sense to steal it — 

Was never said in rhyme.
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Ode to a Nightingale
 

John Keats (1795–1821)
 

MY heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains

 My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk,

Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains

 One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk:

’Tis not through envy of thy happy lot,   5

 But being too happy in thy happiness, — 

  That thou, light-winge´d Dryad of the trees,

    In some melodious plot

 Of beechen green, and shadows numberless,

  Singest of summer in full-throated ease.   10
 

O, far a draught of vintage, that hath been

 Cool’d a long age in the deep-delve´d earth,

Tasting of Flora and the country green,

 Dance, and Proven¸al song, and sun-burnt mirth!

O for a beaker full of the warm South,   15

 Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene,

  With beaded bubbles winking at the brim,

    And purple-staine´d mouth;

That I might drink, and leave the world unseen,

 And with thee fade away into the forest dim:   20
 

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget

 What thou among the leaves hast never known,

The weariness, the fever, and the fret

 Here, where men sit and hear each other groan;

Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs,   25

 Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies;

  Where but to think is to be full of sorrow

    And leaden-eyed despairs;

 Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes,

  Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow.   30
 

Away! away! for I will fly to thee,

 Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards,

But on the viewless wings of Poesy,

 Though the dull brain perplexes and retards:

Already with thee! tender is the night,   35

 And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne,

  Cluster’d around by all her starry Fays;

    But here there is no light

 Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown

  Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways,   40
 

I cannot see what flowers are at my feet,

 Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs,

But, in embalme´d darkness, guess each sweet

 Wherewith the seasonable month endows

The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild;   45

 White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine;

  Fast fading violets cover’d up in leaves;

    And mid-May’s eldest child,

 The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine,

  The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves.   50
 

Darkling I listen; and for many a time

 I have been half in love with easeful Death,

Call’d him soft names in many a muse´d rhyme,

 To take into the air my quiet breath;

Now more than ever seems it rich to die,   55

 To cease upon the midnight with no pain,

  While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad

    In such an ecstasy!

 Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain — 

  To thy high requiem become a sod.   60
 

Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird!

 No hungry generations tread thee down;

The voice I hear this passing night was heard

 In ancient days by emperor and clown:

Perhaps the self-same song that found a path   65

 Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home,

  She stood in tears amid the alien corn;

    The same that oft-times hath

 Charm’d magic casements, opening on the foam

  Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn.   70
 

Forlorn! the very word is like a bell

 To toll me back from thee to my sole self!

Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well

 As she is famed to do, deceiving elf.

Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades   75

 Past the near meadows, over the still stream,

  Up the hill-side; and now ’tis buried deep

    In the next valley-glades:

 Was it a vision, or a waking dream?

  Fled is that music: — do I wake or sleep?   80
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Ode on a Grecian Urn
 

John Keats (1795–1821)
 

THOU still unravish’d bride of quietness,

 Thou foster-child of Silence and slow Time,

Sylvan historian, who canst thus express

 A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme:

What leaf-fringed legend haunts about thy shape   5

 Of deities or mortals, or of both

  In Tempe or the dales of Arcady?

 What men or gods are these? What maidens loth?

What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape?

  What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy?   10
 

Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard

 Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on;

Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear’d,

 Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone:

Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave   15

 Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare;

  Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss,

Though winning near the goal — yet, do not grieve;

  She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss,

 For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair!   20
 

Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed

 Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu;

And, happy melodist, unwearièd,

 For ever piping songs for ever new;

More happy love! more happy, happy love!   25

 For ever warm and still to be enjoy’d,

  For ever panting and for ever young;

All breathing human passion far above,

 That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloy’d,

  A burning forehead, and a parching tongue.   30
 

Who are these coming to the sacrifice?

 To what green altar, O mysterious priest,

Lead’st thou that heifer lowing at the skies,

 And all her silken flanks with garlands drest?

What little town by river or sea-shore,   35

 Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel,

  Is emptied of its folk, this pious morn?

And, little town, thy streets for evermore

 Will silent be; and not a soul, to tell

  Why thou art desolate, can e’er return.   40
 

O Attic shape! fair attitude! with brede

 Of marble men and maidens overwrought,

With forest branches and the trodden weed;

 Thou, silent form! dost tease us out of thought

As doth eternity. Cold Pastoral!   45

 When old age shall this generation waste,

  Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe

 Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say’st,

‘Beauty is truth, truth beauty, — that is all

  Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.’   50
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Ode to Autumn
 

John Keats (1795–1821)
 

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;

To bend with apples the moss’d cottage-trees,   5

And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core;

To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells

With a sweet kernel; to set budding more,

And still more, later flowers for the bees,

Until they think warm days will never cease;   10

For Summer has o’erbrimm’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 soft-lifted by the winnowing wind;   15

Or on a half-reap’d furrow sound asleep,

Drowsed with the fume of poppies, while thy hook

Spares the next swath and all its twine´d flowers:

And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep

Steady thy laden head across a brook;   20

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 barre´d clouds bloom the soft-dying day   25

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;   30

Hedge-crickets sing, and now with treble soft

The redbreast whistles from a garden-croft;

And gathering swallows twitter in the skies.
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Ode to Psyche
 

John Keats (1795–1821)
 

O GODDESS! hear these tuneless numbers, wrung

 By sweet enforcement and remembrance dear,

And pardon that thy secrets should be sung

  Even into thine own soft-conchèd ear:

Surely I dream’d to-day, or did I see   5

 The wingèd Psyche with awaken’d eyes?

I wander’d in a forest thoughtlessly,

 And, on the sudden, fainting with surprise,

Saw two fair creatures, couchèd side by side

 In deepest grass, beneath the whisp’ring roof   10

  Of leaves and trembled blossoms, where there ran

    A brooklet, scarce espied:

‘Mid hush’d, cool-rooted flowers fragrant-eyed,

 Blue, silver-white, and budded Tyrian,

They lay calm-breathing on the bedded grass;   15

 Their arms embracèd, and their pinions too;

 Their lips touch’d not, but had not bade adieu,

As if disjoinèd by soft-handed slumber,

And ready still past kisses to outnumber

 At tender eye-dawn of aurorean love:   20

    The wingèd boy I knew;

 But who wast thou, O happy, happy dove?

    His Psyche true!
 

O latest-born and loveliest vision far

 Of all Olympus’ faded hierarchy!   25

Fairer than Phœbe’s sapphire-region’d star,

 Or Vesper, amorous glow-worm of the sky;

Fairer than these, though temple thou hast none,

    Nor altar heap’d with flowers;

Nor Virgin-choir to make delicious moan   30

    Upon the midnight hours;

No voice, no lute, no pipe, no incense sweet

 From chain-swung censer teeming;

No shrine, no grove, no oracle, no heat

 Of pale-mouth’d prophet dreaming.   35
 

O brightest! though too late for antique vows,

  Too, too late for the fond believing lyre,

When holy were the haunted forest boughs,

 Holy the air, the water, and the fire;

Yet even in these days so far retired   40

 From happy pieties, thy lucent fans,

 Fluttering among the faint Olympians,

I see, and sing, by my own eyes inspired.

So let me be thy choir, and make a moan

    Upon the midnight hours;   45

Thy voice, thy lute, thy pipe, thy incense sweet

 From swingèd censer teeming:

Thy shrine, thy grove, thy oracle, thy heat

 Of pale-mouth’d prophet dreaming.
 

Yes, I will be thy priest, and build a fane   50

 In some untrodden region of my mind,

Where branchèd thoughts, new grown with pleasant pain,

 Instead of pines shall murmur in the wind:

Far, far around shall those dark-cluster’d trees

 Fledge the wild-ridgèd mountains steep by steep;   55

And there by zephyrs, streams, and birds, and bees,

 The moss-lain Dryads shall be lull’d to sleep;

And in the midst of this wide quietness

A rosy sanctuary will I dress

With the wreath’d trellis of a working brain,   60

 With buds, and bells, and stars without a name,

With all the gardener Fancy e’er could feign,

 Who, breeding flowers, will never breed the same;

And there shall be for thee all soft delight

  That shadowy thought can win,   65

A bright torch, and a casement ope at night,

  To let the warm Love in!
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Ode on Melancholy
 

John Keats (1795–1821)
 

NO, no! go not to Lethe, neither twist

 Wolf’s-bane, tight-rooted, for its poisonous wine;

Nor suffer thy pale forehead to be kist

 By nightshade, ruby grape of Proserpine;

Make not your rosary of yew-berries,   5

 Nor let the beetle, nor the death-moth be

  Your mournful Psyche, nor the downy owl

A partner in your sorrow’s mysteries;

 For shade to shade will come too drowsily,

  And drown the wakeful anguish of the soul.   10
 

But when the melancholy fit shall fall

 Sudden from heaven like a weeping cloud,

That fosters the droop-headed flowers all,

 And hides the green hill in an April shroud;

Then glut thy sorrow on a morning rose,   15

Or on the rainbow of the salt sand-wave,

 Or on the wealth of globèd peonies;

  Or if thy mistress some rich anger shows,

 Emprison her soft hand, and let her rave,

  And feed deep, deep upon her peerless eyes.   20
 

She dwells with Beauty — Beauty that must die;

 And Joy, whose hand is ever at his lips

Bidding adieu; and aching Pleasure nigh,

 Turning to poison while the bee-mouth sips:

Ay, in the very temple of Delight   25

 Veil’d Melancholy has her sovran shrine,

  Though seen of none save him whose strenuous tongue

Can burst Joy’s grape against his palate fine;

 His soul shall taste the sadness of her might,

  And be among her cloudy trophies hung.   30
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The Eve of St. Agnes
 

John Keats (1795–1821)
 

 ST. AGNES’ EVE! — Ah, bitter chill it was!

 The owl, for all his feathers, was a-cold;

 The hare limp’d trembling through the frozen grass,

 And silent was the flock in woolly fold:

 Numb were the Beadsman’s fingers, while he told   5

 His rosary, and while his frosted breath,

 Like pious incense from a censer old,

 Seem’d taking flight for heaven, without a death,

Past the sweet Virgin’s picture, while his prayer he saith.
 

 His prayer he saith, this patient, holy man;   10

 Then takes his lamp, and riseth from his knees,

 And back returneth, meagre, barefoot, wan,

 Along the chapel aisle by slow degrees:

 The sculptur’d dead, on each side, seem to freeze,

 Emprison’d in black, purgatorial rails:   15

 Knights, ladies, praying in dumb orat’ries,

 He passeth by; and his weak spirit fails

To think how they may ache in icy hoods and mails.
 

 Northward he turneth through a little door,

 And scarce three steps, ere Music’s golden tongue   20

 Flatter’d to tears this aged man and poor;

 But no — already had his deathbell rung;

 The joys of all his life were said and sung:

 His was harsh penance on St. Agnes’ Eve:

 Another way he went, and soon among   25

 Rough ashes sat he for his soul’s reprieve,

And all night kept awake, for sinners’ sake to grieve.
 

That ancient Beadsman heard the prelude soft;

 And so it chanc’d, for many a door was wide,

 From hurry to and fro. Soon, up aloft,   30

 The silver, snarling trumpets ‘gan to chide:

 The level chambers, ready with their pride,

 Were glowing to receive a thousand guests:

 The carved angels, ever eager-eyed,

 Star’d where upon their heads the cornice rests,   35

With hair blown back, and wings put cross-wise on their breasts.
 

 At length burst in the argent revelry,

 With plume, tiara, and all rich array,

 Numerous as shadows haunting fairily

 The brain, new stuff’d, in youth, with triumphs gay   40

 Of old romance. These let us wish away,

 And turn, sole-thoughted, to one Lady there,

 Whose heart had brooded, all that wintry day,

 On love, and wing’d St. Agnes’ saintly care,

As she had heard old dames full many times declare.   45
 

 They told her how, upon St. Agnes’ Eve,

 Young virgins might have visions of delight,

 And soft adorings from their loves receive

 Upon the honey’d middle of the night

 If ceremonies due they did aright;   50

 As, supperless to bed they must retire,

 And couch supine their beauties, lily white;

 Nor look behind, nor sideways, but require

Of Heaven with upward eyes for all that they desire.
 

 Full of this whim was thoughtful Madeline;   55

 The music, yearning like a God in pain,

 She scarcely heard: her maiden eyes divine,

 Fix’d on the floor, saw many a sweeping train

 Pass by — she heeded not at all: in vain

 Came many a tiptoe, amorous cavalier,   60

 And back retir’d; not cool’d by high disdain,

 But she saw not: her heart was otherwhere:

She sigh’d for Agnes’ dreams, the sweetest of the year.
 

 She danc’d along with vague, regardless eyes,

 Anxious her lips, her breathing quick and short:   65

 The hallow’d hour was near at hand: she sighs

 Amid the timbrels, and the throng’d resort

 Of whisperers in anger, or in sport;

 ‘Mid looks of love, defiance, hate and scorn,

 Hoodwink’d with faery fancy; all amort,   70

 Save to St. Agnes and her lambs unshorn,

And all the bliss to be before to-morrow morn.
 

 So, purposing each moment to retire,

 She linger’d still. Meantime, across the moors,

 Had come young Porphyro, with heart on fire   75

 For Madeline. Beside the portal doors,

 Buttress’d from moonlight, stands he, and implores

 All saints to give him sight of Madeline,

 But for one moment in the tedious hours,

 That he might gaze and worship all unseen;   80

Perchance speak, kneel, touch, kiss — in sooth such things have been.
 

 He ventures in: let no buzz’d whisper tell:

 All eyes be muffled, or a hundred swords

 Will storm his heart, Love’s fev’rous citadel;

 For him, those chambers held barbarian hordes,   85

 Hyena foemen, and hot-blooded lords,

 Whose very dogs would execrations howl

 Against his lineage: not one breast affords

 Him any mercy, in that mansion foul,

Save one old beldame, weak in body and in soul.   90
 

 Ah, happy chance! the aged creature came,

 Shuffling along with ivory-headed wand,

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

 Behind a broad hall-pillar, far beyond

 The sound of merriment and chorus bland:   95

 He startled her; but soon she knew his face,

 And grasp’d his fingers in her palsied hand,

 Saying, ‘Mercy, Porphyro! hie thee from this place;

They are all here to-night, the whole blood-thirsty race!
 

 ‘Get hence! get hence! there’s dwarfish Hildebrand;   100

 He had a fever late and in the fit

 He cursed thee and thine, both house and land:

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

 More tame for his grey hairs — Alas me! flit!

 Flit like a ghost away.’— ‘Ah, Gossip dear,   105

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

 And tell me how’— ‘Good Saints! not here, not here;

Follow me, child, or else these stones will be thy bier.’
 

 He follow’d through a lowly arched way,

 Brushing the cobwebs with his lofty plume;   110

 And as she mutter’d ‘Well-a — well-a-day!

 He found him in a little moonlight room,

 Pale, lattic’d, chill, and silent as a tomb.

 ‘Now tell me where is Madeline,’ said he,

 ‘O tell me, Angela, by the holy loom   115

 Which none but secret sisterhood may see,

When they St. Agnes’ wool are weaving piously.’
 

 ‘St. Agnes! Ah! it is St. Agnes’ Eve — 

 Yet men will murder upon holy days:

 Thou must hold water in a witch’s sieve,   120

 And be liege-lord of all the Elves and Fays,

 To venture so: it fills me with amaze

 To see thee, Porphyro! — St. Agnes’ Eve!

 God’s help! my lady fair the conjurer plays

 This very night: good angels her deceive!   125

But let me laugh awhile, I’ve mickle time to grieve.’
 

 Feebly she laugheth in the languid moon,

 While Porphyro upon her face doth look,

 Like puzzled urchin on an aged crone

 Who keepeth clos’d a wond’rous riddle-book,   130

 As spectacled she sits in chimney nook.

 But soon his eyes grew brilliant, when she told

 His lady’s purpose; and he scarce could brook

 Tears, at the thought of those enchantments cold,

And Madeline asleep in lap of legends old.   135
 

 Sudden a thought came like a full-blown rose,

 Flushing his brow, and in his pained heart

 Made purple riot: then doth he propose

 A stratagem, that makes the beldame start:

 ‘A cruel man, and impious thou art:   140

 Sweet lady, let her pray, and sleep, and dream

 Alone with her good angels, far apart

 From wicked men like thee. Go, go! — I deem

Thou canst not surely be the same that thou didst seem.’
 

 ‘I will not harm her, by all saints I swear,’   145

 Quoth Porphyro: ‘O may I ne’er find grace

 When my weak voice shall whisper its last prayer,

 If one of her soft ringlets I displace,

 Or look with ruffian passion in her face:

 Good Angela, believe me by these tears;   150

 Or I will, even in a moment’s space,

 Awake, with horrid shout, my foemen’s ears,

And beard them, though they be more fang’d than wolves and bears.’
 

 ‘Ah! why wilt thou affright a feeble soul?

 A poor, weak, palsy-stricken, churchyard thing,   155

 Whose passing-bell may ere the midnight toll;

 Whose prayers for thee, each morn and evening,

 Were never miss’d.’ Thus plaining, doth she bring

 A gentler speech from burning Porphyro;

 So woful, and of such deep sorrowing,   160

 That Angela gives promise she will do

Whatever he shall wish, betide her weal or woe.
 

 Which was, to lead him, in close secrecy.

 Even to Madeline’s chamber, and there hide

 Him in a closet, of such privacy   165

 That he might see her beauty unespied,

 And win perhaps that night a peerless bride,

 While legion’d faeries pac’d the coverlet,

 And pale enchantment held her sleepy-eyed.

 Never on such a night have lovers met,   170

Since Merlin paid his Demon all the monstrous debt.
 

 ‘It shall be as thou wishest,’ said the Dame:

 ‘All cates and dainties shall be stored there

 Quickly on this feast-night: by the tambour frame

 Her own lute thou wilt see: no time to spare,   175

 For I am slow and feeble, and scarce dare

 On such a catering trust my dizzy head.

 Wait here, my child, with patience; kneel in prayer

 The while: Ah! thou must needs the lady wed,

Or may I never leave my grave among the dead.’   180
 

 So saying, she hobbled off with busy fear.

 The lover’s endless minutes slowly pass’d;

 The Dame return’d, and whisper’d in his ear

 To follow her; with agèd eyes aghast

 From fright of dim espial. Safe at last,   185

 Through many a dusky gallery, they gain

 The maiden’s chamber, silken, hush’d, and chaste;

 Where Porphyro took covert, pleas’d amain.

His poor guide hurried back with agues in her brain.
 

 Her falt’ring hand upon the balustrade,   190

 Old Angela was feeling for the stair,

 When Madeline, St. Agnes’ charmèd maid,

 Rose, like a mission’d spirit, unaware:

 With silver taper’s light, and pious care,

 She turn’d, and down the agèd gossip led   195

 To a safe level matting. Now prepare,

 Young Porphyro, for gazing on that bed;

She comes, she comes again, like ring-dove fray’d and fled.
 

 Out went the taper as she hurried in;

 Its little smoke, in pallid moonshine, died;   200

 She clos’d the door, she panted, all akin

 To spirits of the air, and visions wide:

 No uttered syllable, or, woe betide!

 But to her heart, her heart was voluble,

 Paining with eloquence her balmy side;   205

 As though a tongueless nightingale should swell

Her throat in vain, and die, heart-stifled, in her dell.
 

 A casement high and triple-arch’d there was,

 All garlanded with carven imag’ries

 Of fruits, and flowers, and bunches of knot-grass,   210

 And diamonded with panes of quaint device,

 Unnumerable of stains and splendid dyes.

 As are the tiger-moth’s deep-damask’d wings;

 And in the midst, ‘mong thousand heraldries,

 And twilight saints, and dim emblazonings,   215

A shielded scutcheon blush’d with blood of queens and kings.
 

 Full on this casement shone the wintry moon,

 And threw warm gules on Madeline’s fair breast,

 As down she knelt for heaven’s grace and boon;

 Rose-bloom fell on her hands, together prest,   220

 And on her silver cross soft amethyst,

 And on her hair a glory, like a saint:

 She seem’d a splendid angel, newly drest,

 Save wings, for heaven: Porphyro grew faint:

She knelt, so pure a thing, so free from mortal taint.   225
 

 Anon his heart revives: her vespers done,

 Of all its wreathèd pearls her hair she frees;

 Unclasps her warmed jewels one by one;

 Loosens her fragrant bodice; by degrees

 Her rich attire creeps rustling to her knees;   230

 Half-hidden, like a mermaid in seaweed,

 Pensive awhile she dreams awake, and sees

 In fancy, fair St. Agnes in her bed,

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

 Soon, trembling in her soft and chilly nest,   235

 In sort of wakeful swoon, perplex’d she lay,

 Until the poppied warmth of sleep oppress’d

 Her soothèd limbs, and soul fatigued away;

 Flown, like a thought, until the morrow-day;

 Blissfully haven’d both from joy and pain;   240

 Clasp’d like a missal where swart Paynims pray;

 Blinded alike from sunshine and from rain,

As though a rose should shut, and be a bud again.
 

 Stol’n to this paradise, and so entranced,

 Porphyro gazed upon her empty dress,   245

 And listen’d to her breathing, if it chanced

 To wake into a slumberous tenderness;

 Which when he heard, that minute did he bless,

 And breath’d himself: then from the closet crept,

 Noiseless as fear in a wide wilderness,   250

 And over the hush’d carpet, silent, stepped,

And ‘tween the curtains peep’d, where, lo! — how fast she slept.
 

 Then by the bed-side, where the faded moon

 Made a dim, silver twilight, soft he set

 A table, and, half-anguish’d, threw thereon   255

 A cloth of woven crimson, gold, and jet: — 

 O for some drowsy Morphean amulet!

 The boisterous, midnight, festive clarion,

 The kettle-drum, and far-heard clarionet,

 Affray his ears, though but in dying tone: — 260

The hall door shuts again, and all the noise is gone.
 

 And still she slept an azure-lidded sleep,

 In blanched linen, smooth, and lavender’d,

 While he from forth the closet brought a heap

 Of candied apple, quince, and plum, and gourd:   265

 With jellies soother than the creamy curd,

 And lucent syrops, tinct with cinnamon:

 Manna and dates, in argosy transferr’d

 From Fez; and spiced dainties, every one,

From silken Samarcand to cedar’d Lebanon.   270
 

 These delicates he heap’d with glowing hand

 On golden dishes and in baskets bright

 Of wreathèd silver: sumptuous they stand

 In the retired quiet of the night,

 Filling the chilly room with perfume light. — 275

 ‘And now, my love, my seraph fair, awake!

 Thou art my heaven, and I thine eremite:

 Open thine eyes, for meek St. Agnes’ sake,

Or I shall drowse beside thee, so my soul doth ache.’
 

 Thus whispering, his warm, unnerved arm   280

 Sank in her pillow. Shaded was her dream

 By the dusk curtains:— ’twas a midnight charm

 Impossible to melt as icèd stream:

 The lustrous salvers in the moonlight gleam:

 Broad golden fringe upon the carpet lies:   285

 It seem’d he never, never could redeem

 From such a steadfast spell his lady’s eyes;

She mus’d awhile, entoil’d in woofed phantasies.
 

 Awakening up, he took her hollow lute, — 

 Tumultuous, — and, in chords that tenderest be,   290

 He play’d an ancient ditty, long since mute,

 In Provence call’d, ‘La belle dame sans merci:’

 Close to her ear touching the melody; — 

 Wherewith disturb’d, she utter’d a soft moan:

 He ceased — she panted quick — and suddenly   295

 Her blue affrighted eyes wide open shone:

Upon his knees he sank, as smooth-sculptured stone.
 

 Her eyes were open, but she still beheld,

 Now wide awake, the vision of her sleep:

 There was a painful change, that nigh expell’d   300

 The blisses of her dream so pure and deep

 At which fair Madeline began to weep,

 And moan forth witless words with many a sigh;

 While still her gaze on Porphyro would keep;

 Who knelt, with joined hands and piteous eye,   305

Fearing to move or speak, she look’d so dreamingly.
 

 ‘Ah, Porphyro!’ said she, ‘but even now

 Thy voice was at sweet tremble in mine ear,

 Made tuneable with every sweetest vow;

 And those sad eyes were spiritual and clear:   310

 How chang’d thou art! how pallid, chill, and drear!

 Give me that voice again, my Porphyro,

 Those looks immortal, those complainings dear!

 Oh leave me not in this eternal woe,

For if thou diest, my Love, I know not where to go.’   315
 

 Beyond a mortal man impassion’d far

 At these voluptuous accents, he arose,

 Ethereal, flush’d, and like a throbbing star

 Seen mid the sapphire heaven’s deep repose;

 Into her dream he melted, as the rose   320

 Blendeth its odour with the violet, — 

 Solution sweet: meantime the frost-wind blows

 Like Love’s alarum pattering the sharp sleet

Against the window-panes; St. Agnes’ moon hath set.
 

 ’Tis dark: quick pattereth the flaw-blown sleet:   325

 ‘This is no dream, my bride, my Madeline!’

 ’Tis dark: the icèd gusts still rave and beat:

 ‘No dream, alas! alas! and woe is mine!

 Porphyro will leave me here to fade and pine. — 

 Cruel! what traitor could thee hither bring?   330

 I curse not, for my heart is lost in thine,

 Though thou forsakest a deceived thing: — 

A dove forlorn and lost with sick unprunèd wing!’
 

 ‘My Madeline! sweet dreamer! lovely bride!

 Say, may I be for aye thy vassal blest?   335

 Thy beauty’s shield, heart-shap’d and vermeil dyed?

 Ah, silver shrine, here will I take my rest

 After so many hours of toil and quest,

 A famish’d pilgrim, — saved by miracle.

 Though I have found, I will not rob thy nest   340

 Saving of thy sweet self; if thou think’st well

To trust, fair Madeline, to no rude infidel.
 

 ‘Hark! ’tis an elfin-storm from faery land,

 Of haggard seeming, but a boon indeed:

 Arise — arise! the morning is at hand; — 345

 The bloated wassailers will never heed: — 

 Let us away, my love, with happy speed;

 There are no ears to hear, or eyes to see, — 

 Drown’d all in Rhenish and the sleepy mead:

 Awake! arise! my love, and fearless be,   350

For o’er the southern moors I have a home for thee.’
 

 She hurried at his words, beset with fears,

 For there were sleeping dragons all around,

 At glaring watch, perhaps, with ready spears — 

 Down the wide stairs a darkling way they found. — 355

 In all the house was heard no human sound.

 A chain-droop’d lamp was flickering by each door;

 The arras, rich with horseman, hawk, and hound,

 Flutter’d in the besieging wind’s uproar

And the long carpets rose along the gusty floor.   360
 

 They glide, like phantoms, into the wide hall;

 Like phantoms, to the iron porch, they glide;

 Where lay the Porter, in uneasy sprawl,

 With a huge empty flagon by his side:

 The wakeful bloodhound rose, and shook his hide,   365

 But his sagacious eye an inmate owns:

 By one, and one, the bolts full easy slide: — 

 The chains lie silent on the footworn stones; — 

The key turns, and the door upon its hinges groans.
 

 And they are gone: aye, ages long ago   370

 These lovers fled away into the storm.

 That night the Baron dreamt of many a woe,

 And all his warrior-guests, with shade and form

 Of witch, and demon, and large coffin-worm,

 Were long be-nightmar’d. Angela the old   375

 Died palsy-twitch’d, with meagre face deform;

 The Beadsman, after thousand aves told,

For aye unsought-for slept among his ashes cold.
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La Belle Dame Sans Merci
 

John Keats (1795–1821)
 

‘O WHAT can ail thee, knight-at-arms,

 Alone and palely loitering?

The sedge has wither’d from the lake,

 And no birds sing.
 

‘O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms!   5

 So haggard and so woe-begone?

The squirrel’s granary is full,

 And the harvest’s done.
 

‘I see a lily on thy brow

 With anguish moist and fever-dew,   10

And on thy cheeks a fading rose

 Fast withereth too.
 

‘I met a lady in the meads,

 Full beautiful — a faery’s child,

Her hair was long, her foot was light,   15

 And her eyes were wild.
 

‘I made a garland for her head,

 And bracelets too, and fragrant zone;

She look’d at me as she did love,

 And made sweet moan.   20
 

‘I set her on my pacing steed

 And nothing else saw all day long,

For sidelong would she bend, and sing

 A fairy’s song.
 

‘She found me roots of relish sweet,   25

 And honey wild and manna-dew,

And sure in language strange she said

 “I love thee true.”
 

‘She took me to her elfin grot,

 And there she wept and sigh’d full sore,   30

And there I shut her wild, wild eyes

 With kisses four.
 

‘And there she lulle´d me asleep,

 And there I dream’d — Ah! woe betide!

The latest dream I ever dream’d   35

 On the cold hill’s side.
 

‘I saw pale kings and princes too,

 Pale warriors, death-pale were they all,

They cried— “La belle Dame sans Merci

 Hath thee in thrall!”   40
 

‘I saw their starved lips in the gloam

 With horrid warning gape´d wide,

And I awoke and found me here

 On the cold hill’s side.
 

‘And this is why I sojourn here   45

 Alone and palely loitering,

Though the sedge is wither’d from the lake,

 And no birds sing.’
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On the Grasshopper and Cricket
 

John Keats (1795–1821)
 

THE POETRY of earth is never dead;

When all the birds are faint with the hot sun,

And hide in cooling trees, a voice will run

From hedge to hedge about the new-mown mead;

That is the grasshopper’s — he takes the lead   5

In summer luxury, — he has never done

With his delights, for when tired out with fun

He rests at ease beneath some pleasant weed.

The poetry of earth is ceasing never:

On a lone winter evening, when the frost   10

Has wrought a silence, from the stove there shrills

The cricket’s song, in warmth increasing ever,

And seems to one in drowsiness half lost,

The grasshopper’s among some grassy hills.
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On First Looking into Chapman’s Homer
 

John Keats (1795–1821)
 

MUCH have I travell’d in the realms of gold

And many goodly states and kingdoms seen;

Round many western islands have I been

Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold.
 

Oft of one wide expanse had I been told   5

That deep-brow’d Homer ruled as his demesne:

Yet did I never breathe its pure serene

Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold:
 

 — Then felt I like some watcher of the skies

When a new planet swims into his ken;   10

Or like stout Cortez — when with eagle eyes
 

He stared at the Pacific — and all his men

Look’d at each other with a wild surmise — 

Silent, upon a peak in Darien.
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To Sleep
 

John Keats (1795–1821)
 

O SOFT embalmer of the still midnight!

 Shutting with careful fingers and benign

Our gloom-pleased eyes, embower’d from the light,

 Enshaded in forgetfulness divine;

O soothest Sleep! if so it please thee, close,   5

 In midst of this thine hymn, my willing eyes,

Or wait the amen, ere thy poppy throws

 Around my bed its lulling charities;

 Then save me, or the passèd day will shine

Upon my pillow, breeding many woes;   10

Save me from curious conscience, that still lords

 Its strength for darkness, burrowing like a mole;

Turn the key deftly in the oilèd wards,

 And seal the hushèd casket of my soul.
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The Human Seasons
 

John Keats (1795–1821)
 

FOUR Seasons fill the measure of the year;

There are four seasons in the mind of Man:

He has his lusty Spring, when fancy clear

Takes in all beauty with an easy span:
 

He has his Summer, when luxuriously   5

Spring’s honey’d cud of youthful thought he loves

To ruminate, and by such dreaming high

Is nearest unto heaven: quiet coves
 

His soul has in its Autumn, when his wings

He furleth close; contented so to look   10

On mists in idleness — to let fair things

Pass by unheeded as a threshold brook: — 
 

He has his Winter too of pale misfeature,

Or else he would forego his mortal nature.
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Great Spirits Now on Earth Are Sojourning
 

John Keats (1795–1821)
 

GREAT spirits now on earth are sojourning;

He of the cloud, the cataract, the lake,

Who on Helvellyn’s summit, wide awake,

Catches his freshness from Archangel’s wing;

He of the rose, the violet, the spring,   5

The social smile, the chain for Freedom’s sake:

And lo! — whose steadfastness would never take

A meaner sound than Raphael’s whispering.

And other spirits there are standing apart

Upon the forehead of the age to come;   10

These, these will give the world another heart

And other pulses. Hear ye not the hum

Of mighty workings in the human mart?

Listen awhile, ye nations, and be dumb.
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The Terror of Death
 

John Keats (1795–1821)
 

WHEN I have fears that I may cease to be

Before my pen has glean’d my teeming brain,

Before high-pile´d books, in charact’ry

Hold like rich garners the full-ripen’d grain;
 

When I behold, upon the night’s starr’d face,   5

Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance,

And think that I may never live to trace

Their shadows, with the magic hand of chance;
 

And when I feel, fair creature of an hour!

That I shall never look upon thee more,   10

Never have relish in the fairy power

Of unreflecting love — then on the shore

Of the wide world I stand alone, and think

Till Love and Fame to nothingness do sink.
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Modern Love
 

And what is love? It is a doll dress’d up
 For idleness to cosset, nurse, and dandle;

    A thing of soft misnomers, so divine
 That silly youth doth think to make itself

    Divine by loving, and so goes on
 Yawning and doting a whole summer long,
 Till Miss’s comb is made a pearl tiara,
 And common Wellingtons turn Romeo boots;
 Then Cleopatra lives at number seven,
 And Antony resides in Brunswick Square.
 Fools! if some passions high have warm’d the world,
 If Queens and Soldiers have play’d deep for hearts,

    It is no reason why such agonies
 Should be more common than the growth of weeds.
 Fools! make me whole again that weighty pearl
 The Queen of Egypt melted, and I’ll say
 That ye may love in spite of beaver hats.
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Lines to Fanny
 

What can I do to drive away
 Remembrance from my eyes? for they have seen,
 Aye, an hour ago, my brilliant Queen!
 Touch has a memory. O say, love, say,
 What can I do to kill it and be free
 In my old liberty?
 When every fair one that I saw was fair,
 Enough to catch me in but half a snare,
 Not keep me there:
 When, howe’er poor or particolour’d things, 10

My muse had wings,
 And ever ready was to take her course
 Whither I bent her force,
 Unintellectual, yet divine to me; -
 Divine, I say! - What sea-bird o’er the sea
 Is a philosopher the while he goes
 Winging along where the great water throes?
 

How shall I do
 To get anew
 Those moulted feathers, and so mount once more 20

Above, above
 The reach of fluttering Love,
 And make him cower lowly while I soar?
 Shall I gulp wine? No, that is vulgarism,
 A heresy and schism,
 Foisted into the canon law’ of love; -
 No, - wine is only sweet to happy men:
 More dismal cares
 Seize on me unawares, -
 Where shall I learn to get my peace again? 30

To banish thoughts of that most hateful land
 Dungeoner of my friends, that wicked strand
 Where they were wreck’d and live a wrecked life;
 That monstrous region, whose dull rivers pour,
 Ever from their sordid urns unto the shore,
 Unown’d of any weedy-haired gods;
 Whose winds, all zephyrless, hold scourging rods,
 Iced in the great lakes, to afflict mankind;
 Whose rank-grown forests, frosted, black, and blind,
 Would fright a Dryad; whose harsh herbag’d meads 40

Make lean and lank the starv’d ox while he feeds;
 There bad flowers have no scent, birds no sweet song,
 And great unerring Nature once seems wrong.
 

O, for some sunny spell
 To dissipate the shadows of this hell!
 Say they are gone, - with the new dawning light
 Steps forth my lady bright!
 O, let me once more rest
 My soul upon that dazzling breast!
 Let once again these aching arms be plac’d, 50

The tender gaolers of thy waist!
 And let me feel that warm breath here and there
 To spread a rapture in my very hair, -
 O, the sweetness of the pain!
 Give me those lips again!
 Enough! Enough! it is enough for me
 To dream of thee!
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Last Sonnet: Bright Star! would I were steadfast as thou art
 

John Keats (1795–1821)
 

BRIGHT STAR! would I were steadfast as thou art: — 

Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night,

And watching, with eternal lids apart,

Like Nature’s patient sleepless Eremite,
 

The moving waters at their priestlike task   5

Of pure ablution round earth’s human shores,

Or gazing on the new soft fallen mask

Of snow upon the mountains and the moors: — 
 

No — yet still steadfast, still unchangeable,

Pillow’d upon my fair Love’s ripening breast   10

To feel for ever its soft fall and swell,

Awake for ever in a sweet unrest;
 

Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath,

And so live ever, — or else swoon to death.
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Victorian Era Poets
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Walter Savage Landor
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Rose Aylmer
 

Walter Savage Landor (1775–1864)
 

AH, what avails the sceptred race!

 Ah, what the form divine!

What every virtue, every grace!

 Rose Aylmer, all were thine.
 

Rose Aylmer, whom these wakeful eyes   5

 May weep, but never see,

A night of memories and sighs

 I consecrate to thee.
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Twenty Years Hence
 

Walter Savage Landor (1775–1864)
 

TWENTY years hence my eyes may grow,

If not quite dim, yet rather so;

Yet yours from others they shall know,

    Twenty years hence.
 

Twenty years hence, though it may hap   5

That I be call’d to take a nap

In a cool cell where thunder-clap

    Was never heard,
 

There breathe but o’er my arch of grass

A not too sadly sigh’d ‘Alas!’   10

And I shall catch, ere you can pass,

    That wingèd word.
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Proud Word You Never Spoke
 

Walter Savage Landor (1775–1864)
 

PROUD word you never spoke, but you will speak

 Four not exempt from pride some future day.

Resting on one white hand a warm wet cheek,

 Over my open volume you will say,

 ‘This man loved me’ — then rise and trip away.   5
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Absence
 

Walter Savage Landor (1775–1864)
 

HERE, ever since you went abroad,

 If there be change, no change I see:

I only walk our wonted road,

 The road is only walk’d by me.
 

Yes; I forgot; a change there is — 5

 Was it of that you bade me tell?

I catch at times, at times I miss

 The sight, the tone, I know so well.
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Dirce
 

Walter Savage Landor (1775–1864)
 

STAND close around, ye Stygian set,

 With Dirce in one boat convey’d!

Or Charon, seeing, may forget

 That he is old and she a shade.
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Corinna to Tanagra, from Athens
 

Walter Savage Landor (1775–1864)
 

 TANAGRA! think not I forget

  Thy beautifully storied streets;

 Be sure my memory bathes yet

  In clear Thermodon, and yet greets

 The blithe and liberal shepherd-boy,   5

 Whose sunny bosom swells with joy

 When we accept his matted rushes

Upheav’d with sylvan fruit; away he bounds, and blushes.
 

 A gift I promise: one I see

  Which thou with transport wilt receive,   10

 The only proper gift for thee,

  Of which no mortal shall bereave

 In later times thy mouldering walls,

 Until the last old turret falls;

 A crown, a crown from Athens won,   15

A crown no God can wear, beside Latona’s son.
 

 There may be cities who refuse

  To their own child the honours due,

 And look ungently on the Muse;

  But ever shall those cities rue   20

 The dry, unyielding, niggard breast,

 Offering no nourishment, no rest,

 To that young head which soon shall rise

Disdainfully, in might and glory, to the skies.
 

 Sweetly where cavern’d Dirce flows   25

  Do white-arm’d maidens chant my lay,

 Flapping the while with laurel-rose

  The honey-gathering tribes away;

 And sweetly, sweetly Attic tongues

 Lisp your Corinna’s early songs;
  30

 To her with feet more graceful come

The verses that have dwelt in kindred breasts at home.
 

 O let thy children lean aslant

  Against the tender mother’s knee,

 And gaze into her face, and want   35

  To know what magic there can be

 In words that urge some eyes to dance,

 While others as in holy trance

 Look up to heaven: be such my praise!

Why linger? I must haste, or lose the Delphic bays.   40
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Mother, I Cannot Mind My Wheel
 

Walter Savage Landor (1775–1864)
 

MOTHER, I cannot mind my wheel;

 My fingers ache, my lips are dry:

Oh! if you felt the pain I feel!

 But oh, who ever felt as I?

No longer could I doubt him true — 5

 All other men may use deceit;

He always said my eyes were blue,

 And often swore my lips were sweet.
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Well I Remember
 

Walter Savage Landor (1775–1864)
 

WELL I remember how you smiled

 To see me write your name upon

The soft sea-sand— ‘O! what a child!

 You think you’re writing upon stone!’
 

I have since written what no tide   5

 Shall ever wash away, what men

Unborn shall read o’er ocean wide

 And find Ianthe’s name again.
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No, My Own Love
 

Walter Savage Landor (1775–1864)
 

NO, my own love of other years!

 No, it must never be.

Much rests with you that yet endears,

 Alas! but what with me?
 

Could those bright years o’er me revolve   5

 So gay, o’er you so fair,

The pearl of life we would dissolve,

 And each the cup might share.
 

You show that truth can ne’er decay,

 Whatever fate befalls;   10

I, that the myrtle and the bay

 Shoot fresh on ruined walls.
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Robert Browning
 

Walter Savage Landor (1775–1864)
 

THERE is delight in singing, though none hear

Beside the singer; and there is delight

In praising, though the praiser sit alone

And see the praised far off him, far above.

Shakespeare is not our poet, but the world’s,   5

Therefore on him no speech! and brief for thee,

Browning! Since Chaucer was alive and hale,

No man hath walked along our roads with step

So active, so inquiring eye, or tongue

So varied in discourse. But warmer climes   10

Give brighter plumage, stronger wing: the breeze

Of Alpine heights thou playest with, borne on

Beyond Sorrento and Amalfi, where

The Siren waits thee, singing song for song.
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The Death of Artemidora
 

Walter Savage Landor (1775–1864)
 

‘ARTEMIDORA! Gods invisible,

While thou art lying faint along the couch,

Have tied the sandal to thy veinèd feet

And stand beside thee, ready to convey

Thy weary steps where other rivers flow.   5

Refreshing shades will waft thy weariness

Away, and voices like thine own come nigh

And nearer, and solicit an embrace.’

 Artemidora sigh’d, and would have pressed

The hand now pressing hers, but was too weak.   10

Iris stood over her dark hair unseen

While thus Elpenor spake. He looked into

Eyes that had given light and life erewhile

To those above them, but now dim with tears

And wakefulness. Again he spake of joy   15

Eternal. At that word, that sad word, joy,

Faithful and fond her bosom heav’d once more:

Her head fell back; and now a loud deep sob

Swell’d thro’ the darken’d chamber; ’twas not hers.
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Iphigeneia
 

Walter Savage Landor (1775–1864)
 

IPHIGENEIA, when she heard her doom

At Aulis, and when all beside the king

Had gone away, took his right hand, and said,

“O father, I am young and very happy.

I do not think the pious Calchas heard   5

Distinctly what the Goddess spake. Old-age

Obscures the senses. If my nurse, who knew

My voice so well, sometimes misunderstood

While I was resting on her knee both arms

And hitting it to make her mind my words,   10

And looking in her face, and she in mine,

Might he not also hear one word amiss,

Spoken from so far off, even from Olympus?”

The father placed his cheek upon her head,

And tears dropped down it, but the king of men   15

Replied not. Then the maiden spake once more.

“O father! sayst thou nothing? Hear’st thou not

Me whom thou ever hast, until this hour,

Listened to fondly, and awakened me

To hear my voice among the voice of birds,   20

When it was inarticulate as theirs,

And the down deadened it within the nest?”

He moved her gently from him, silent still,

And this, and this alone, brought tears from her,

Although she saw fate nearer: then with sighs,   25

“I thought to have laid down my hair before

Benignant Artemis, and not have dimmed

Her polished altar with my virgin blood;

I thought to have selected the white flowers

To please the nymphs, and to have asked of each   30

By name, and with no sorrowful regret,

Whether, since both my parents willed the change,

I might at Hymen’s feet bend my clipt brow;

And (after those who mind us girls the most)

Adore our own Athena, that she would   35

Regard me mildly with her azure eyes.

But, father! to see you no more, and see

Your love, O father! go ere I am gone” — 

Gently he moved her off, and drew her back,

Bending his lofty head far over hers,   40

And the dark depths of nature heaved and burst.

He turned away; not far, but silent still.

She now first shuddered; for in him so nigh,

So long a silence seemed the approach of death,

And like it. Once again she raised her voice.   45

“O father! if the ships are now detained,

And all your vows move not the Gods above,

When the knife strikes me there will be one prayer

The less to them: and purer can there be

Any, or more fervent than the daughter’s prayer   50

For her dear father’s safety and success?”

A groan that shook him shook not his resolve.

An aged man now entered, and without

One word, stept slowly on, and took the wrist

Of the pale maiden. She looked up, and saw   55

The fillet of the priest and calm cold eyes.

Then turned she where her parent stood, and cried

“O father! grieve no more: the ships can sail.”
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Do You Remember Me?
 

Walter Savage Landor (1775–1864)
 

‘DO you remember me? or are you proud?’

Lightly advancing thro’ her star-trimm’d crowd,

 Ianthe said, and looked into my eyes.

‘A yes, a yes, to both: for Memory

Where you but once have been must ever be,   5

 And at your voice Pride from his throne must rise.’
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For an Epitaph at Fiesole
 

Walter Savage Landor (1775–1864)
 

LO! where the four mimosas blend their shade

In calm repose at last is Landor laid,

For ere he slept he saw them planted here

By her his soul had ever held most dear,

And he had lived enough when he had dried her tear.   5
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On Lucretia Borgia’s Hair
 

Walter Savage Landor (1775–1864)
 

BORGIA, thou once wert almost too august

And high for adoration; now thou’rt dust;

All that remains of thee these plaits unfold,

Calm hair, meandering in pellucid gold.
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On His Seventy-Fifth Birthday
 

Walter Savage Landor (1775–1864)
 

I STROVE with none; for none was worth my strife,

Nature I loved, and next to Nature, Art;

I warmed both hands before the fire of life,

It sinks, and I am ready to depart.
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To My Ninth Decade
 

Walter Savage Landor (1775–1864)
 

TO my ninth decade I have totter’d on,

And no soft arm bends now my steps to steady;

She, who once led me where she would, is gone,

So when he calls me, Death shall find me ready.
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Death Stands Above Me
 

Walter Savage Landor (1775–1864)
 

DEATH stands above me, whispering low

 I know not what into my ear;

Of his strange language all I know

 Is, there is not a word of fear.
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On Living Too Long
 

Walter Savage Landor (1775–1864)
 

IS it not better at an early hour

 In its calm cell to rest the weary head,

While birds are singing and while blooms the bower,

 Than sit the fire out and go starv’d to bed?
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Thomas Hood
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Fair Ines
 

Thomas Hood (1798–1845)
 

O SAW ye not fair Ines?

 She’s gone into the West,

To dazzle when the sun is down,

 And rob the world of rest:

She took our daylight with her,   5

 The smiles that we love best,

With morning blushes on her cheek,

 And pearls upon her breast.
 

O turn again, fair Ines,

 Before the fall of night,   10

For fear the Moon should shine alone,

 And stars unrivall’d bright;

And blessèd will the lover be

 That walks beneath their light,

And breathes the love against thy cheek   15

 I dare not even write!
 

Would I had been, fair Ines,

 That gallant cavalier,

Who rode so gaily by thy side,

 And whisper’d thee so near!   20

Were there no bonny dames at home,

 Or no true lovers here,

That he should cross the seas to win

 The dearest of the dear?
 

I saw thee, lovely Ines,   25

 Descend along the shore,

With bands of noble gentlemen,

 And banners waved before;

And gentle youth and maidens gay,

 And snowy plumes they wore:
  30

It would have been a beauteous dream, — 

 If it had been no more!
 

Alas, alas! fair Ines,

 She went away with song,

With Music waiting on her steps,   35

 And shoutings of the throng;

But some were sad, and felt no mirth,

 But only Music’s wrong,

In sounds that sang Farewell, farewell,

 To her you’ve loved so long.   40
 

Farewell, farewell, fair Ines!

 That vessel never bore

So fair a lady on its deck,

 Nor danced so light before, — 

Alas for pleasure on the sea,   45

 And sorrow on the shore!

The smile that bless’d one lover’s heart

 Has broken many more!
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The Bridge of Sighs
 

Thomas Hood (1798–1845)
 

ONE more Unfortunate

Weary of breath

Rashly importunate,

Gone to her death!
 

Take her up tenderly,   5

Lift her with care;

Fashion’d so slenderly,

Young, and so fair!
 

Look at her garments

Clinging like cerements;   10

Whilst the wave constantly

Drips from her clothing;

Take her up instantly,

Loving, not loathing.
 

Touch her not scornfully;   15

Think of her mournfully,

Gently and humanly;

Not of the stains of her — 

All that remains of her

Now is pure womanly.   20
 

Make no deep scrutiny

Into her mutiny

Rash and undutiful:

Past all dishonour,

Death has left on her   25

Only the beautiful.
 

Still, for all slips of hers,

One of Eve’s family — 

Wipe those poor lips of hers

Oozing so clammily.   30
 

Loop up her tresses

Escaped from the comb,

Her fair auburn tresses;

Whilst wonderment guesses

Where was her home?   35
 

Who was her father?

Who was her mother?

Had she a sister?

Had she a brother?

Or was there a dearer one   40

Still, and a nearer one

Yet, than all other?
 

Alas! for the rarity

Of Christian charity

Under the sun!   45

O! it was pitiful!

Near a whole city full,

Home she had none.
 

Sisterly, brotherly,

Fatherly, motherly   50

Feelings had changed:

Love, by harsh evidence,

Thrown from its eminence;

Even God’s providence

Seeming estranged.   55
 

Where the lamps quiver

So far in the river,

With many a light

From window and casement,

From garret to basement,   60

She stood, with amazement,

Houseless by night.
 

The bleak wind of March

Made her tremble and shiver;

But not the dark arch,   65

Or the black flowing river:
 

Mad from life’s history,

Glad to death’s mystery

Swift to be hurl’d — 

Anywhere, anywhere   70

Out of the world!
 

In she plunged boldly,

No matter how coldly

The rough river ran,

Over the brink of it, — 75

Picture it, think of it,

Dissolute Man!

Lave in it, drink of it,

Then, if you can!
 

Take her up tenderly,   80

Lift her with care;

Fashion’d so slenderly,

Young, and so fair!
 

Ere her limbs frigidly

Stiffen too rigidly,   85

Decently, kindly,

Smooth and compose them;

And her eyes, close them,

Staring so blindly!
 

Dreadfully staring   90

Thro’ muddy impurity,

As when with the daring

Last look of despairing

Fix’d on futurity.
 

Perishing gloomily,   95

Spurr’d by contumely,

Cold inhumanity,

Burning insanity,

Into her rest.

 — Cross her hands humbly   100

As if praying dumbly,

Over her breast!
 

Owning her weakness,

Her evil behaviour,

And leaving, with meekness,   105

Her sins to her Saviour.
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The Death Bed
 

Thomas Hood (1798–1845)
 

WE watch’d her breathing thro’ the night,

 Her breathing soft and low,

As in her breast the wave of life

 Kept heaving to and fro.
 

So silently we seemed to speak,   5

 So slowly moved about,

As we had lent her half our powers

 To eke her living out.
 

Our very hopes belied our fears,

 Our fears our hopes belied — 10

We thought her dying when she slept,

 And sleeping when she died.
 

But when the morn came dim and sad

 And chill with early showers,

Her quiet eyelids closed — she had   15

 Another morn than ours.
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Past and Present
 

Thomas Hood (1798–1845)
 

I REMEMBER, I remember

The house where I was born,

The little window where the sun

Came peeping in at morn;

He never came a wink too soon   5

Nor brought too long a day;

But now, I often wish the night

Had borne my breath away.
 

I remember, I remember

The roses, red and white,   10

The violets, and the lily-cups — 

Those flowers made of light!

The lilacs where the robin built,

And where my brother set

The laburnum on his birthday, — 15

The tree is living yet!
 

I remember, I remember

Where I was used to swing,

And thought the air must rush as fresh

To swallows on the wing;   20

My spirit flew in feathers then

That is so heavy now,

And summer pools could hardly cool

The fever on my brow.
 

I remember, I remember   25

The fir-trees dark and high;

I used to think their slender tops

Were close against the sky:

It was a childish ignorance,

But now ’tis little joy   30

To know I’m farther off from Heaven

Than when I was a boy.
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Sir Aubrey De Vere
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Glengariff
 

Sir Aubrey De Vere (1788–1846)
 

I
 

GAZING from each low bulwark of this bridge,

 How wonderful the contrast! Dark as night,

 Here, amid cliffs and woods, with headlong might

The black stream whirls, through ferns and drooping sedge,

‘Neath twisted roots moss-brown, and weedy ledge,   5

 Gushing; — aloft, from yonder birch-clad height

 Leaps into air a cataract, snow-white;

Falling to gulfs obscure. The mountain ridge,

Like a grey Warder, guardian of the scene,

 Above the cloven gorge gloomily towers:   10

 O’er the dim woods a gathering tempest lours;

Save where athwart the moist leaves’ lucid green

 A sunbeam, glancing through disparted showers,

Sparkles along the rill with diamond sheen!
 

II
 

A sun-burst on the Bay! Turn and behold!   15

 The restless waves, resplendent in their glory,

 Sweep glittering past yon purpled promontory,

Bright as Apollo’s breastplate. Bathed in gold,

Yon bastioned islet gleams. Thin mists are rolled,

 Translucent, through each glen. A mantle hoary   20

 Veils those peaked hills shapely as e’er in story

Delphic, or Alpine, or Vesuvian old,

Minstrels have sung. From rock and headland proud

 The wild wood spreads its arms around the bay:

  The manifold mountain cones, now dark, now bright,   25

  Now seen, now lost, alternate from rich light

To spectral shade; and each dissolving cloud

 Reveals new mountains while it floats away.
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Hartley Coleridge
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She is Not Fair
 

Hartley Coleridge (1796–1849)
 

SHE is not fair to outward view

 As many maidens be;

Her loveliness I never knew

 Until she smiled on me.

O then I saw her eye was bright,   5

A well of love, a spring of light.
 

But now her looks are coy and cold,

 To mine they ne’er reply,

And yet I cease not to behold

 The love-light in her eye:   10

Her very frowns are fairer far

Than smiles of other maidens are.
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Joseph Blanco White
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To Night
 

Joseph Blanco White (1775–1841)
 

MYSTERIOUS Night! when our first parent knew

Thee from report divine, and heard thy name,

Did he not tremble for this lovely frame,

This glorious canopy of light and blue?

Yet ‘neath a curtain of translucent dew,   5

Bathed in the rays of the great setting flame,

Hesperus with the host of heaven came,

And lo! Creation widened in man’s view.
 

Who could have thought such darkness lay concealed

Within thy beams, O sun! or who could find,   10

Whilst fly and leaf and insect stood revealed,

That to such countless orbs thou mad’st us blind!

Why do we then shun death with anxious strife?

If Light can thus deceive, wherefore not Life?
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George Darley
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The Loveliness of Love
 

George Darley (1795–1846)
 

IT is not Beauty I demand,

 A crystal brow, the moon’s despair,

Nor the snow’s daughter, a white hand,

 Nor mermaid’s yellow pride of hair:
 

Tell me not of your starry eyes,   5

 Your lips that seem on roses fed,

Your breasts, where Cupid tumbling lies

 Nor sleeps for kissing of his bed: — 
 

A bloomy pair of vermeil cheeks

 Like Hebe’s in her ruddiest hours,   10

A breath that softer music speaks

 Than summer winds a-wooing flowers,
 

These are but gauds; nay, what are lips:

 Coral beneath the ocean-stream,

Whose brink when your adventurer slips   15

 Full oft he perisheth on them.
 

And what are cheeks but ensigns oft

 That wave hot youth to fields of blood?

Did Helen’s breast, though ne’er so soft,

 Do Greece or Ilium any good?   20
 

Eyes can with baleful ardour burn;

 Poison can breathe, than erst perfumed;

There’s many a white hand holds an urn

 With lovers’ hearts to dust consumed.
 

For crystal brows there’s nought within;   25

 They are but empty cells for pride;

He who the Syren’s hair would win

 Is mostly strangled in the tide.
 

Give me, instead of Beauty’s bust,

 A tender heart, a loyal mind   30

Which with temptation I would trust,

 Yet never link’d with error find, — 
 

One in whose gentle bosom I

 Could pour my secret heart of woes,

Like the case-burthen’d honey-fly   35

 That hides his murmurs in the rose — 
 

My earthly Comforter! whose love

 So indefeasible might be

That, when my spirit wonn’d above

 Hers could not stay, for sympathy.   40
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Thomas Babington
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The Armada
 

Thomas Babington Macaulay, Lord Macaulay (1800–1859)
 

ATTEND, all ye who list to hear our noble England’s praise;

I tell of the thrice famous deeds she wrought in ancient days,

When that great fleet invincible against her bore in vain

The richest spoils of Mexico, the stoutest hearts of Spain.

It was about the lovely close of a warm summer day,   5

There came a gallant merchant-ship full sail to Plymouth Bay;

Her crew had seen Castile’s black fleet beyond Aurigny’s isle,

At earliest twilight, on the waves lie heaving many a mile.

At sunrise she escaped their van, by God’s especial grace,

And the tall Pinta, till the noon, had held her close in chase.   10

Forthwith a guard at every gun was placed along the wall;

The beacon blazed upon the roof of Edgecumbe’s lofty hall;

Many a light fishing-bark put out to pry along the coast,

And with loose rein and bloody spur rode inland many a post,

With his white hair, unbonneted, the stout old sheriff comes;   15

Behind him march the halberdiers; before him sound the drums;

His yeomen round the market cross make clear an ample space;

For there behoves him to set up the standard of Her Grace.

And haughtily the trumpets peal, and gaily dance the bells,

As slow upon the labouring wind the royal blazon swells,   20

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

And underneath his deadly paw treads the gay lilies down.

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

Bohemia’s plume, and Genoa’s bow, and Caesar’s eagle shield.

So glared he when at Agincourt in wrath he turned to bay,   25

And crushed and torn beneath his claws the princely hunters lay.

Ho! strike the flagstaff deep, sir Knight: ho! scatter flowers, fair maids:

Ho! gunners, fire a loud salute: ho! gallants, draw your blades:

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

Our glorious semper eadem, the banner of our pride.   30

The freshening breeze of eve unfurled that banner’s massy fold;

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

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

Such night in England ne’er had been, nor e’er again shall be.

From Eddystone to Berwick bounds, from Lynn to Milford Bay,   35

That time of slumber was as bright and busy as the day;

For swift to east and swift to west the ghastly war-flame spread,

High on St. Michael’s Mount it shone: it shone on Beachy Head.

Far on the deep the Spaniard saw, along each southern shire,

Cape beyond cape, in endless range, those twinkling points of fire.   40

The fisher left his skiff to rock on Tamar’s glittering waves:

The rugged miners poured to war from Mendip’s sunless caves:

O’er Longleat’s towers, o’er Cranbourne’s oaks, the fiery herald flew

And roused the shepherds of Stonehenge, the rangers of Beaulieu.

Right sharp and quick the bells all night rang out from Bristol town,   45

And ere the day three hundred horse had met on Clifton down;

The sentinel on Whitehall gate looked forth into the night,

And saw o’erhanging Richmond Hill that streak of blood-red light.

Then bugle’s note and cannon’s roar the death-like silence broke,

And with one start, and with one cry, the royal city woke.   50

At once on all her stately gates arose the answering fires;

At once the wild alarum clashed from all her reeling spires;

From all the batteries of the Tower pealed loud the voice of fear;

And all the thousand masts of Thames sent back a louder cheer:

And from the farthest wards was heard the rush of hurrying feet,   55

And the broad streams of pikes and flags rushed down each roaring street;

And broader still became the blaze, and louder still the din,

As fast from every village round the horse came spurring in;

And eastward straight from wild Blackheath the warlike errand went,

And roused in many an ancient hall the gallant squires of Kent.   60

Southward from Surrey’s pleasant hills flew those bright couriers forth;

High on bleak Hampstead’s swarthy moor they started for the north;

And on, and on, without a pause, untired they bounded still:

All night from tower to tower they sprang; they sprang from hill to hill:

Till the proud Peak unfurled the flag o’er Darwin’s rocky dales   65

Till like volcanoes flared to heaven the stormy hills of Wales,

Till twelve fair counties saw the blaze on Malvern’s lonely height,

Till streamed in crimson on the wind the Wrekin’s crest of light,

Till broad and fierce the star came forth on Ely’s stately fane,

And tower and hamlet rose in arms o’er all the boundless plain;   70

Till Belvoir’s lordly terraces the sign to Lincoln sent,

And Lincoln sped the message on o’er the wide vale of Trent;

Till Skiddaw saw the fire that burned on Gaunt’s embattled pile,

And the red glare on Skiddaw roused the burghers of Carlisle.
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Macaulay, Lord Macaulay
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A Jacobite’s Epitaph
 

Thomas Babington Macaulay, Lord Macaulay (1800–1859)
 

TO my true king I offered, free from stain,

Courage and faith; vain faith, and courage vain.

For him I threw lands, honours, wealth, away,

And one dear hope, that was more prized than they.

For him I languished in a foreign clime,   5

Grey-haired with sorrow in my manhood’s prime;

Heard on Lavernia Scargill’s whispering trees,

And pined by Arno for my lovelier Tees;

Beheld each night my home in fevered sleep,

Each morning started from the dream to weep;   10

Till God, who saw me tried too sorely, gave

The resting-place I asked, an early grave.

O thou, whom chance leads to this nameless stone,

From that proud country which was once mine own,

By those white cliffs I never more must see,   15

By that dear language which I spake like thee,

Forget all feuds, and shed one English tear

O’er English dust. A broken heart lies here.
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Sir William Edmondstoune Aytoun
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The Refusal of Charon
 

Sir William Edmondstoune Aytoun (1813–1865)
 

WHY look the distant mountains

 So gloomy and so drear?

Are rain clouds passing o’er them,

 Or is the tempest near?

No shadow of the tempest   5

 Is there, nor wind nor rain — 

’Tis Charon that is passing by,

 With all his gloomy train.
 

The young men march before him,

 In all their strength and pride;   10

The tender little infants,

 They totter by his side;

The old men walk behind him,

 And earnestly they pray — 

Both old and young imploring him   15

 To grant some brief delay.
 

‘O Charon! halt, we pray thee,

 Beside some little town,

Or near some sparkling fountain,

 Where the waters wimple down!   20

The old will drink and be refreshed,

 The young the disc will fling,

And the tender little children

 Pluck flowers beside the spring.’
 

‘I will not stay my journey,   25

 Nor halt by any town,

Near any sparkling fountain,

 Where the waters wimple down:

The mothers coming to the well

 Would know the babes they bore,   30

The wives would clasp their husbands,

 Nor could I part them more.’
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Hugh Miller
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The Babie
 

Hugh Miller (1802–1856)
 

NAE shoon to hide her tiny taes,

 Nae stockings on her feet;

Her supple ankles white as snow

 Of early blossoms sweet.
 

Her simple dress of sprinkled pink,   5

 Her double, dimpled chin;

Her pucker’d lip and bonny mou’,

 With nae ane tooth between.
 

Her een sae like her mither’s een,

 Twa gentle, liquid things;   10

Her face is like an angel’s face — 

 We’re glad she has nae wings.
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Helen Selina, Lady Dufferin
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Lament of the Irish Emigrant
 

Helen Selina, Lady Dufferin (1807–1867)
 

I’M sittin’ on the stile, Mary,

 Where we sat side by side

On a bright May mornin’ long ago,

 When first you were my bride;

The corn was springin’ fresh and green,   5

 And the lark sang loud and high — 

And the red was on your lip, Mary,

 And the love-light in your eye.
 

The place is little changed, Mary,

 The day is bright as then,   10

The lark’s loud song is in my ear,

 And the corn is green again;

But I miss the soft clasp of your hand,

 And your breath warm on my cheek,

And I still keep list’ning for the words   15

 You never more will speak.
 

’Tis but a step down yonder lane,

 And the little church stands near,

The church where we were wed, Mary,

 I see the spire from here.   20

But the graveyard lies between, Mary,

 And my step might break your rest — 

For I’ve laid you, darling! down to sleep,

 With your baby on your breast.
 

I’m very lonely now, Mary,   25

 For the poor make no new friends,

But, O, they love the better still,

 The few our Father sends!

And you were all I had, Mary,

 My blessin’ and my pride:   30

There’s nothin’ left to care for now,

 Since my poor Mary died.
 

Yours was the good, brave heart, Mary,

 That still kept hoping on,

When the trust in God had left my soul,   35

 And my arm’s young strength was gone:

There was comfort ever on your lip,

 And the kind look on your brow — 

I bless you, Mary, for that same,

 Though you cannot hear me now.   40
 

I thank you for the patient smile

 When your heart was fit to break,

When the hunger pain was gnawin’ there,

 And you hid it, for my sake!

I bless you for the pleasant word,   45

 When your heart was sad and sore — 

O, I’m thankful you are gone, Mary,

 Where grief can’t reach you more!
 

I’m biddin’ you a long farewell,

 My Mary — kind and true!   50

But I’ll not forget you, darling!

 In the land I’m goin’ to;

They say there’s bread and work for all,

 And the sun shines always there — 

But I’ll not forget old Ireland,   55

 Were it fifty times as fair!
 

And often in those grand old woods

 I’ll sit, and shut my eyes,

And my heart will travel back again

 To the place where Mary lies;   60

And I’ll think I see the little stile

 Where we sat side by side:

And the springin’ corn, and the bright May morn,

 When first you were my bride.
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Charles Tennyson Turner
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Letty’s Globe
 

Charles Tennyson Turner (1808–1879)
 

WHEN Letty had scarce pass’d her third glad year,

 And her young artless words began to flow,

One day we gave the child a colour’d sphere

 Of the wide earth, that she might mark and know,

By tint and outline, all its sea and land.   5

 She patted all the world; old empires peep’d

Between her baby fingers; her soft hand

 Was welcome at all frontiers. How she leap’d,

 And laugh’d and prattled in her world-wide bliss;

But when we turn’d her sweet unlearnèd eye   10

On our own isle, she raised a joyous cry — 

‘Oh! yes, I see it, Letty’s home is there!’

 And while she hid all England with a kiss,

Bright over Europe fell her golden hair.
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Sir Samuel Ferguson
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The Fair Hills of Ireland
 

From the Irish
 

Sir Samuel Ferguson (1810–1886)
 

A PLENTEOUS place is Ireland for hospitable cheer,

      Uileacan dubh O!

Where the wholesome fruit is bursting from the yellow barley ear;

      Uileacan dubh O!

There is honey in the trees where her misty vales expand,   5

And her forest paths in summer are by falling waters fann’d,

There is dew at high noontide there, and springs i’ the yellow sand,

   On the fair hills of holy Ireland.
 

Curl’d he is and ringleted, and plaited to the knee — 

      Uileacan dubh O!   10

Each captain who comes sailing across the Irish Sea;

      Uileacan dubh O!

And I will make my journey, if life and health but stand,

Unto that pleasant country, that fresh and fragrant strand,

And leave your boasted braveries, your wealth and high command,   15

   For the fair hills of holy Ireland.
 

Large and profitable are the stacks upon the ground,

      Uileacan dubh O!

The butter and the cream do wondrously abound;

      Uileacan dubh O!   20

The cresses on the water and the sorrels are at hand,

And the cuckoo’s calling daily his note of music bland,

And the bold thrush sings so bravely his song i’ the forests grand,

   On the fair hills of holy Ireland.
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Elizabeth Barrett Browning
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A Musical Instrument
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

WHAT was he doing, the great god Pan,

 Down in the reeds by the river?

Spreading ruin and scattering ban,

Splashing and paddling with hoofs of a goat,

And breaking the golden lilies afloat   5

 With the dragon-fly on the river.
 

He tore out a reed, the great god Pan,

 From the deep cool bed of the river;

The limpid water turbidly ran,

And the broken lilies a-dying lay,   10

And the dragon-fly had fled away,

 Ere he brought it out of the river.
 

High on the shore sat the great god Pan,

 While turbidly flow’d the river;

And hack’d and hew’d as a great god can   15

With his hard bleak steel at the patient reed,

Till there was not a sign of the leaf indeed

 To prove it fresh from the river.
 

He cut it short, did the great god Pan

 (How tall it stood in the river!),   20

Then drew the pith, like the heart of a man,

Steadily from the outside ring,

And notch’d the poor dry empty thing

 In holes, as he sat by the river.
 

‘This is the way,’ laugh’d the great god Pan   25

 (Laugh’d while he sat by the river),

‘The only way, since gods began

To make sweet music, they could succeed.’

Then dropping his mouth to a hole in the reed,

 He blew in power by the river.   30
 

Sweet, sweet, sweet, O Pan!

 Piercing sweet by the river!

Blinding sweet, O great god Pan!

The sun on the hill forgot to die,

And the lilies revived, and the dragon-fly   35

 Came back to dream on the river.
 

Yet half a beast is the great god Pan,

 To laugh as he sits by the river,

Making a poet out of a man:

The true gods sigh for the cost and pain — 40

For the reed which grows nevermore again

 As a reed with the reeds of the river.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese I
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

I THOUGHT once how Theocritus had sung

Of the sweet years, the dear and wished-for years,

Who each one in a gracious hand appears

To bear a gift for mortals, old or young:

And, as I mused it in its antique tongue,   5

I saw, in gradual vision through my tears,

The sweet, sad years, the melancholy years,

Those of my own life, who by turns had flung

A shadow across me. Straightway I was ‘ware,

So weeping, how a mystic Shape did move   10

Behind me, and drew me backward by the hair;

And a voice said in mastery, while I strove, — 

“Guess now who holds thee?”— “Death,” I said. But, there,

The silver answer rang,— “Not Death, but Love.”
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Sonnets from the Portuguese II
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

BUT only three in all God’s universe

Have heard this word thou hast said, — Himself, beside

Thee speaking, and me listening! and replied

One of us … that was God, … and laid the curse

So darkly on my eyelids, as to amerce   5

My sight from seeing thee, — that if I had died,

The deathweights, placed there, would have signified

Less absolute exclusion. “Nay” is worse

From God than from all others, O my friend!

Men could not part us with their worldly jars,   10

Nor the seas change us, nor the tempests bend;

Our hands would touch for all the mountain-bars:

And, heaven being rolled between us at the end,

We should but vow the faster for the stars.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese III
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

UNLIKE are we, unlike, O princely Heart!

Unlike our uses and our destinies.

Our ministering two angels look surprise

On one another, as they strike athwart

Their wings in passing. Thou, bethink thee, art   5

A guest for queens to social pageantries,

With gages from a hundred brighter eyes

Than tears even can make mine, to play thy part

Of chief musician. What hast thou to do

With looking from the lattice-lights at me,   10

A poor, tired, wandering singer, singing through

The dark, and leaning up a cypress tree?

The chrism is on thine head, — on mine, the dew, — 

And Death must dig the level where these agree.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese IV
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

THOU hast thy calling to some palace-floor,

Most gracious singer of high poems! where

The dancers will break footing, from the care

Of watching up thy pregnant lips for more.

And dost thou lift this house’s latch too poor   5

For hand of thine? and canst thou think and bear

To let thy music drop here unaware

In folds of golden fulness at my door?

Look up and see the casement broken in,

The bats and owlets builders in the roof!   10

My cricket chirps against thy mandolin.

Hush, call no echo up in further proof

Of desolation! there’s a voice within

That weeps … as thou must sing … alone, aloof.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese V
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

I LIFT my heavy heart up solemnly,

As once Electra her sepulchral urn,

And looking in thine eyes, I overturn

The ashes at thy feet. Behold and see

What a great heap of grief lay hid in me,   5

And how the red wild sparkles dimly burn

Through the ashen grayness. If thy foot in scorn

Could tread them out to darkness utterly,

It might be well perhaps. But if instead

Thou wait beside me for the wind to blow   10

The gray dust up, … those laurels on thine head,

O my Belovèd, will not shield thee so,

That none of all the fires shall scorch and shred

The hair beneath. Stand farther off then! go.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese VI
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

GO from me. Yet I feel that I shall stand

Hence forward in thy shadow. Nevermore

Alone upon the threshold of my door

Of individual life, I shall command

The uses of my soul, nor lift my hand   5

Serenely in the sunshine as before,

Without the sense of that which I forbore — 

Thy touch upon the palm. The widest land

Doom takes to part us, leaves thy heart in mine

With pulses that beat double. What I do   10

And what I dream include thee, as the wine

Must taste of its own grapes. And when I sue

God for myself, He hears that name of thine,

And sees within my eyes the tears of two.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese VII
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

THE FACE of all the world is changed, I think,

Since first I heard the footsteps of thy soul

Move still, oh, still, beside me, as they stole

Betwixt me and the dreadful outer brink

Of obvious death, where I, who thought to sink,   5

Was caught up into love, and taught the whole

Of life in a new rhythm. The cup of dole

God gave for baptism, I am fain to drink,

And praise its sweetness, Sweet, with thee anear.

The names of country, heaven, are changed away   10

For where thou art or shalt be, there or here;

And this … this lute and song … loved yesterday,

(The singing angels know) are only dear

Because thy name moves right in what they say.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Sonnets from the Portuguese VIII
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

WHAT can I give thee back, O liberal

And princely giver, who hast brought the gold

And purple of thine heart, unstained, untold,

And laid them on the outside of the wall

For such as I to take or leave withal,   5

In unexpected largesse? am I cold,

Ungrateful, that for these most manifold

High gifts, I render nothing back at all?

Not so; not cold, — but very poor instead.

Ask God who knows. For frequent tears have run   10

The colors from my life, and left so dead

And pale a stuff, it were not fitly done

To give the same as pillow to thy head.

Go farther! let it serve to trample on.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese IX
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

CAN it be right to give what I can give?

To let thee sit beneath the fall of tears

As salt as mine, and hear the sighing years

Re-sighing on my lips renunciative

Through those infrequent smiles which fail to live   5

For all thy adjurations? O my fears,

That this can scarce be right! We are not peers,

So to be lovers; and I own, and grieve,

That givers of such gifts as mine are, must

Be counted with the ungenerous. Out, alas!   10

I will not soil thy purple with my dust,

Nor breathe my poison on thy Venice-glass,

Nor give thee any love — which were unjust.

Beloved, I only love thee! let it pass.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese X
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

YET, love, mere love, is beautiful indeed

And worthy of acceptation. Fire is bright,

Let temple burn, or flax; an equal light

Leaps in the flame from cedar-plank or weed:

And love is fire. And when I say at need   5

I love thee … mark! … I love thee — in thy sight

I stand transfigured, glorified aright,

With conscience of the new rays that proceed

Out of my face toward thine. There’s nothing low

In love, when love the lowest: meanest creatures   10

Who love God, God accepts while loving so.

And what I feel, across the inferior features

Of what I am, doth flash itself, and show

How that great work of Love enhances Nature’s.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XI
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

AND therefore if to love can be desert,

I am not all unworthy. Cheeks as pale

As these you see, and trembling knees that fail

To bear the burden of a heavy heart, — 

This weary minstrel-life that once was girt   5

To climb Aornus, and can scarce avail

To pipe now ‘gainst the valley nightingale

A melancholy music, — why advert

To these things? O Belovèd, it is plain

I am not of thy worth nor for thy place!   10

And yet, because I love thee, I obtain

From that same love this vindicating grace,

To live on still in love, and yet in vain, — 

To bless thee, yet renounce thee to thy face.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XII
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

INDEED this very love which is my boast,

And which, when rising up from breast to brow,

Doth crown me with a ruby large enow

To draw men’s eyes and prove the inner cost, — 

This love even, all my worth, to the uttermost,   5

I should not love withal, unless that thou

Hadst set me an example, shown me how,

When first thine earnest eyes with mine were crossed,

And love called love. And thus, I cannot speak

Of love even, as a good thing of my own:   10

Thy soul hath snatched up mine all faint and weak,

And placed it by thee on a golden throne, — 

And that I love (O soul, we must be meek!)

Is by thee only, whom I love alone.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XIII
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

AND wilt thou have me fashion into speech

The love I bear thee, finding words enough,

And hold the torch out, while the winds are rough,

Between our faces, to cast light on each?

I drop it at thy feet. I cannot teach   5

My hand to hold my spirit so far off

From myself — me — that I should bring thee proof

In words, of love hid in me out of reach.

Nay, let the silence of my womanhood

Commend my woman-love to thy belief, — 10

Seeing that I stand unwon, however wooed,

And rend the garment of my life, in brief,

By a most dauntless, voiceless fortitude,

Lest one touch of this heart convey its grief.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XIV
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

IF thou must love me, let it be for nought

Except for love’s sake only. Do not say

“I love her for her smile — her look — her way

Of speaking gently, — for a trick of thought

That falls in well with mine, and certes brought   5

A sense of pleasant ease on such a day” — 

For these things in themselves, Belovèd, may

Be changed, or change for thee, — and love, so wrought,

May be unwrought so. Neither love me for

Thine own dear pity’s wiping my cheeks dry, — 10

A creature might forget to weep, who bore

Thy comfort long, and lose thy love thereby!

But love me for love’s sake, that evermore

Thou mayst love on, through love’s eternity.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XV
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

ACCUSE me not, beseech thee, that I wear

Too calm and sad a face in front of thine;

For we two look two ways, and cannot shine

With the same sunlight on our brow and hair.

On me thou lookest with no doubting care,   5

As on a bee shut in a crystalline;

Since sorrow hath shut me safe in love’s divine,

And to spread wing and fly in the outer air

Were most impossible failure, if I strove

To fail so. But I look on thee — on thee — 10

Beholding, besides love, the end of love,

Hearing oblivion beyond memory;

As one who sits and gazes from above,

Over the rivers to the bitter sea.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XVI
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

AND yet, because thou overcomest so,

Because thou art more noble and like a king,

Thou canst prevail against my fears and fling

Thy purple round me, till my heart shall grow

Too close against thine heart henceforth to know   5

How it shook when alone. Why, conquering

May prove as lordly and complete a thing

In lifting upward, as in crushing low!

And as a vanquished soldier yields his sword

To one who lifts him from the bloody earth,   10

Even so, Belovèd, I at last record,

Here ends my strife. If thou invite me forth,

I rise above abasement at the word.

Make thy love larger to enlarge my worth.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XVII
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

MY poet, thou canst touch on all the notes

God set between His After and Before,

And strike up and strike off the general roar

Of the rushing worlds a melody that floats

In a serene air purely. Antidotes   5

Of medicated music, answering for

Mankind’s forlornest uses, thou canst pour

From thence into their ears. God’s will devotes

Thine to such ends, and mine to wait on thine.

How, Dearest, wilt thou have me for most use?   10

A hope, to sing by gladly? or a fine

Sad memory, with thy songs to interfuse?

A shade, in which to sing — of palm or pine?

A grave, on which to rest from singing? Choose.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XVIII
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

I NEVER gave a lock of hair away

To a man, Dearest, except this to thee,

Which now upon my fingers thoughtfully,

I ring out to the full brown length and say

“Take it.” My day of youth went yesterday:   5

My hair no longer bounds to my foot’s glee,

Nor plant I it from rose or myrtle-tree,

As girls do, any more; it only may

Now shade on two pale cheeks the mark of tears,

Taught drooping from the head that hangs aside   10

Through sorrow’s trick. I thought the funeral-shears

Would take this first, but love is justified, — 

Take it thou, finding pure, from all those years,

The kiss my mother left here when she died.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XIX
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

THE SOUL’S Rialto hath its merchandise;

I barter curl for curl upon that mart,

And from my poet’s forehead to my heart

Receive this lock which outweighs argosies, — 

As purply black, as erst to Pindar’s eyes   5

The dim purpureal tresses gloomed athwart

The nine white Muse-brows. For this counterpart,

The bay-crown’s shade, Belovèd, I surmise,

Still lingers on thy curl, it is so black!

Thus, with a fillet of smooth-kissing breath,   10

I tie the shadows safe from gliding back,

And lay the gift where nothing hindereth;

Here on my heart, as on thy brow, to lack

No natural heat till mine grows cold in death.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XX
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

BELOVÈD, my Belovèd, when I think

That thou wast in the world a year ago,

What time I sat alone here in the snow

And saw no footprint, heard the silence sink

No moment at thy voice, but, link by link,   5

Went counting all my chains as if that so

They never could fall off at any blow

Struck by thy possible hand, — why, thus I drink

Of life’s great cup of wonder! Wonderful,

Never to feel thee thrill the day or night   10

With personal act or speech, — nor ever cull

Some prescience of thee with the blossoms white

Thou sawest growing! Atheists are as dull,

Who cannot guess God’s presence out of sight.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XXI
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

SAY over again, and yet once over again,

That thou dost love me. Though the word repeated

Should seem “a cuckoo-song,” as thou dost treat it,

Remember, never to the hill or plain,

Valley and wood, without her cuckoo-strain   5

Comes the fresh Spring in all her green completed.

Belovèd, I, amid the darkness greeted

By a doubtful spirit-voice, in that doubt’s pain

Cry, “Speak once more — thou lovest!” Who can fear

Too many stars, though each in heaven shall roll,   10

Too many flowers, though each shall crown the year?

Say thou dost love me, love me, love me — toll

The silver iterance! — only minding, Dear,

To love me also in silence with thy soul.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XXII
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

WHEN our two souls stand up erect and strong,

Face to face, silent, drawing nigh and nigher,

Until the lengthening wings break into fire

At either curvèd point, — what bitter wrong

Can the earth do to us, that we should not long   5

Be here contented? Think. In mounting higher,

The angels would press on us and aspire

To drop some golden orb of perfect song

Into our deep, dear silence. Let us stay

Rather on earth, Belovèd, — where the unfit   10

Contrarious moods of men recoil away

And isolate pure spirits, and permit

A place to stand and love in for a day,

With darkness and the death-hour rounding it.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XXIII
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

IS it indeed so? If I lay here dead,

Wouldst thou miss any life in losing mine?

And would the sun for thee more coldly shine

Because of grave-damps falling round my head?

I marvelled, my Belovèd, when I read   5

Thy thought so in the letter. I am thine — 

But … so much to thee? Can I pour thy wine

While my hands tremble? Then my soul, instead

Of dreams of death, resumes life’s lower range.

Then, love me, Love! look on me — breathe on me!   10

As brighter ladies do not count it strange,

For love, to give up acres and degree,

I yield the grave for thy sake, and exchange

My near sweet view of Heaven, for earth with thee!
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XXIV
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

LET the world’s sharpness, like a clasping knife,

Shut in upon itself and do no harm

In this close hand of Love, now soft and warm,

And let us hear no sound of human strife

After the click of the shutting. Life to life — 5

I lean upon thee, Dear, without alarm,

And feel as safe as guarded by a charm

Against the stab of worldlings, who if rife

Are weak to injure. Very whitely still

The lilies of our lives may reassure   10

Their blossoms from their roots, accessible

Alone to heavenly dews that drop not fewer,

Growing straight, out of man’s reach, on the hill.

God only, who made us rich, can make us poor.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XXV
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

A HEAVY heart, Belovèd, have I borne

From year to year until I saw thy face,

And sorrow after sorrow took the place

Of all those natural joys as lightly worn

As the stringed pearls, each lifted in its turn   5

By a beating heart at dance-time. Hopes apace

Were changed to long despairs, till God’s own grace

Could scarcely lift above the world forlorn

My heavy heart. Then thou didst bid me bring

And let it drop adown thy calmly great   10

Deep being! Fast it sinketh, as a thing

Which its own nature doth precipitate,

While thine doth close above it, mediating

Betwixt the stars and the unaccomplished fate.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XXVI
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

I LIVED with visions for my company

Instead of men and women, years ago,

And found them gentle mates, nor thought to know

A sweeter music than they played to me.

But soon their trailing purple was not free   5

Of this world’s dust, their lutes did silent grow,

And I myself grew faint and blind below

Their vanishing eyes. Then THOU didst come — to be,

Belovèd, what they seemed. Their shining fronts,

Their songs, their splendors (better, yet the same,
  10

As river-water hallowed into fonts),

Met in thee, and from out thee overcame

My soul with satisfaction of all wants:

Because God’s gifts put man’s best dreams to shame.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Sonnets from the Portuguese XXVII
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

MY own Belovèd, who hast lifted me

From this drear flat of earth where I was thrown,

And, in betwixt the languid ringlets, blown

A life-breath, till the forehead hopefully

Shines out again, as all the angels see,   5

Before thy saving kiss! My own, my own,

Who camest to me when the world was gone,

And I who looked for only God, found thee!

I find thee; I am safe, and strong, and glad.

As one who stands in dewless asphodel   10

Looks backward on the tedious time he had

In the upper life, — so I, with bosom-swell,

Make witness, here, between the good and bad,

That Love, as strong as Death, retrieves as well.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XXVIII
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

MY letters! all dead paper, mute and white!

And yet they seem alive and quivering

Against my tremulous hands which lose the string

And let them drop down on my knee to-night.

This said, — he wished to have me in his sight   5

Once, as a friend: this fixed a day in spring

To come and touch my hand … a simple thing,

Yet I wept for it! — this, … the paper’s light …

Said, Dear, I love thee; and I sank and quailed

As if God’s future thundered on my past.   10

This said, I am thine — and so its ink has paled

With lying at my heart that beat too fast.

And this … O Love, thy words have ill availed

If, what this said, I dared repeat at last!
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XXIX
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

I THINK of thee! — my thoughts do twine and bud

About thee, as wild vines, about a tree,

Put out broad leaves, and soon there’s nought to see

Except the straggling green which hides the wood.

Yet, O my palm-tree, be it understood   5

I will not have my thoughts instead of thee

Who art dearer, better! Rather, instantly

Renew thy presence; as a strong tree should,

Rustle thy boughs and set thy trunk all bare,

And let these bands of greenery which insphere thee   10

Drop heavily down, — burst, shattered, everywhere!

Because, in this deep joy to see and hear thee

And breathe within thy shadow a new air,

I do not think of thee — I am too near thee.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XXX
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

I SEE thine image through my tears to-night,

And yet to-day I saw thee smiling. How

Refer the cause? — Beloved, is it thou

Or I, who makes me sad? The acolyte

Amid the chanted joy and thankful rite   5

May so fall flat, with pale insensate brow,

On the altar-stair. I hear thy voice and vow,

Perplexed, uncertain, since thou art out of sight,

As he, in his swooning ears, the choir’s Amen.

Beloved, dost thou love? or did I see all   10

The glory as I dreamed, and fainted when

Too vehement light dilated my ideal,

For my soul’s eyes? Will that light come again,

As now these tears come — falling hot and real?
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XXXI
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

THOU comest! all is said without a word.

I sit beneath thy looks as children do

In the noon-sun, with souls that tremble through

Their happy eyelids from an unaverred

Yet prodigal inward joy. Behold, I erred   5

In that last doubt! and yet I cannot rue

The sin most, but the occasion — that we two

Should for a moment stand unministered

By a mutual presence. Ah, keep near and close,

Thou dovelike help! and, when my fears would rise,   10

With thy broad heart serenely interpose:

Brood down with thy divine sufficiencies

These thoughts which tremble when bereft of those,

Like callow birds left desert to the skies.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XXXII
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

THE FIRST time that the sun rose on thine oath

To love me, I looked forward to the moon

To slacken all those bonds which seemed too soon

And quickly tied to make a lasting troth.

Quick-loving hearts, I thought, may quickly loathe;   5

And, looking on myself, I seemed not one

For such man’s love; — more like an out-of-tune

Worn viol, a good singer would be wroth

To spoil his song with, and which, snatched in haste,

Is laid down at the first ill-sounding note.   10

I did not wrong myself so, but I placed

A wrong on thee. For perfect strains may float

‘Neath master-hands, from instruments defaced, — 

And great souls, at one stroke, may do and doat.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XXXIII
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

YES, call me by my pet-name! let me hear

The name I used to run at, when a child,

From innocent play, and leave the cowslips piled,

To glance up in some face that proved me dear

With the look of its eyes. I miss the clear   5

Fond voices which, being drawn and reconciled

Into the music of Heaven’s undefiled,

Call me no longer. Silence on the bier,

While I call God — call God! — So let thy mouth

Be heir to those who are now exanimate.   10

Gather the north flowers to complete the south,

And catch the early love up in the late.

Yes, call me by that name, — and I, in truth,

With the same heart, will answer and not wait.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XXXIV
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

WITH the same heart, I said, I’ll answer thee

As those, when thou shalt call me by my name — 

Lo, the vain promise! is the same, the same,

Perplexed and ruffled by life’s strategy?

When called before, I told how hastily   5

I dropped my flowers or brake off from a game,

To run and answer with the smile that came

At play last moment, and went on with me

Through my obedience. When I answer now,

I drop a grave thought, break from solitude;   10

Yet still my heart goes to thee — ponder how — 

Not as to a single good, but all my good!

Lay thy hand on it, best one, and allow

That no child’s foot could run fast as this blood.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XXXV
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

IF I leave all for thee, wilt thou exchange

And be all to me? Shall I never miss

Home-talk and blessing and the common kiss

That comes to each in turn, nor count it strange,

When I look up, to drop on a new range   5

Of walls and floors, another home than this?

Nay, wilt thou fill that place by me which is

Filled by dead eyes too tender to know change?

That’s hardest. If to conquer love, has tried,

To conquer grief, tries more, as all things prove;   10

For grief indeed is love and grief beside.

Alas, I have grieved so I am hard to love.

Yet love me — wilt thou? Open thine heart wide,

And fold within the wet wings of thy dove.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XXXVI
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

WHEN we met first and loved, I did not build

Upon the event with marble. Could it mean

To last, a love set pendulous between

Sorrow and sorrow? Nay, I rather thrilled,

Distrusting every light that seemed to gild   5

The onward path, and feared to overlean

A finger even. And, though I have grown serene

And strong since then, I think that God has willed

A still renewable fear … O love, O troth …

Lest these enclaspèd hands should never hold,   10

This mutual kiss drop down between us both

As an unowned thing, once the lips being cold.

And Love, be false! if he, to keep one oath,

Must lose one joy, by his life’s star foretold.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XXXVII
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

PARDON, oh, pardon, that my soul should make,

Of all that strong divineness which I know

For thine and thee, an image only so

Formed of the sand, and fit to shift and break.

It is that distant years which did not take   5

Thy sovranty, recoiling with a blow,

Have forced my swimming brain to undergo

Their doubt and dread, and blindly to forsake

Thy purity of likeness and distort

Thy worthiest love to a worthless counterfeit:   10

As if a shipwrecked Pagan, safe in port,

His guardian sea-god to commemorate,

Should set a sculptured porpoise, gills a-snort

And vibrant tail, within the temple-gate.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XXXVIII
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

FIRST time he kissed me, he but only kissed

The fingers of this hand wherewith I write;

And ever since, it grew more clean and white,

Slow to world-greetings, quick with its “Oh, list,”

When the angels speak. A ring of amethyst   5

I could not wear here, plainer to my sight,

Than that first kiss. The second passed in height

The first, and sought the forehead, and half missed,

Half falling on the hair. O beyond meed!

That was the chrism of love, which love’s own crown,   10

With sanctifying sweetness, did precede.

The third upon my lips was folded down

In perfect, purple state; since when, indeed,

I have been proud and said, “My love, my own.”
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XXXIX
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

BECAUSE thou hast the power and own’st the grace

To look through and behind this mask of me

(Against which years have beat thus blanchingly

With their rains), and behold my soul’s true face,

The dim and weary witness of life’s race, — 5

Because thou hast the faith and love to see,

Through that same soul’s distracting lethargy,

The patient angel waiting for a place

In the new Heavens, — because nor sin nor woe,

Nor God’s infliction, nor death’s neighborhood,   10

Nor all which others viewing, turn to go,

Nor all which makes me tired of all, self-viewed, — 

Nothing repels thee, … Dearest, teach me so

To pour out gratitude, as thou dost, good!
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XL
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

OH, yes! they love through all this world of ours!

I will not gainsay love, called love forsooth.

I have heard love talked in my early youth,

And since, not so long back but that the flowers

Then gathered, smell still. Mussulmans and Giaours   5

Throw kerchiefs at a smile, and have no ruth

For any weeping. Polypheme’s white tooth

Slips on the nut if, after frequent showers,

The shell is over-smooth, — and not so much

Will turn the thing called love, aside to hate,   10

Or else to oblivion. But thou art not such

A lover, my Belovèd! thou canst wait

Through sorrow and sickness, to bring souls to touch,

And think it soon when others cry “Too late.”
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XLI
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

I THANK all who have loved me in their hearts,

With thanks and love from mine. Deep thanks to all

Who paused a little near the prison-wall

To hear my music in its louder parts

Ere they went onward, each one to the mart’s   5

Or temple’s occupation, beyond call.

But thou, who, in my voice’s sink and fall

When the sob took it, thy divinest Art’s

Own instrument didst drop down at thy foot

To hearken what I said between my tears, …   10

Instruct me how to thank thee! Oh, to shoot

My soul’s full meaning into future years,

That they should lend it utterance, and salute

Love that endures, from Life that disappears!
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XLII
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

“MY future will not copy fair my past” — 

I wrote that once; and thinking at my side

My ministering life-angel justified

The word by his appealing look upcast

To the white throne of God, I turned at last,   5

And there, instead, saw thee, not unallied

To angels in thy soul! Then I, long tried

By natural ills, received the comfort fast,

While budding, at thy sight, my pilgrim’s staff

Gave out green leaves with morning dews impearled.   10

I seek no copy now of life’s first half:

Leave here the pages with long musing curled,

And write me new my future’s epigraph,

New angel mine, unhoped for in the world!
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XLIII (How do I love thee? Let me count the ways)
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

HOW do I love thee? Let me count the ways.

I love thee to the depth and breadth and height

My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight

For the ends of Being and ideal Grace.

I love thee to the level of everyday’s   5

Most quiet need, by sun and candle-light.

I love thee freely, as men strive for Right;

I love thee purely, as they turn from Praise.

I love thee with the passion put to use

In my old griefs, and with my childhood’s faith.   10

I love thee with a love I seemed to lose

With my lost saints, — I love thee with the breath,

Smiles, tears, of all my life! — and, if God choose,

I shall but love thee better after death.
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Sonnets from the Portuguese XLIV
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

BELOVED, thou hast brought me many flowers

Plucked in the garden, all the summer through

And winter, and it seemed as if they grew

In this close room, nor missed the sun and showers.

So, in the like name of that love of ours,   5

Take back these thoughts which here unfolded too,

And which on warm and cold days I withdrew

From my heart’s ground. Indeed, those beds and bowers

Be overgrown with bitter weeds and rue,

And wait thy weeding; yet here’s eglantine,   10

Here’s ivy! — take them, as I used to do

Thy flowers, and keep them where they shall not pine

Instruct thine eyes to keep their colors true,

And tell thy soul their roots are left in mine.
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The Sleep
 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)
 

He giveth his beloved sleep — Ps. cxxvii. 2.
 

OF all the thoughts of God that are

Borne inward unto souls afar,

Along the Psalmist’s music deep,

Now tell me if that any is,

For gift or grace, surpassing this — 5

‘He giveth His belovèd sleep’?
 

What would we give to our beloved?

The hero’s heart to be unmoved,

The poet’s star-tuned harp, to sweep,

The patriot’s voice, to teach and rouse,   10

The monarch’s crown, to light the brows?

He giveth His belovèd, sleep.
 

What do we give to our beloved?

A little faith all undisproved,

A little dust to overweep,   15

And bitter memories to make

The whole earth blasted for our sake.

He giveth His belovèd, sleep.
 

‘Sleep soft, beloved!’ we sometimes say,

But have no tune to charm away   20

Sad dreams that through the eye-lids creep.

But never doleful dream again

Shall break the happy slumber when

He giveth His belovèd, sleep.
 

O earth, so full of dreary noises!   25

O men, with wailing in your voices!

O delvèd gold, the wailers heap!

O strife, O curse, that o’er it fall!

God strikes a silence through you all,

He giveth His belovèd, sleep.   30
 

His dews drop mutely on the hill;

His cloud above it saileth still,

Though on its slope men sow and reap.

More softly than the dew is shed,

Or cloud is floated overhead,   35

He giveth His belovèd, sleep.
 

Aye, men may wonder while they scan

A living, thinking, feeling man

Confirmed in such a rest to keep;

But angels say, and through the word   40

I think their happy smile is heard — 

‘He giveth His belovèd, sleep.’
 

For me, my heart that erst did go

Most like a tired child at a show,

That sees through tears the mummers leap,   45

Would now its wearied vision close,

Would child-like on His love repose,

Who giveth His belovèd, sleep.
 

And, friends, dear friends, — when it shall be

That this low breath is gone from me,   50

And round my bier ye come to weep,

Let One, most loving of you all,

Say, ‘Not a tear must o’er her fall;

He giveth His belovèd, sleep.’
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Aurora Leigh. First Book.
 

OF writing many books there is no end;

And I who have written much in prose and verse

For others’ uses, will write now for mine,–

Will write my story for my better self,

As when you paint your portrait for a friend,

Who keeps it in a drawer and looks at it

Long after he has ceased to love you, just

To hold together what he was and is.
 

I, writing thus, am still what men call young;

I have not so far left the coasts of life

To travel inland, that I cannot hear

That murmur of the outer Infinite

Which unweaned babies smile at in their sleep

When wondered at for smiling; not so far,

But still I catch my mother at her post

Beside the nursery-door, with finger up,

‘Hush, hush–here’s too much noise!’ while her sweet eyes

Leap forward, taking part against her word

In the child’s riot. Still I sit and feel

My father’s slow hand, when she had left us both,

Stroke out my childish curls across his knee;

And hear Assunta’s daily jest (she knew

He liked it better than a better jest)

Inquire how many golden scudi went

To make such ringlets. O my father’s hand,

Stroke the poor hair down, stroke it heavily,–

Draw, press the child’s head closer to thy knee!

I’m still too young, too young to sit alone.
 

I write. My mother was a Florentine,

Whose rare blue eyes were shut from seeing me

When scarcely I was four years old; my life,

A poor spark snatched up from a failing lamp

Which went out therefore. She was weak and frail;

She could not bear the joy of giving life–

The mother’s rapture slew her. If her kiss

Had left a longer weight upon my lips,

It might have steadied the uneasy breath,

And reconciled and fraternised my soul

With the new order. As it was, indeed,

I felt a mother-want about the world,

And still went seeking, like a bleating lamb

Left out at night, in shutting up the fold,–

As restless as a nest-deserted bird

Grown chill through something being away, though what

It knows not. I, Aurora Leigh, was born

To make my father sadder, and myself

Not overjoyous, truly. Women know

The way to rear up children, (to be just,)

They know a simple, merry, tender knack

Of tying sashes, fitting baby-shoes,

And stringing pretty words that make no sense,

And kissing full sense into empty words;

Which things are corals to cut life upon,

Although such trifles: children learn by such,

Love’s holy earnest in a pretty play,

And get not over-early solemnised,–

But seeing, as in a rose-bush, Love’s Divine,

Which burns and hurts not,–not a single bloom,–

Become aware and unafraid of Love.

Such good do mothers. Fathers love as well

–Mine did, I know,–but still with heavier brains,

And wills more consciously responsible,

And not as wisely, since less foolishly;

So mothers have God’s licence to be missed.
 

My father was an austere Englishman,

Who, after a dry life-time spent at home

In college-learning, law, and parish talk,

Was flooded with a passion unaware,

His whole provisioned and complacent past

Drowned out from him that moment. As he stood

In Florence, where he had come to spend a month

And note the secret of Da Vinci’s drains,

He musing somewhat absently perhaps

Some English question . . whether men should pay

The unpopular but necessary tax

With left or right hand–in the alien sun

In that great square of the Santissima,

There drifted past him (scarcely marked enough

To move his comfortable island-scorn,)

A train of priestly banners, cross and psalm,–

The white-veiled rose-crowned maidens holding up

Tall tapers, weighty for such wrists, aslant

To the blue luminous tremor of the air,

And letting drop the white wax as they went

To eat the bishop’s wafer at the church;

From which long trail of chanting priests and girls,

A face flashed like a cymbal on his face,

And shook with silent clangour brain and heart,

Transfiguring him to music. Thus, even thus,

He too received his sacramental gift

With eucharistic meanings; for he loved.
 

And thus beloved, she died. I’ve heard it said

That but to see him in the first surprise

Of widower and father, nursing me,

Unmothered little child of four years old,

His large man’s hands afraid to touch my curls,

As if the gold would tarnish,–his grave lips

Contriving such a miserable smile,

As if he knew needs must, or I should die,

And yet ’twas hard,–would almost make the stones

Cry out for pity. There’s a verse he set

In Santa Croce to her memory,

‘Weep for an infant too young to weep much

When death removed this mother’–stops the mirth

To-day, on women’s faces when they walk

With rosy children hanging on their gowns,

Under the cloister, to escape the sun

That scorches in the piazza. After which,

He left our Florence, and made haste to hide

Himself, his prattling child, and silent grief,

Among the mountains above Pelago;

Because unmothered babes, he thought, had need

Of mother nature more than others use,

And Pan’s white goats, with udders warm and full

Of mystic contemplations, come to feed

Poor milkless lips of orphans like his own–

Such scholar-scraps he talked, I’ve heard from friends,

For even prosaic men, who wear grief long,

Will get to wear it as a hat aside

With a flower stuck in’t. Father, then, and child,

We lived among the mountains many years,

God’s silence on the outside of the house,

And we, who did not speak too loud, within;

And old Assunta to make up the fire,

Crossing herself whene’er a sudden flame

Which lightened from the firewood, made alive

That picture of my mother on the wall.

The painter drew it after she was dead;

And when the face was finished, throat and hands,

Her cameriera carried him, in hate

Of the English-fashioned shroud, the last brocade

She dressed in at the Pitti. ‘He should paint

No sadder thing than that,’ she swore, ‘to wrong

Her poor signora.’ Therefore, very strange

The effect was. I, a little child, would crouch

For hours upon the floor, with knees drawn up

And gaze across them, half in terror, half

In adoration, at the picture there,–

That swan-like supernatural white life,

Just sailing upward from the red stiff silk

Which seemed to have no part in it, nor power

To keep it from quite breaking out of bounds:

For hours I sate and stared. Asssunta’s awe

And my poor father’s melancholy eyes

Still pointed that way. That way, went my thoughts

When wandering beyond sight. And as I grew

In years, I mixed, confused, unconsciously,

Whatever I last read or heard or dreamed,

Abhorrent, admirable, beautiful,

Pathetical, or ghastly, or grotesque,

With still that face . . . which did not therefore change,

But kept the mystic level of all forms

And fears and admirations; was by turn

Ghost, fiend, and angel, fairy, witch, and sprite,–

A dauntless Muse who eyes a dreadful Fate,

A loving Psyche who loses sight of Love,

A still Medusa, with mild milky brows

All curdled and all clothed upon with snakes

Whose slime falls fast as sweat will; or, anon,

Our Lady of the Passion, stabbed with swords

Where the Babe sucked; or, Lamia in her first

Moonlighted pallor, ere she shrunk and blinked,

And, shuddering, wriggled down to the unclean;

Or, my own mother, leaving her last smile

In her last kiss, upon the baby-mouth

My father pushed down on the bed for that,–

Or, my dead mother, without smile or kiss,

Buried at Florence. All which images,

Concentred on the picture, glassed themselves

Before my meditative childhood, . . as

The incoherencies of change and death

Are represented fully, mixed and merged,

In the smooth fair mystery of perpetual Life.
 

And while I stared away my childish wits

Upon my mother’s picture, (ah, poor child!)

My father, who through love had suddenly

Thrown off the old conventions, broken loose

From chin-bands of the soul, like Lazarus,

Yet had no time to learn to talk and walk

Or grow anew familiar with the sun,–

Who had reached to freedom, not to action, lived,

But lived as one entranced, with thoughts, not aims,–

Whom love had unmade from a common man

But not completed to an uncommon man,–

My father taught me what he had learnt the best

Before he died and left me,–grief and love.

And, seeing we had books among the hills,

Strong words of counselling souls, confederate

With vocal pines and waters,–out of books

He taught me all the ignorance of men,

And how God laughs in heaven when any man

Says, ‘Here I’m learned; this, I understand;

In that, I am never caught at fault or doubt.’

He sent the schools to school, demonstrating

A fool will pass for such through one mistake,

While a philosopher will pass for such,

Through said mistakes being ventured in the gross

And heaped up to a system.

              I am like,

They tell me, my dear father. Broader brows

Howbeit, upon a slenderer undergrowth

Of delicate features,–paler, near as grave;

But then my mother’s smile breaks up the whole,

And makes it better sometimes than itself.
 

So, nine full years, our days were hid with God

Among his mountains. I was just thirteen,

Still growing like the plants from unseen roots

In tongue-tied Springs,–and suddenly awoke

To full life and its needs and agonies,

With an intense, strong, struggling heart beside

A stone-dead father. Life, struck sharp on death,

Makes awful lightning. His last word was, ‘Love–’

‘Love, my child, love, love!’–(then he had done with grief)

‘Love, my child.’ Ere I answered he was gone,

And none was left to love in all the world.
 

There, ended childhood: what succeeded next

I recollect as, after fevers, men

Thread back the passage of delirium,

Missing the turn still, baffled by the door;

Smooth endless days, notched here and there with knives;

A weary, wormy darkness, spurred i’ the flank

With flame, that it should eat and end itself

Like some tormented scorpion. Then, at last,

I do remember clearly, how there came

A stranger with authority, not right,

(I thought not) who commanded, caught me up

From old Assunta’s neck; how, with a shriek,

She let me go,–while I, with ears too full

Of my father’s silence, to shriek back a word,

In all a child’s astonishment at grief

Stared at the wharfage where she stood and moaned,

My poor Assunta, where she stood and moaned!

The white walls, the blue hills, my Italy,

Drawn backward from the shuddering steamer-deck,

Like one in anger drawing back her skirts

Which suppliants catch at. Then the bitter sea

Inexorably pushed between us both,

And sweeping up the ship with my despair

Threw us out as a pasture to the stars.

Ten nights and days we voyaged on the deep;

Ten nights and days, without the common face

Of any day or night; the moon and sun

Cut off from the green reconciling earth,

To starve into a blind ferocity

And glare unnatural; the very sky

(Dropping its bell-net down upon the sea

As if no human heart should ‘scape alive,)

Bedraggled with the desolating salt,

Until it seemed no more than holy heaven

To which my father went. All new, and strange–

The universe turned stranger, for a child.
 

Then, land!–then, England! oh, the frosty cliffs

Looked cold upon me. Could I find a home

Among those mean red houses through the fog?

And when I heard my father’s language first

From alien lips which had no kiss for mine,

I wept aloud, then laughed, then wept, then wept,–

And some one near me said the child was mad

Through much sea-sickness. The train swept us on.

Was this my father’s England? the great isle?

The ground seemed cut up from the fellowship

Or verdure, field from field, as man from man;

The skies themselves looked low and positive,

As almost you could touch them with a hand,

And dared to do it, they were so far off

From God’s celestial crystals; all things, blurred

And dull and vague. Did Shakspeare and his mates

Absorb the light here?–not a hill or stone

With heart to strike a radiant colour up

Or active outline on the indifferent air!
 

I think I see my father’s sister stand

Upon the hall-step of her country-house

To give me welcome. She stood straight and calm,

Her somewhat narrow forehead braided tight

As if for taming accidental thoughts

From possible pulses; brown hair pricked with grey

By frigid use of life, (she was not old,

Although my father’s elder by a year)

A nose drawn sharply, yet in delicate lines;

A close mild mouth, a little soured about

The ends, through speaking unrequited loves,

Or peradventure niggardly half-truths;

Eyes of no colour,–once they might have smiled,

But never, never have forgot themselves

In smiling; cheeks in which was yet a rose

Of perished summers, like a rose in a book,

Kept more for ruth than pleasure,–if past bloom,

Past fading also.

           She had lived we’ll say,

A harmless life, she called a virtuous life,

A quiet life, which was not life at all,

(But that, she had not lived enough to know)

Between the vicar and the county squires,

The lord-lieutenant looking down sometimes

From the empyreal, to assure their souls

Against chance vulgarisms, and, in the abyss,

The apothecary looked on once a year,

To prove their soundness of humility.

The poor-club exercised her Christian gifts

Of knitting stockings, stitching petticoats,

Because we are of one flesh after all

And need one flannel, (with a proper sense

Of difference in the quality)–and still

The book-club guarded from your modern trick

Of shaking dangerous questions from the crease,

Preserved her intellectual. She had lived

A sort of cage-bird life, born in a cage,

Accounting that to leap from perch to perch

Was act and joy enough for any bird.

Dear heaven, how silly are the things that live

In thickets and eat berries!

              I, alas,

A wild bird scarcely fledged, was brought to her cage,

And she was there to meet me. Very kind.

Bring the clean water; give out the fresh seed.

She stood upon the steps to welcome me,

Calm, in black garb. I clung about her neck,–

Young babes, who catch at every shred of wool

To draw the new light closer, catch and cling

Less blindly. In my ears, my father’s word

Hummed ignorantly, as the sea in shells,

‘Love, love, my child,’ She, black there with my grief,

Might feel my love–she was his sister once–

I clung to her. A moment, she seemed moved.

Kissed me with cold lips, suffered me to cling,

And drew me feebly through the hall, into

The room she sate in.

        There, with some strange spasm

Of pain and passion, she wrung loose my hands

Imperiously, and held me at arm’s length,

And with two grey-steel naked-bladed eyes

Searched through my face,–ay, stabbed it through and through,

Through brows and cheeks and chin, as if to find

A wicked murderer in my innocent face,

If not here, there perhaps. Then, drawing breath,

She struggled for her ordinary calm,

And missed it rather,–told me not to shrink,

As if she had told me not to lie or swear,–

‘She loved my father, and would love me too

As long as I deserved it.’ Very kind.
 

I understood her meaning afterward;

She thought to find my mother in my face,

And questioned it for that. For she, my aunt,

Had loved my father truly, as she could,

And hated, with the gall of gentle souls,

My Tuscan mother, who had fooled away

A wise man from wise courses, a good man

From obvious duties, and, depriving her,

His sister, of the household precedence,

Had wronged his tenants, robbed his native land,

And made him mad, alike by life and death,

In love and sorrow. She had pored for years

What sort of woman could be suitable

To her sort of hate, to entertain it with;

And so, her very curiosity

Became hate too, and all the idealism

She ever used in life, was used for hate,

Till hate, so nourished, did exceed at last

The love from which it grew, in strength and heat,

And wrinkled her smooth conscience with a sense

Of disputable virtue (say not, sin)

When Christian doctrine was enforced at church.
 

And thus my father’s sister was to me

My mother’s hater. From that day, she did

Her duty to me, (I appreciate it

In her own word as spoken to herself)

Her duty, in large measure, well-pressed out,

But measured always. She was generous, bland,

More courteous than was tender, gave me still

The first place,–as if fearful that God’s saints

Would look down suddenly and say, ‘Herein

You missed a point, I think, through lack of love.’

Alas, a mother never is afraid

Of speaking angrily to any child,

Since love, she knows, is justified of love.
 

And I, I was a good child on the whole,

A meek and manageable child. Why not?

I did not live, to have the faults of life:

There seemed more true life in my father’s grave

Than in all England. Since that threw me off

Who fain would cleave, (his latest will, they say,

Consigned me to his land) I only thought

Of lying quiet there where I was thrown

Like sea-weed on the rocks, and suffer her

To prick me to a pattern with her pin,

Fibre from fibre, delicate leaf from leaf,

And dry out from my drowned anatomy

The last sea-salt left in me.

              So it was.

I broke the copious curls upon my head

In braids, because she liked smooth ordered hair.

I left off saying my sweet Tuscan words

Which still at any stirring of the heart

Came up to float across the English phrase,

As lilies, (Bene . . or che ch’è ) because

She liked my father’s child to speak his tongue.

I learnt the collects and the catechism,

The creeds, from Athanasius back to Nice,

The Articles . . the Tracts against the times,

(By no means Buonaventure’s ‘Prick of Love,’)

And various popular synopses of

Inhuman doctrines never taught by John,

Because she liked instructed piety.

I learnt my complement of classic French

(Kept pure of Balzac and neologism,)

And German also, since she liked a range

Of liberal education,–tongues, not books.

I learnt a little algebra, a little

Of the mathematics,–brushed with extreme flounce

The circle of the sciences, because

She misliked women who are frivolous.

I learnt the royal genealogies

Of Oviedo, the internal laws

Of the Burmese Empire, . . by how many feet

Mount Chimborazo outsoars Himmeleh,

What navigable river joins itself

To Lara, and what census of the year five

Was taken at Klagenfurt,–because she liked

A general insight into useful facts.

I learnt much music,–such as would have been

As quite impossible in Johnson’s day

As still it might be wished–fine sleights of hand

And unimagined fingering, shuffling off

The hearer’s soul through hurricanes of notes

To a noisy Tophet; and I drew . . costumes

From French engravings, nereids neatly draped,

With smirks of simmering godship,–I washed in

From nature, landscapes, (rather say, washed out.)

I danced the polka and Cellarius,

Spun glass, stuffed birds, and modelled flowers in wax,

Because she liked accomplishments in girls.

I read a score of books on womanhood

To prove, if women do not think at all,

They may teach thinking, (to a maiden aunt

Or else the author)–books demonstrating

Their right of comprehending husband’s talk

When not too deep, and even of answering

With pretty ‘may it please you,’ or ‘so it is,’–

Their rapid insight and fine aptitude,

Particular worth and general missionariness,

As long as they keep quiet by the fire

And never say ‘no’ when the world says ‘ay,’

For that is fatal,–their angelic reach

Of virtue, chiefly used to sit and darn,

And fatten household sinners–their, in brief,

Potential faculty in everything

Of abdicating power in it: she owned

She liked a woman to be womanly,

And English women, she thanked God and sighed,

(Some people always sigh in thanking God)

Were models to the universe. And last

I learnt cross-stitch, because she did not like

To see me wear the night with empty hands,

A-doing nothing. So, my shepherdess

Was something after all, (the pastoral saints

Be praised for’t) leaning lovelorn with pink eyes

To match her shoes, when I mistook the silks;

Her head uncrushed by that round weight of hat

So strangely similar to the tortoise-shell

Which slew the tragic poet.

              By the way,

The works of women are symbolical.

We sew, sew, prick our fingers, dull our sight,

Producing what? A pair of slippers, sir,

To put on when you’re weary–or a stool

To tumble over and vex you . . ‘curse that stool!’

Or else at best, a cushion where you lean

And sleep, and dream of something we are not,

But would be for your sake. Alas, alas!

This hurts most, this . . that, after all, we are paid

The worth of our work, perhaps.

              In looking down

Those years of education, (to return)

I wondered if Brinvilliers suffered more

In the water torture, . . flood succeeding flood

To drench the incapable throat and split the veins . .

Than I did. Certain of your feebler souls

Go out in such a process; many pine

To a sick, inodorous light; my own endured:

I had relations in the Unseen, and drew

The elemental nutriment and heat

From nature, as earth feels the sun at nights,

Or as a babe sucks surely in the dark,

I kept the life, thrust on me, on the outside

Of the inner life, with all its ample room

For heart and lungs, for will and intellect,

Inviolable by conventions. God,

I thank thee for that grace of thine!

                At first,

I felt no life which was not patience,–did

The thing she bade me, without heed to a thing

Beyond it, sate in just the chair she placed,

With back against the window, to exclude

The sight of the great lime-tree on the lawn,

Which seemed to have come on purpose from the woods

To bring the house a message,–ay, and walked

Demurely in her carpeted low rooms,

As if I should not, harkening my own steps,

Misdoubt I was alive. I read her books,

Was civil to her cousin, Romney Leigh,

Gave ear to her vicar, tea to her visitors,

And heard them whisper, when I changed a cup,

(I blushed for joy at that!)–’The Italian child,

For all her blue eyes and her quiet ways,

Thrives ill in England; she is paler yet

Than when we came the last time; she will die.’
 

‘Will die.’ My cousin, Romney Leigh, blushed too,

With sudden anger, and approaching me

Said low between his teeth–’You’re wicked now?

You wish to die and leave the world a-dusk

For others, with your naughty light blown out?’

I looked into his face defyingly.

He might have known, that, being what I was,

’Twas natural to like to get away

As far as dead folk can; and then indeed

Some people make no trouble when they die.

He turned and went abruptly, slammed the door

And shut his dog out.

        Romney, Romney Leigh.

I have not named my cousin hitherto,

And yet I used him as a sort of friend;

My elder by few years, but cold and shy

And absent . . tender when he thought of it,

Which scarcely was imperative, grave betimes,

As well as early master of Leigh Hall,

Whereof the nightmare sate upon his youth

Repressing all its seasonable delights,

And agonising with a ghastly sense

Of universal hideous want and wrong

To incriminate possession. When he came

From college to the country, very oft

He crossed the hills on visits to my aunt,

With gifts of blue grapes from the hothouses,

A book in one hand,–mere statistics, (if

I chanced to lift the cover) count of all

The goats whose beards are sprouting down toward hell.

Against God’s separating judgment-hour.

And she, she almost loved him,–even allowed

That sometimes he should seem to sigh my way;

It made him easier to be pitiful,

And sighing was his gift. So, undisturbed

At whiles she let him shut my music up

And push my needles down, and lead me out

To see in that south angle of the house

The figs grow black as if by a Tuscan rock.

On some light pretext. She would turn her head

At other moments, go to fetch a thing,

And leave me breath enough to speak with him,

For his sake; it was simple.

            Sometimes too

He would have saved me utterly, it seemed,

He stood and looked so.

          Once, he stood so near

He dropped a sudden hand upon my head

Bent down on woman’s work, as soft as rain–

But then I rose and shook it off as fire,

The stranger’s touch that took my father’s place,

Yet dared seem soft.

        I used him for a friend

Before I ever knew him for a friend.

’Twas better, ’twas worse also, afterward:

We came so close, we saw our differences

Too intimately. Always Romney Leigh

Was looking for the worms, I for the gods.

A godlike nature his; the gods look down,

Incurious of themselves; and certainly

’Tis well I should remember, how, those days

I was a worm too, and he looked on me.
 

A little by his act perhaps, yet more

By something in me, surely not my will,

I did not die. But slowly, as one in swoon,

To whom life creeps back in the form of death

With a sense of separation, a blind pain

Of blank obstruction, and a roar i’ the ears

Of visionary chariots which retreat

As earth grows clearer . . slowly, by degrees,

I woke, rose up . . where was I? in the world:

For uses, therefore, I must count worth while.
 

I had a little chamber in the house,

As green as any privet-hedge a bird

Might choose to build in, though the nest itself

Could show but dead-brown sticks and straws; the walls

Were green, the carpet was pure green, the straight

Small bed was curtained greenly, and the folds

Hung green about the window, which let in

The out-door world with all its greenery.

You could not push your head out and escape

A dash of dawn-dew from the honeysuckle,

But so you were baptised into the grace

And privilege of seeing. . .

              First, the lime,

(I had enough, there, of the lime, be sure,–

My morning-dream was often hummed away

By the bees in it;) past the lime, the lawn,

Which, after sweeping broadly round the house,

Went trickling through the shrubberies in a stream

Of tender turf, and wore and lost itself

Among the acacias, over which, you saw

The irregular line of elms by the deep lane

Which stopt the grounds and dammed the overflow

Of arbutus and laurel. Out of sight

The lane was; sunk so deep, no foreign tramp

Nor drover of wild ponies out of Wales

Could guess if lady’s hall or tenant’s lodge

Ddispensed such odours,–though his stick well -crooked

Might reach the lowest trail of blossoming briar

Which dipped upon the wall. Behind the elms,

And through their tops, you saw the folded hills

Striped up and down with hedges, (burley oaks

Projecting from the lines to show themselves)

Thro’ which my cousin Romney’s chimneys smoked

As still as when a silent mouth in frost

Breathes–showing where the woodlands hid Leigh Hall;

While far above, a jut of table-land,

A promontory without water, stretched,–

You could not catch it if the days were thick,

Or took it for a cloud; but, otherwise

The vigorous sun would catch it up at eve

And use it for an anvil till he had filled

The shelves of heaven with burning thunderbolts,

And proved he need not rest so early;–then

When all his setting trouble was resolved

Toa trance of passive glory, you might see

In apparition on the golden sky

(Alas, my Giotto’s background!) the sheep run

Along the fine clear outline, small as mice

That run along a witch’s scarlet thread.
 

Not a grand nature. Not my chestnut-woods

Of Vallombrosa, cleaving by the spurs

To the precipices. Not my headlong leaps

Of waters, that cry out for joy or fear

In leaping through the palpitating pines,

Like a white soul tossed out to eternity

With thrills of time upon it. Not indeed

My multitudinous mountains, sitting in

The magic circle, with the mutual touch

Electric, panting from their full deep hearts

Beneath the influent heavens, and waiting for

Communion and commission. Italy

Is one thing, England one.

            On English ground

You understand the letter . . ere the fall,

How Adam lived in a garden. All the fields

Are tied up fast with hedges, nosegay-like;

The hills are crumpled plains–the plains, parterres–

The trees, round, woolly, ready to be clipped;

And if you seek for any wilderness

You find, at best, a park. A nature tamed

And grown domestic like a barn-door fowl,

Which does not awe you with its claws and beak,

Nor tempt you to an eyrie too high up,

But which, in cackling, sets you thinking of

Your eggs to-morrow at breakfast, in the pause

Of finer meditation.

        Rather say

A sweet familiar nature, stealing in

As a dog might, or child, to touch your hand

Or pluck your gown, and humbly mind you so

Of presence and affection, excellent

For inner uses, from the things without.
 

I could not be unthankful, I who was

Entreated thus and holpen. In the room

I speak of, ere the house was well awake,

And also after it was well asleep,

I sat alone, and drew the blessing in

Of all that nature. With a gradual step,

A stir among the leaves, a breath, a ray,

It came in softly, while the angels made

A place for it beside me. The moon came,

And swept my chamber clean of foolish thoughts

The sun came, saying, ‘Shall I lift this light

Against the lime-tree, and you will not look?

I make the birds sing–listen! . . but, for you.

God never hears your voice, excepting when

You lie upon the bed at nights and weep.’
 

Then, something moved me. Then, I wakened up

More slowly than I verily write now,

But wholly, at last, I wakened, opened wide

The window and my soul, and let the airs .

And out-door sights sweep gradual gospels in,

Regenerating what I was. O Life,

How oft we throw it off and think,–’Enough,

Enough of life in so much!–here’s a cause

For rupture; herein we must break with Life,

Or be ourselves unworthy; here we are wronged,

Maimed, spoiled for aspiration; farewell Life!’

–And so, as froward babes, we hide our eyes

And think all ended.–Then, Life calls to us,

In some transformed, apocryphal, new voice,

Above us, or below us, or around . .

Perhaps we name it Nature’s voice, or Love’s,

Tricking ourselves, because we are more ashamed

So own our compensations than our griefs:

Still, Life’s voice!–still, we make our peace with Life.
 

And I, so young then, was not sullen. Soon

I used to get up early, just to sit

And watch the morning quicken in the grey,

And hear the silence open like a flower,

Leaf after leaf,–and stroke with listless hand

The woodbine through the window, till at last

I came to do it with a sort of love,

At foolish unaware: whereat I smiled,–

A melancholy smile, to catch myself

Smiling for joy.

         Capacity for joy

Admits temptation. It seemed, next, worth while

To dodge the sharp sword set against my life;

To slip down stairs through all the sleepy house,

As mute as any dream there, and escape

As a soul from the body, out of doors,–

Glide through the shrubberies, drop into the lane,

And wander on the hills an hour or two,

Then back again before the house should stir.
 

Or else I sat on in my chamber green,

And lived my life, and thought my thoughts, and prayed

My prayers without the vicar; read my books,

Without considering whether they were fit

To do me good. Mark, there. We get no good

By being ungenerous, even to a book,

And calculating profits . . so much help

By so much rending. It is rather when

We gloriously forget ourselves, and plunge

Soul-forward, headlong, into a book’s profound,

Impassioned for its beauty and salt of truth–

’Tis then we get the right good from a book.
 

I read much. What my father taught before

From many a volume, Love re-emphasised

Upon the self-same pages: Theophrast

Grew tender with the memory of his eyes,

And Ælian made mine wet. The trick of Greek

And Latin, he had taught me, as he would

Have taught me wrestling or the game of fives

If such he had known.–most like a shipwrecked man

Who heaps his single platter with goats’ cheese

And scarlet berries; or like any man

Who loves but one, and so gives all at once,

Because he has it, rather than because

He counts it worthy. Thus, my father gave;

And thus, as did the women formerly

By young Achilles, when they pinned the veil

Across the boy’s audacious front, and swept

With tuneful laughs the silver-fretted rocks,

He wrapt his little daughter in his large

Man’s doublet, careless did it fit or no.
 

But, after I had read for memory,

I read for hope. The path my father’s foot

Had trod me out, which suddenly broke off,

(What time he dropped the wallet of the flesh

And passed) alone I carried on, and set

My child-heart ‘gainst the thorny underwood,

To reach the grassy shelter of the trees.

Ah, babe i’ the wood, without a brother-babe!

My own self-pity, like the red-breast bird,

Flies back to cover all that past with leaves.
 

Sublimest danger, over which none weeps,

When any young wayfaring soul goes forth

Alone, unconscious of the perilous road,

The day-sun dazzling in his limpid eyes,

To thrust his own way, he an alien, through

The world of books! Ah, you!–you think it fine,

You clap hands–’A fair day!’–you cheer him on,

As if the worst, could happen, were to rest

Too long beside a fountain. Yet, behold,

Behold!–the world of books is still the world;

And worldlings in it are less merciful

And more puissant. For the wicked there

Are winged like angels. Every knife that strikes,

Is edged from elemental fire to assail

A spiritual life. The beautiful seems right

By force of beauty, and the feeble wrong

Because of weakness. Power is justified,

Though armed against St. Michael. Many a crown

Covers bald foreheads. In the book-world, true,

There’s no lack, neither, of God’s saints and kings,

That shake the ashes of the grave aside

From their calm locks, and undiscomfited

Look stedfast truths against Time’s changing mask.

True, many a prophet teaches in the roads;

True, many a seer pulls down the flaming heavens

Upon his own head in strong martyrdom,

In order to light men a moment’s space.

But stay !–who judges?–who distinguishes

‘Twixt Saul and Nahash justly, at first sight,

And leaves king Saul precisely at the sin,

To serve king David? who discerns at once

The sound of the trumpets, when the trumpets blow

For Alaric as well as Charlemagne ?

Who judges prophets, and can tell true seers

From conjurors ? The child, there ? Would you leave

That child to wander in a battle-field

And push his innocent smile against the guns?

Or even in the catacombs, . . his torch

Grown ragged in the fluttering air, and all

The dark a-mutter round him ? not a child !
 

  I read books bad and good–some bad and good

At once: good aims not always make good books;

Well-tempered spades turn up ill-smelling soils

In digging vineyards, even: books, that prove

God’s being so definitely, that man’s doubt

Grows self-defined the other side the line,

Made Atheist by suggestion; moral books,

Exasperating to license; genial books,

Discounting from the human dignity;

And merry books, which set you weeping when

The sun shines,–ay, and melancholy books,

Which make you laugh that any one should weep

In this disjointed life, for one wrong more.
 

The world of books is still the world, I write,

And both worlds have God’s providence, thank God,

To keep and hearten: with some struggle, indeed,

Among the breakers, some hard swimming through

The deeps–I lost breath in my soul sometimes

And cried ‘God save me if there’s any God.’

But even so, God save me; and, being dashed

From error on to error, every turn

Still brought me nearer to the central truth.
 

I thought so. All this anguish in the thick

Of men’s opinions . . press and counterpress

Now up, now down, now underfoot, and now

Emergent . . all the best of it perhaps,

But throws you back upon a noble trust

And use of your own instinct,–merely proves

Pure reason stronger than bare inference

At strongest. Try it,–fix against heaven’s wall

Your scaling ladders of high logic–mount

Step by step!–Sight goes faster; that still ray

Which strikes out from you, how, you cannot tell,

And why, you know not–(did you eliminate,

That such as you, indeed, should analyse?)

Goes straight and fast as light, and high as God.
 

The cygnet finds the water: but the man

Is born in ignorance of his element,

And feels out blind at first, disorganised

By sin i’ the blood,–his spirit-insight dulled

And crossed by his sensations. Presently

We feel it quicken in the dark sometimes;

Then mark, be reverent, be obedient,–

For those dumb motions of imperfect life

Are oracles of vital Deity

Attesting the Hereafter. Let who says

‘The soul’s a clean white paper,’ rather say,

A palimpsest, a prophets holograph

Defiled, erased and covered by a monk’s,–

The apocalypse, by a Longus! poring on

Which obscene text, we may discern perhaps

Some fair, fine trace of what was written once,

Some upstroke of an alpha and omega

Expressing the old scripture.

              Books, books, books!

I had found the secret of a garret-room

Piled high with cases in my father’s name;

Piled high, packed large,–where, creeping in and out

Among the giant fossils of my past,

Like some small nimble mouse between the ribs

Of a mastodon, I nibbled here and there

At this or that box, pulling through the gap,

In heats of terror, haste, victorious joy,

The first book first. And how I felt it beat

Under my pillow, in the morning’s dark,

An hour before the sun would let me read!

My books!

    At last, because the time was ripe,

I chanced upon the poets.

           As the earth

Plunges in fury, when the internal fires

Have reached and pricked her heart, and, throwing flat

The marts and temples, the triumphal gates

And towers of observation, clears herself

To elemental freedom–thus, my soul,

At poetry’s divine first finger touch,

Let go conventions and sprang up surprised,

Convicted of the great eternities

Before two worlds.

            What’s this, Aurora Leigh,

You write so of the poets, and not laugh?

Those virtuous liars, dreamers after dark,

Exaggerators of the sun and moon,

And soothsayers in a tea-cup?

                I write so

Of the only truth-tellers, now left to God,–

The only speakers of essential truth,

Posed to relative, comparative,

And temporal truths; the only holders by

His sun-skirts, through conventional grey glooms;

The only teachers who instruct mankind,

From just a shadow on a charnel wall,

To find man’s veritable stature out,

Erect, sublime,–the measure of a man,

And that’s the measure of an angel, says

The apostle. Ay, and while your common men

Build pyramids, gauge railroads, reign, reap, dine,

And dust the flaunty carpets of the world

For kings to walk on, or our senators,

The poet suddenly will catch them up

With his voice like a thunder. . ‘This is soul,

This is life, this word is being said in heaven,

Here’s God down on us! what are you about?

How all those workers start amid their work,

Look round, look up, and feel, a moment’s space,

That carpet-dusting, though a pretty trade,

Is not the imperative labour after all.
 

My own best poets, am I one with you,

That thus I love you,–or but one through love?

Does all this smell of thyme about my feet

Conclude my visit to your holy hill

In personal presence, or but testify

The rustling of your vesture through my dreams

With influent odours? When my joy and pain,

My thought and aspiration, like the stops

Of pipe or flute, are absolutely dumb

If not melodious, do you play on me,

My pipers,–and if, sooth, you did not blow,

Would not sound come? or is the music mine,

As a man’s voice or breath is called his own,

In breathed by the Life-breather? There’s a doubt

For cloudy seasons !

        But the sun was high

When first I felt my pulses set themselves

For concords; when the rhythmic turbulence

Of blood and brain swept outward upon words,

As wind upon the alders blanching them

By turning up their under-natures till

They trembled in dilation. O delight

And triumph of the poet,–who would say

A man’s mere ‘yes,’ a woman’s common ‘no,’

A little human hope of that or this,

And says the word so that it burns you through

With a special revelation, shakes the heart

Of all the men and women in the world,

As if one came back from the dead and spoke,

With eyes too happy, a familiar thing

Become divine i’ the utterance! while for him

The poet, the speaker, he expands with joy;

The palpitating angel in his flesh

Thrills inly with consenting fellowship

To those innumerous spirits who sun themselves

Outside of time.

         O life, O poetry,

  Which means life in life! cognisant of life

Beyond this blood-beat,–passionate for truth

Beyond these senses, –poetry, my life,–

My eagle, with both grappling feet still hot

From Zeus’s thunder, who has ravished me

Away from all the shepherds, sheep, and dogs,

And set me in the Olympian roar and round

Of luminous faces, for a cup-bearer,

To keep the mouths of all the godheads moist

For everlasting laughters,–I, myself,

Half drunk across the beaker, with their eyes!

How those gods look!

        Enough so, Ganymede.

We shall not bear above a round or two–

We drop the golden cup at Heré’s foot

And swoon back to the earth,–and find ourselves

Face-down among the pine-cones, cold with dew,

While the dogs bark, and many a shepherd scoffs,

‘What’s come now to the youth?’ Such ups and downs

Have poets.

     Am I such indeed? The name

Is royal, and to sign it like a queen,

Is what I dare not,–though some royal blood

Would seem to tingle in me now and then,

With sense of power and ache,–with imposthumes

And manias usual to the race. Howbeit

I dare not: ’tis too easy to go mad,

And ape a Bourbon in a crown of straws;

The thing’s too common.

           Many fervent souls

Strike rhyme on rhyme, who would strike steel on steel

If steel had offered, in a restless heat

Of doing something. Many tender souls

Have strung their losses on a rhyming thread.

As children, cowslips:–the more pains they take,

The work more withers. Young men, ay, and maids,

Too often sow their wild oats in tame verse.

Before they sit down under their own vine

And live for use. Alas, near all the birds

Will sing at dawn,–and yet we do not take

The chaffering swallow for the holy lark.
 

In those days, though, I never analysed

Myself even. All analysis comes late.

You catch a sight of Nature, earliest,

In full front sun-face, and your eyelids wink

And drop before the wonder of ‘t; you miss

The form, through seeing the light. I lived, those days,

And wrote because I lived–unlicensed else:

My heart beat in my brain. Life’s violent flood

Abolished bounds,–and, which my neighbour’s field,

Which mine, what mattered ? It is so in youth.

We play at leap-frog over the god Term;

The love within us and the love without

Are mixed, confounded; if we are loved or love,

We scarce distinguish. So, with other power.

Being acted on and acting seem the same:

In that first onrush of life’s chariot-wheels,

We know not if the forests move or we.
 

And so, like most young poets, in a flush

Of individual life, I poured myself

Along the veins of others, and achieved

Mere lifeless imitations of life verse,

And made the living answer for the dead,

Profaning nature. ‘Touch not, do not taste,

Nor handle,’–we’re too legal, who write young:

We beat the phorminx till we hurt our thumbs,

As if still ignorant of counterpoint;

We call the Muse . . ‘O Muse, benignant Muse !’–

As if we had seen her purple-braided head .

With the eyes in it start between the boughs

As often as a stag’s. What make-believe,

With so much earnest! what effete results,

From virile efforts! what cold wire-drawn odes

From such white heats!–bucolics, where the cows

Would scare the writer if they splashed the mud

In lashing off the flies,–didactics, driven

Against the heels of what the master said;

And counterfeiting epics, shrill with trumps

A babe might blow between two straining cheeks

Of bubbled rose, to make his mother laugh;

And elegiac griefs, and songs of love,

Like cast-off nosegays picked up on the road,

The worse for being warm: all these things, writ

On happy mornings, with a morning heart,

That leaps for love, is active for resolve,

Weak for art only. Oft, the ancient forms

Will thrill, indeed, in carrying the young blood.

The wine-skins, now and then, a little warped,

Will crack even, as the new wine gurgles in.

Spare the old bottles!–spill not the new wine.
 

By Keats’s soul, the man who never stepped

In gradual progress like another man,

But, turning grandly on his central self,

Ensphered himself in twenty perfect years

And died, not young,–(the life of a long life,

Distilled to a mere drop, falling like a tear

Upon the world’s cold cheek to make it burn

For ever;) by that strong excepted soul,

I count it strange, and hard to understand,

That nearly all young poets should write old;

That Pope was sexagenarian at sixteen,

And beardless Byron academical,

And so with others. It may be, perhaps,

Such have not settled long and deep enough

In trance, to attain to clairvoyance,–and still

The memory mixes with the vision, spoils,

And works it turbid.

        Or perhaps, again,

In order to discover the Muse-Sphinx,

The melancholy desert must sweep round,

Behind you, as before.–

          For me, I wrote

False poems, like the rest, and thought them true.

Because myself was true in writing them.

I, peradventure, have writ true ones since

With less complacence.

          But I could not hide

My quickening inner life from those at watch.

They saw a light at a window now and then,

They had not set there. Who had set it there?

My father’s sister started when she caught

My soul agaze in my eyes. She could not say

I had no business with a sort of soul,

But plainly she objected,–and demurred,

That souls were dangerous things to carry straight

Through all the spilt saltpetre of the world.
 

She said sometimes, ‘Aurora, have you done

Your task this morning?–have you read that book?

And are you ready for the crochet here?’–

As if she said, ‘I know there’s something wrong,

I know I have not ground you down enough

To flatten and bake you to a wholesome crust

For household uses and proprieties,

Before the rain has got into my barn

And set the grains a-sprouting. What, you’re green

With out-door impudence? you almost grow?’

To which I answered, ‘Would she hear my task,

And verify my abstract of the book?

And should I sit down to the crochet work?

Was such her pleasure?’ . . Then I sate and teased

The patient needle til it split the thread,

Which oozed off from it in meandering lace

From hour to hour. I was not, therefore, sad;

My soul was singing at a work apart

Behind the wall of sense, as safe from harm

As sings the lark when sucked up out of sight,

In vortices of glory and blue air.
 

And so, through forced work and spontaneous work,

The inner life informed the outer life,

Reduced the irregular blood to settled rhythms,

Made cool the forehead with fresh-sprinkling dreams,

And, rounding to the spheric soul the thin

Pined body, struck a colour up the cheeks,

Though somewhat faint. I clenched my brows across

My blue eyes greatening in the looking-glass,

And said, ‘We’ll live, Aurora! we’ll be strong.

The dogs are on us–but we will not die.’
 

Whoever lives true life, will love true love.

I learnt to love that England. Very oft,

Before the day was born, or otherwise

Through secret windings of the afternoons,

I threw my hunters off and plunged myself

Among the deep hills, as a hunted stag

Will take the waters, shivering with the fear

And passion of the course. And when, at last

Escaped,–so many a green slope built on slope

Betwixt me and the enemy’s house behind,

I dared to rest, or wander,–like a rest

Made sweeter for the step upon the grass,–

And view the ground’s most gentle dimplement,

(As if God’s finger touched but did not press

In making England!) such an up and down

Of verdure,–nothing too much up or down,

A ripple of land; such little hills, the sky

Can stoop to tenderly and the wheatfields climb;

Such nooks of valleys, lined with orchises,

Fed full of noises by invisible streams;

And open pastures, where you scarcely tell

White daisies from white dew,–at intervals

The mythic oaks and elm-trees standing out

Self-poised upon their prodigy of shade,–

I thought my father’s land was worthy too

Of being my Shakspeare’s.

          Very oft alone,

Unlicensed; not unfrequently with leave

To walk the third with Romney and his friend

The rising painter, Vincent Carrington,

Whom men judge hardly, as bee-bonneted,

Because he holds that, paint a body well,

You paint a soul by implication, like

The grand first Master. Pleasant walks! for if

He said . . ‘When I was last in Italy’ . .

It sounded as an instrument that’s played

Too far off for the tune–and yet it’s fine

To listen.

    Often we walked only two,

If cousin Romney pleased to walk with me.

We read, or talked, or quarrelled, as it chanced;

We were not lovers, nor even friends well-matched–

Say rather, scholars upon different tracks,

And thinkers disagreed; he, overfull

Of what is, and I, haply, overbold

For what might be.

        But then the thrushes sang,

And shook my pulses and the elms’ new leaves,–

And then I turned, and held my finger up,

And bade him mark that, howsoe’er the world

Went ill, as he related, certainly

The thrushes still sang in it.–At which word

His brow would soften,–and he bore with me

In melancholy patience, not unkind,

While, breaking into voluble ecstasy,

I flattered all the beauteous country round,

As poets use . . .the skies, the clouds, the fields,

The happy violets hiding from the roads

The primroses run down to, carrying gold,–

The tangled hedgerows, where the cows push out

Impatient horns and tolerant churning mouths

‘Twixt dripping ash-boughs,–hedgerows all alive

With birds and gnats and large white butterflies

Which look as if the May-flower had sought life

And palpitated forth upon the wind,–

Hills, vales, woods, netted in a silver mist,

Farms, granges, doubled up among the hills,

And cattle grazing in the watered vales,

And cottage-chimneys smoking from the woods,

And cottage-gardens smelling everywhere,

Confused with smell of orchards. ‘See,’ I said,

‘And see! is God not with us on the earth?

And shall we put Him down by aught we do?

Who says there’s nothing for the poor and vile

Save poverty and wickedness? behold!’

And ankle-deep in English grass I leaped,

And clapped my hands, and called all very fair.
 

In the beginning when God called all good,

Even then, was evil near us, it is writ.

But we, indeed, who call things good and fair,

The evil is upon us while we speak;

Deliver us from evil, let us pray.
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I
 

WAKE! For the Sun behind yon Eastern height

Has chased the Session of the Stars from Night;

 And to the field of Heav’n ascending, strikes

The Sulta´n’s Turret with a Shaft of Light.
 

II
 

Before the phantom of False morning died,   5

Methought a Voice within the Tavern cried,

 “When all the Temple is prepared within,

Why lags the drowsy Worshipper outside?”
 

III
 

And, as the Cock crew, those who stood before

The Tavern shouted— “Open then the Door!   10

 You know how little while we have to stay,

And, once departed, may return no more.”
 

IV
 

Now the New Year reviving old Desires,

The thoughtful Soul to Solitude retires,

 Where the WHITE HAND OF MOSES on the Bough   15

Puts out, and Jesus from the Ground suspires.
 

V
 

Iram indeed is gone with all his Rose,

And Jamshy´d’s Sev’n-ring’d Cup where no one knows;

 But still a Ruby gushes from the Vine,

And many a Garden by the Water blows.   20
 

VI
 

And David’s lips are lockt; but in divine

High-piping Pe´hlevi, with “Wine! Wine! Wine!

 Red Wine!” — the Nightingale cries to the Rose

That sallow cheek of hers to incarnadine.
 

VII
 

Come, fill the Cup, and in the fire of Spring   25

Your Winter-garment of Repentance fling:

 The Bird of Time has but a little way

To flutter — and the Bird is on the Wing.
 

VIII
 

Whether at Naisha´pu´r or Babylon,

Whether the Cup with sweet or bitter run,   30

 The Wine of Life keeps oozing drop by drop,

The Leaves of Life keep falling one by one.
 

IX
 

Morning a thousand Roses brings, you say;

Yes, but where leaves the Rose of Yesterday?

 And this first Summer month that brings the Rose   35

Shall take Jamshy´d and Kaikoba´d away.
 

X
 

Well, let it take them! What have we to do

With Kaikoba´d the Great, or Kaikhosru´?

 Let Rustum cry “To Battle!” as he likes,

Or Ha´tim Tai “To supper!” — heed not you.   40
 

XI
 

With me along the strip of Herbage strown

That just divides the desert from the sown,

 Where name of Slave and Sulta´n is forgot — 

And Peace to Ma´hmu´d on his golden Throne!
 

XII
 

Here with a little Bread beneath the Bough,   45

A Flask of Wine, a Book of Verse — and Thou

 Beside me singing in the Wilderness — 

Oh, Wilderness were Paradise enow!
 

XIII
 

Some for the Glories of This World; and some

Sigh for the Prophet’s Paradise to come;   50

 Ah, take the Cash, and let the Promise go,

Nor heed the music of a distant Drum!
 

XIV
 

Were it not Folly, Spider-like to spin

The Thread of present Life away to win — 

 What? for ourselves, who know not if we shall   55

Breathe out the very Breath we now breathe in!
 

XV
 

Look to the blowing Rose about us— “Lo,

Laughing,” she says, “into the world I blow,

 At once the silken tassel of my Purse

Tear, and its Treasure on the Garden throw.”   60
 

XVI
 

For those who husbanded the Golden grain,

And those who flung it to the winds like Rain,

 Alike to no such aureate Earth are turn’d

As, buried once, Men want dug up again.
 

XVII
 

The Worldly Hope men set their Hearts upon   65

Turns Ashes — or it prospers; and anon,

 Like Snow upon the Desert’s dusty Face,

Lighting a little hour or two — was gone.
 

XVIII
 

Think, in this batter’d Caravanserai

Whose Portals are alternate Night and Day,   70

 How Sulta´n after Sulta´n with his Pomp

Abode his destined Hour, and went his way.
 

XIX
 

They say the Lion and the Lizard keep

The Courts where Jamshy´d gloried and drank deep:

 And Bahra´m, that great Hunter — the Wild Ass   75

Stamps o’er his Head, but cannot break his Sleep.
 

XX
 

The Palace that to Heav’n his pillars threw,

And Kings the forehead on his threshold drew — 

 I saw the solitary Ringdove there,

And “Coo, coo, coo,” she cried; and “Coo, coo, coo.”   80
 

XXI
 

Ah, my Belove´d, fill the Cup that clears

TO-DAY of past Regret and Future Fears:

 To-morrow! — Why, To-morrow I may be

Myself with Yesterday’s Sev’n thousand Years.
 

XXII
 

For some we loved, the loveliest and the best   85

That from his Vintage rolling Time has prest,

 Have drunk their Cup a Round or two before,

And one by one crept silently to rest.
 

XXIII
 

And we, that now make merry in the Room

They left, and Summer dresses in new bloom,   90

 Ourselves must we beneath the Couch of Earth

Descend — ourselves to make a Couch — for whom?
 

XXIV
 

I sometimes think that never blows so red

The Rose as where some buried Cæsar bled;

 That every Hyacinth the Garden wears   95

Dropt in her Lap from some once lovely Head.
 

XXV
 

And this delightful Herb whose living Green

Fledges the River’s Lip on which we lean — 

 Ah, lean upon it lightly! for who knows

From what once lovely Lip it springs unseen!   100
 

XXVI
 

Ah, make the most of what we yet may spend,

Before we too into the Dust descend;

 Dust into Dust, and under Dust to lie

Sans Wine, sans Song, sans Singer, and — sans End!
 

XXVII
 

Alike for those who for TO-DAY prepare,   105

And those that after some TO-MORROW stare,

 A Muezzi´n from the Tower of Darkness cries,

“Fools! your Reward is neither Here nor There!”
 

XXVIII
 

Another Voice, when I am sleeping, cries,

“The Flower should open with the Morning skies.”   110

 And a retreating Whisper, as I wake — 

“The Flower that once has blown for ever dies.”
 

XXIX
 

Why, all the Saints and Sages who discuss’d

Of the Two Worlds so learnedly are thrust

 Like foolish Prophets forth; their Words to Scorn   115

Are scatter’d, and their Mouths are stopt with Dust.
 

XXX
 

Myself when young did eagerly frequent

Doctor and Saint, and heard great argument

 About it and about: but evermore

Came out by the same door as in I went.   120
 

XXXI
 

With them the seed of Wisdom did I sow,

And with my own hand wrought to make it grow;

 And this was all the Harvest that I reap’d — 

“I came like Water, and like Wind I go.”
 

XXXII
 

Into this Universe, and Why not knowing   125

Nor Whence, like Water willy-nilly flowing;

 And out of it, as Wind along the Waste,

I know not Whither, willy-nilly blowing.
 

XXXIII
 

What, without asking, hither hurried Whence?

And, without asking, Whither hurried hence!   130

 Ah, contrite Heav’n endowed us with the Vine

To drug the memory of that insolence!
 

XXXIV
 

Up from Earth’s Centre through the Seventh Gate

I rose, and on the Throne of Saturn sate;

 And many Knots unravel’d by the Road;   135

But not the Master-knot of Human Fate.
 

XXXV
 

There was the Door to which I found no Key:

There was the Veil through which I could not see:

 Some little talk awhile of ME and THEE

There was — and then no more of THEE and ME.   140
 

XXXVI
 

Earth could not answer; nor the Seas that mourn

In flowing Purple, of their Lord forlorn;

 Nor Heaven, with those eternal Signs reveal’d

And hidden by the sleeve of Night and Morn.
 

XXXVII
 

Then of the THEE IN ME who works behind   145

The Veil of Universe I cried to find

 A Lamp to guide me through the Darkness; and

Something then said— “An Understanding blind.”
 

XXXVIII
 

Then to the Lip of this poor earthen Urn

I lean’d, the secret Well of Life to learn:   150

 And Lip to Lip it murmur’d— “While you live,

Drink! — for, once dead, you never shall return.”
 

XXXIX
 

I think the Vessel, that with fugitive

Articulation answer’d, once did live,

 And drink; and that impassive Lip I kiss’d,   155

How many Kisses might it take — and give!
 

XL
 

For I remember stopping by the way

To watch a Potter thumping his wet Clay:

 And with its all-obliterated Tongue

It murmur’d— “Gently, Brother, gently, pray!”   160
 

XLI
 

For has not such a Story from of Old

Down Man’s successive generations roll’d

 Of such a clod of saturated Earth

Cast by the Maker into Human mould?
 

XLII
 

And not a drop that from our Cups we throw   165

On the parcht herbage, but may steal below

 To quench the fire of Anguish in some Eye

There hidden — far beneath, and long ago.
 

XLIII
 

As then the Tulip for her wonted sup

Of Heavenly Vintage lifts her chalice up,   170

 Do you, twin offspring of the soil, till Heav’n

To Earth invert you like an empty Cup.
 

XLIV
 

Do you, within your little hour of Grace,

The waving Cypress in your Arms enlace,

 Before the Mother back into her arms   175

Fold, and dissolve you in a last embrace.
 

XLV
 

And if the Cup you drink, the Lip you press,

End in what All begins and ends in — Yes;

 Imagine then you are what heretofore

You were — hereafter you shall not be less.   180
 

XLVI
 

So when at last the Angel of the Drink

Of Darkness finds you by the river-brink,

 And, proffering his Cup, invites your Soul

Forth to your Lips to quaff it — do not shrink.
 

XLVII
 

And fear not lest Existence closing your   185

Account, should lose, or know the type no more;

 The Eternal Sa´kì from that Bowl has pour’d

Millions of Bubbles like us, and will pour.
 

XLVIII
 

When You and I behind the Veil are past,

Oh, but the long long while the World shall last,   190

 Which of our Coming and Departure heeds

As much as Ocean of a pebble-cast.
 

XLIX
 

One Moment in Annihilation’s Waste,

One Moment, of the Well of Life to taste — 

 The Stars are setting, and the Caravan   195

Draws to the Dawn of Nothing — Oh make haste.
 

L
 

Would you that spangle of Existence spend

About THE SECRET — quick about it, Friend!

 A Hair, they say, divides the False and True — 

And upon what, prithee, does Life depend?   200
 

LI
 

A Hair, they say, divides the False and True;

Yes; and a single Alif were the clue — 

 Could you but find it — to the Treasure-house,

And peradventure to THE MASTER too;
 

LII
 

Whose secret Presence, through Creation’s veins   205

Running, Quicksilver-like eludes your pains;

 Taking all shapes from Ma´h to Ma´hi; and

They change and perish all-but He remains;
 

LIII
 

A moment guess’d — then back behind the Fold

Immerst of Darkness round the Drama roll’d   210

 Which, for the Pastime of Eternity,

He does Himself contrive, enact, behold.
 

LIV
 

But it in vain, down on the stubborn floor

Of Earth, and up to Heav’n’s unopening Door,

 You gaze TO-DAY, while You are YOU — how then   215

TO-MORROW, You when shall be You no more?
 

LV
 

Oh, plagued no more with Human or Divine,

To-morrow’s tangle to itself resign,

 And lose your fingers in the tresses of

The Cypress-slender Minister of Wine.   220
 

LVI
 

Waste not your Hour, nor in the vain pursuit

Of This and That endeavour and dispute;

 Better be merry with the fruitful Grape

Than sadden after none, or bitter, Fruit.
 

LVII
 

You know, my Friends, how bravely in my House   225

For a new Marriage I did make Carouse;

 Divorced old barren Reason from my Bed,

And took the Daughter of the Vine to Spouse.
 

LVIII
 

For “IS” and “IS-NOT” though with Rule and Line

And “UP-AND-DOWN” by Logic I define,   230

 Of all that one should care to fathom, I

Was never deep in anything but — Wine.
 

LIX
 

Ah, but my Computations, People say,

Have squared the Year to human compass, eh?

 If so, by striking from the Calendar   235

Unborn To-morrow, and dead Yesterday.
 

LX
 

And lately, by the Tavern Door agape,

Came shining through the Dusk an Angel Shape

 Bearing a Vessel on his Shoulder; and

He bid me taste of it; and ’twas — the Grape!   240
 

LXI
 

The Grape that can with Logic absolute

The Two-and-Seventy jarring Sects confute:

 The sovereign Alchemist that in a trice

Life’s leaden metal into Gold transmute:
 

LXII
 

The mighty Mahmu´d, Allah-breathing Lord,   245

That all the misbelieving and black Horde

 Of Fears and Sorrows that infest the Soul

Scatters before him with his whirlwind Sword.
 

LXIII
 

Why, be this Juice the growth of God, who dare

Blaspheme the twisted tendril as a Snare?   250

 A Blessing, we should use it, should we not?

And if a Curse — why, then, Who set it there?
 

LXIV
 

I must abjure the Balm of Life, I must,

Scared by some After-reckoning ta’en on trust,

 Or lured with Hope of some Diviner Drink,   255

When the frail Cup is crumbled into Dust!
 

LXV
 

If but the Vine and Love-abjuring Band

Are in the Prophet’s Paradise to stand,

 Alack, I doubt the Prophet’s Paradise

Were empty as the hollow of one’s Hand.   260
 

LXVI
 

Oh threats of Hell and Hopes of Paradise!

One thing at least is certain — This Life flies;

 One thing is certain and the rest is Lies;

The Flower that once is blown for ever dies.
 

LXVII
 

Strange, is it not? that of the myriads who   265

Before us pass’d the door of Darkness through,

 Not one returns to tell us of the Road,

Which to discover we must travel too.
 

LXVIII
 

The Revelations of Devout and Learn’d

Who rose before us, and as Prophets burn’d,   270

 Are all but Stories, which, awoke from Sleep

They told their fellows, and to Sleep return’d.
 

LXIX
 

Why, if the Soul can fling the Dust aside,

And naked on the Air of Heaven ride,

 Is’t not a Shame — is’t not a Shame for him   275

So long in this Clay Suburb to abide?
 

LXX
 

But that is but a Tent wherein may rest

A Sultan to the realm of Death addrest;

 The Sulta´n rises, and the dark Ferra´sh

Strikes, and prepares it for another Guest.   280
 

LXXI
 

I sent my Soul through the Invisible,

Some letter of that After-life to spell:

 And after many days my Soul return’d,

And said, “Behold, Myself am Heav’n and Hell:”
 

LXXII
 

Heav’n but the Vision of fulfill’d Desire,   285

And Hell the Shadow of a Soul on fire,

 Cast on the Darkness into which Ourselves,

So late emerged from, shall so soon expire.
 

LXXIII
 

We are no other than a moving row

Of visionary Shapes that come and go   290

 Round with this Sun-illumin’d Lantern held

In Midnight by the Master of the Show;
 

LXXIV
 

Impotent Pieces of the Game He plays

Upon this Chequer-board of Nights and Days;

 Hither and thither moves, and checks, and slays,   295

And one by one back in the Closet lays.
 

LXXV
 

The Ball no question makes of Ayes and Noes,

But Right or Left as strikes the Player goes;

 And He that toss’d you down into the Field,

He knows about it all — HE knows — HE knows!   300
 

LXXVI
 

The Moving Finger writes; and, having writ,

Moves on: nor all your Piety nor Wit

 Shall lure it back to cancel half a Line,

Nor all your Tears wash out a Word of it.
 

LXXVII
 

For let Philosopher and Doctor preach   305

Of what they will, and what they will not — each

 Is but one Link in an eternal Chain

That none can slip, nor break, nor over-reach.
 

LXXVIII
 

And that inverted Bowl we call The Sky,

Whereunder crawling coop’d we live and die,   310

 Lift not your hands to It for help — for It

As impotently rolls as you or I.
 

LXXIX
 

With Earth’s first Clay They did the Last Man knead,

And there of the Last Harvest sow’d the Seed:

 And the first Morning of Creation wrote   315

What the Last Dawn of Reckoning shall read.
 

LXXX
 

YESTERDAY This Day’s Madness did prepare;

TO-MORROW’S Silence, Triumph, or Despair:

 Drink! for you know not whence you came, nor why:

Drink! for you know not why you go, nor where.   320
 

LXXXI
 

I tell you this — When, started from the Goal,

Over the flaming shoulders of the Foal

 Of Heav’n Parwi´n and Mushtari they flung,

In my predestined Plot of Dust and Soul.
 

LXXXII
 

The Vine had struck a fibre: which about   325

If clings my being — let the Dervish flout;

 Of my Base metal may be filed a Key,

That shall unlock the Door he howls without.
 

LXXXIII
 

And this I know: whether the one True Light

Kindle to Love, or Wrath-consume me quite,   330

 One Flash of It within the Tavern caught

Better than in the Temple lost outright.
 

LXXXIV
 

What! out of senseless Nothing to provoke

A conscious Something to resent the yoke

 Of unpermitted Pleasure, under pain   335

Of Everlasting Penalties, if broke!
 

LXXXV
 

What! from his helpless Creature be repaid

Pure Gold for what he lent us dross-allay’d

 Sue for a Debt we never did contract,

And cannot answer — Oh the sorry trade!   340
 

LXXXVI
 

Nay, but, for terror of his wrathful Face,

I swear I will not call Injustice Grace;

 Not one Good Fellow of the Tavern but

Would kick so poor a Coward from the place.
 

LXXXVII
 

Oh Thou, who didst with pitfall and with gin   345

Beset the Road I was to wander in,

 Thou wilt not with Predestined Evil round

Enmesh, and then impute my Fall to Sin!
 

LXXXVIII
 

Oh, Thou, who Man of baser Earth didst make,

And ev’n with Paradise devise the Snake:   350

 For all the Sin the Face of wretched Man

Is black with — Man’s Forgiveness give — and take!
 

LXXXIX
 

As under cover of departing Day

Slunk hunger-stricken Ramaza´n away,

 Once more within the Potter’s house alone   355

I stood, surrounded by the Shapes of Clay.
 

XC
 

And once again there gather’d a scarce heard

Whisper among them; as it were, the stirr’d

 Ashes of some all but extinguisht Tongue,

Which mine ear kindled into living Word.   360
 

XCI
 

Said one among them— “Surely not in vain

My substance from the common Earth was ta’en

 That he who subtly wrought me into Shape

Should stamp me back to shapeless Earth again?”
 

XCII
 

Another said— “Why, ne’er a peevish Boy   365

Would break the Cup from which he drank in Joy;

 Shall He that of His own free Fancy made

The Vessel, in an after-rage destroy!”
 

XCIII
 

None answer’d this; but after silence spake

Some Vessel of a more ungainly Make;   370

 “They sneer at me for leaning all awry:

What! did the Hand then of the Potter shake?”
 

XCIV
 

Thus with the Dead as with the Living, What?

And Why? so ready, but the Wherefor not,

 One on a sudden peevishly exclaim’d,   375

“Which is the Potter, pray, and which the Pot?”
 

XCV
 

Said one— “Folks of a surly Master tell,

And daub his Visage with the Smoke of Hell;

 They talk of some sharp Trial of us — Pish!

He’s a Good Fellow, and ‘twill all be well.”   380
 

XCVI
 

“Well,” said another, “Whoso will, let try,

My Clay with long Oblivion is gone dry:

 But fill me with the old familiar Juice,

Methinks I might recover by and by.”
 

XCVII
 

So while the Vessels one by one were speaking,   385

One spied the little Crescent all were seeking:

 And then they jogg’d each other, “Brother! Brother!

Now for the Porter’s shoulder-knot a-creaking!”
 

XCVIII
 

Ah, with the Grape my fading Life provide,

And wash my Body whence the Life has died,   390

 And lay me, shrouded in the living Leaf,

By some not unfrequented Garden-side.
 

XCIX
 

Whither resorting from the vernal Heat

Shall Old Acquaintance Old Acquaintance greet,

 Under the Branch that leans above the Wall   395

To shed his Blossom over head and feet.
 

C
 

Then ev’n my buried Ashes such a snare

Of Vintage shall fling up into the Air

 As not a True-believer passing by

But shall be overtaken unaware.   400
 

CI
 

Indeed the Idols I have loved so long

Have done my credit in Men’s eyes much wrong:

 Have drown’d my Glory in a shallow Cup

And sold my Reputation for a Song.
 

CII
 

Indeed, indeed, Repentance oft before   405

I swore — but was I sober when I swore?

 And then and then came Spring, and Rose-in-hand

My thread-bare Penitence apieces tore.
 

CIII
 

And much as Wine has play’d the Infidel,

And robb’d me of my Robe of Honour — Well,   410

 I often wonder what the Vintners buy

One half so precious as the ware they sell.
 

CIV
 

Yet Ah, that Spring should vanish with the Rose!

That Youth’s sweet-scented manuscript should close!

 The Nightingale that in the branches sang,   415

Ah whence, and whither flown again, who knows!
 

CV
 

Would but the Desert of the Fountain yield

One glimpse — if dimly, yet indeed, reveal’d,

 Toward which the fainting Traveller might spring,

As springs the trampled herbage of the field!   420
 

CVI
 

Oh if the World were but to re-create,

That we might catch ere closed the Book of Fate,

 And make The Writer on a fairer leaf

Inscribe our names, or quite obliterate!
 

CVII
 

Better, oh better, cancel from the Scroll   425

Of Universe one luckless Human Soul,

 Than drop by drop enlarge the Flood that rolls

Hoarser with Anguish as the Ages roll.
 

CVIII
 

Ah Love! could you and I with Fate conspire

To grasp this sorry Scheme of Things entire,   430

 Would not we shatter it to bits — and then

Re-mould it nearer to the Heart’s Desire!
 

CIX
 

But see! The rising Moon of Heav’n again

Looks for us, Sweet-heart, through the quivering Plane:

 How oft hereafter rising will she look   435

Among those leaves — for one of us in vain!
 

CX
 

And when Yourself with silver Foot shall pass

Among the Guests Star-scatter’d on the Grass,

 And in your joyous errand reach the spot

Where I made One — turn down an empty Glass!   440
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Timbuctoo
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

Deep in that lion-haunted island lies A mystic city, goal of enterprise. (Chapman.)

 

I stood upon the Mountain which o’erlooks
 The narrow seas, whose rapid interval
 Parts Afric from green Europe, when the Sun
 Had fall’n below th’ Atlantick, and above
 The silent Heavens were blench’d with faery light,
 Uncertain whether faery light or cloud,
 Flowing Southward, and the chasms of deep, deep blue
 Slumber’d unfathomable, and the stars
 Were flooded over with clear glory and pale.
 I gaz’d upon the sheeny coast beyond,
 There where the Giant of old Time infixed
 The limits of his prowess, pillars high
 Long time eras’d from Earth: even as the sea
 When weary of wild inroad buildeth up
 Huge mounds whereby to stay his yeasty waves.
 And much I mus’d on legends quaint and old
 Which whilome won the hearts of all on Earth
 Toward their brightness, ev’n as flame draws air;
 But had their being in the heart of Man
 As air is th’ life of flame: and thou wert then
 A center’d glory  circled Memory,
 Divinest Atalantis, whom the waves
 Have buried deep, and thou of later name
 Imperial Eldorado roof’d with gold:
 Shadows to which, despite all shocks of Change,
 All on-set of capricious Accident,
 Men clung with yearning Hope which would not die.
 As when in some great City where the walls
 Shake, and the streets with ghastly faces throng’d
 Do utter forth a subterranean voice,
 Among the inner columns far retir’d
 At midnight, in the lone Acropolis.
 Before the awful Genius of the place
 Kneels the pale Priestess in deep faith, the while
 Above her head the weak lamp dips and winks
 Unto the fearful summoning without:
 Nathless she ever clasps the marble knees,
 Bathes the cold hand with tears, and gazeth on
 Those eyes which wear no light but that wherewith
 Her phantasy informs them. Where are ye
 Thrones of the Western wave, fair Islands green?
 Where are your moonlight halls, your cedarn glooms,
 The blossoming abysses of your hills?
 Your flowering Capes and your gold-sanded bays
 Blown round with happy airs of odorous winds?
 Where are the infinite ways which, Seraph-trod,
 Wound thro’ your great Elysian solitudes,
 Whose lowest depths were, as with visible love,
 Fill’d with Divine effulgence, circumfus’d,
 Flowing between the clear and polish’d stems,
 And ever circling round their emerald cones
 In coronals and glories, such as gird
 The unfading foreheads of the Saints in Heaven?
 For nothing visible, they say, had birth
 In that blest ground but it was play’d about
 With its peculiar glory. Then I rais’d
 My voice and cried “Wide Afric, doth thy Sun
 Lighten, thy hills enfold a City as fair
 As those which starr’d the night o’ the Elder World?
 Or is the rumour of thy Timbuctoo
 A dream as frail as those of ancient Time?”
 A curve of whitening, flashing, ebbing light!
 A rustling of white wings! The bright descent
 Of a young Seraph! and he stood beside me
 There on the ridge, and look’d into my face
 With his unutterable, shining orbs,
 So that with hasty motion I did veil
 My vision with both hands, and saw before me
 Such colour’d spots as dance athwart the eyes
 Of those that gaze upon the noonday Sun.
 Girt with a Zone of flashing gold beneath
 His breast, and compass’d round about his brow
 With triple arch of everchanging bows,
 And circled with the glory of living light
 And alternation of all hues, he stood.
 

“O child of man, why muse you here alone
 Upon the Mountain, on the dreams of old
 Which fill’d the Earth with passing loveliness,
 Which flung strange music on the howling winds,
 And odours rapt from remote Paradise?
 Thy sense is clogg’d with dull mortality,
 Thy spirit fetter’d with the bond of clay:
 Open thine eye and see.” I look’d, but not
 Upon his face, for it was wonderful
 With its exceeding brightness, and the light
 Of the great angel mind which look’d from out
 The starry glowing of his restless eyes.
 I felt my soul grow mighty, and my spirit
 With supernatural excitation bound
 Within me, and my mental eye grew large
 With such a vast circumference of thought,
 That in my vanity I seem’d to stand
 Upon the outward verge and bound alone
 Of full beautitude. Each failing sense
 As with a momentary flash of light
 Grew thrillingly distinct and keen. I saw
 The smallest grain that dappled the dark Earth,
 The indistinctest atom in deep air,
 The Moon’s white cities, and the opal width
 Of her small glowing lakes, her silver heights
 Unvisited with dew of vagrant cloud,
 And the unsounded, undescended depth
 Of her black hollows. The clear Galaxy
 Shorn of its hoary lustre, wonderful,
 Distinct and vivid with sharp points of light
 Blaze within blaze, an unimagin’d depth
 And harmony of planet-girded Suns
 And moon-encircled planets, wheel in wheel,
 Arch’d the wan Sapphire. Nay, the hum of men,
 Or other things talking in unknown tongues,
 And notes of busy life in distant worlds
 Beat like a far wave on my anxious ear.
 A maze of piercing, trackless, thrilling thoughts
 Involving and embracing each with each
 Rapid as fire, inextricably link’d,
 Expanding momently with every sight
 And sound which struck the palpitating sense,
 The issue of strong impulse, hurried through
 The riv’n rapt brain: as when in some large lake
 From pressure of descendant crags, which lapse
 Disjointed, crumbling from their parent slope
 At slender interval, the level calm
 Is ridg’d with restless and increasing spheres
 Which break upon each other, each th’ effect
 Of separate impulse, but more fleet and strong
 Than its precursor, till the eye in vain
 Amid the wild unrest of swimming shade
 Dappled with hollow and alternate rise
 Of interpenetrated arc, would scan
 Definite round.
 

I know not if I shape
 These things with accurate similitude
 From visible objects, for but dimly now,
 Less vivid than a half-forgotten dream,
 The memory of that mental excellence
 Comes o’er me, and it may be I entwine
 The indecision of my present mind
 With its past clearness, yet it seems to me
 As even then the torrent of quick thought
 Absorbed me from the nature of itself
 With its own fleetness. Where is he that borne
 Adown the sloping of an arrowy stream,
 Could link his shallop to the fleeting edge,
 And muse midway with philosophic calm
 Upon the wondrous laws which regulate
 The fierceness of the bounding element?
 My thoughts which long had grovell’d in the slime
 Of this dull world, like dusky worms which house
 Beneath unshaken waters, but at once
 Upon some earth-awakening day of spring
 Do pass from gloom to glory, and aloft
 Winnow the purple, bearing on both sides
 Double display of starlit wings which burn
 Fanlike and fibred, with intensest bloom:
 E’en so my thoughts, ere while so low, now felt
 Unutterable buoyancy and strength
 To bear them upward through the trackless fields
 Of undefin’d existence far and free.
 

Then first within the South methought I saw
 A wilderness of spires, and chrystal pile
 Of rampart upon rampart, dome on dome,
 Illimitable range of battlement
 On battlement, and the Imperial height
 Of Canopy o’ercanopied.
 

Behind,
 In diamond light, upsprung the dazzling Cones
 Of Pyramids, as far surpassing Earth’s
 As Heaven than Earth is fairer. Each aloft
 Upon his narrow’d Eminence bore globes
 Of wheeling suns, or stars, or semblances
 Of either, showering circular abyss
 Of radiance. But the glory of the place
 Stood out a pillar’d front of burnish’d gold
 Interminably high, if gold it were
 Or metal more ethereal, and beneath
 Two doors of blinding brilliance, where no gaze
 Might rest, stood open, and the eye could scan
 Through length of porch and lake and boundless hall,
 Part of a throne of fiery flame, where from
 The snowy skirting of a garment hung,
 And glimpse of multitudes of multitudes
 That minister’d around it  if I saw
 These things distinctly, for my human brain
 Stagger’d beneath the vision, and thick night
 Came down upon my eyelids, and I fell.
 

With ministering hand he rais’d me up;
 Then with a mournful and ineffable smile,
 Which but to look on for a moment fill’d
 My eyes with irresistible sweet tears,
 In accents of majestic melody,
 Like a swol’n river’s gushings in still night
 Mingled with floating music, thus he spake:
 

“There is no mightier Spirit than I to sway
 The heart of man: and teach him to attain
 By shadowing forth the Unattainable;
 And step by step to scale that mighty stair
 Whose landing-place is wrapt about with clouds
 Of glory of Heaven.  1  With earliest Light of Spring,
 And in the glow of sallow Summertide,
 And in red Autumn when the winds are wild
 With gambols, and when full-voiced Winter roofs
 The headland with inviolate white snow,
 I play about his heart a thousand ways,
 Visit his eyes with visions, and his ears
 With harmonies of wind and wave and wood 
 Of winds which tell of waters, and of waters
 Betraying the close kisses of the wind 
 And win him unto me: and few there be
 So gross of heart who have not felt and known
 A higher than they see: They with dim eyes
 Behold me darkling. Lo! I have given thee
 To understand my presence, and to feel
 My fullness; I have fill’d thy lips with power.
 I have rais’d thee nigher to the Spheres of Heaven,
 Man’s first, last home: and thou with ravish’d sense
 Listenest the lordly music flowing from
 Th’illimitable years. I am the Spirit,
 The permeating life which courseth through
 All th’ intricate and labyrinthine veins
 Of the great vine of Fable, which, outspread
 With growth of shadowing leaf and clusters rare,
 Reacheth to every corner under Heaven,
 Deep-rooted in the living soil of truth:
 So that men’s hopes and fears take refuge in
 The fragrance of its complicated glooms
 And cool impleached twilights. Child of Man,
 See’st thou yon river, whose translucent wave,
 Forth issuing from darkness, windeth through
 The argent streets o’ the City, imaging
 The soft inversion of her tremulous Domes.
 Her gardens frequent with the stately Palm,
 Her Pagods hung with music of sweet bells.
 Her obelisks of ranged Chrysolite,
 Minarets and towers? Lo! how he passeth by,
 And gulphs himself in sands, as not enduring
 To carry through the world those waves, which bore
 The reflex of my City in their depths.
 Oh City! Oh latest Throne! where I was rais’d
 To be a mystery of loveliness
 Unto all eyes, the time is well nigh come
 When I must render up this glorious home
 To keen Discovery: soon yon brilliant towers
 Shall darken with the waving of her wand;
 Darken, and shrink and shiver into huts,
 Black specks amid a waste of dreary sand,
 Low-built, mud-wall’d, Barbarian settlement,
 How chang’d from this fair City!”
 

Thus far the Spirit:
 Then parted Heavenward on the wing: and I
 Was left alone on Calpe, and the Moon
 Had fallen from the night, and all was dark!
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The Lady of Shalott
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

The Lady Of Shalott. Part I
 

ON either side the river lie

Long fields of barley and of rye,

That clothe the wold and meet the sky;

And thro’ the field the road runs by

    To many-tower’d Camelot;   5

And up and down the people go,

Gazing where the lilies blow

Round an island there below,

    The island of Shalott.
 

Willows whiten, aspens quiver,   10

Little breezes dusk and shiver

Thro’ the wave that runs for ever

By the island in the river

    Flowing down to Camelot.

Four gray walls, and four gray towers,   15

Overlook a space of flowers,

And the silent isle imbowers

    The Lady of Shalott.
 

By the margin, willow-veil’d,

Slide the heavy barges trail’d   20

By slow horses; and unhail’d

The shallop flitteth silken-sail’d

    Skimming down to Camelot:

But who hath seen her wave her hand?

Or at the casement seen her stand?   25

Or is she known in all the land,

    The Lady of Shalott?
 

Only reapers, reaping early

In among the bearded barley,

Hear a song that echoes cheerly   30

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   35

    Lady of Shalott.’
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The Lady Of Shalott. Part 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   40

    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.   45
 

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:   50

There the river eddy whirls,

And there the surly village-churls,

And the red cloaks of market girls,

    Pass onward from Shalott.
 

Sometimes a troop of damsels glad,   55

An abbot on an ambling pad,

Sometimes a curly shepherd-lad,

Or long-hair’d page in crimson clad,

    Goes by to tower’d Camelot:

And sometimes thro’ the mirror blue   60

The knights come riding two and two:

She hath no loyal knight and true,

    The Lady of Shalott.
 

But in her web she still delights

To weave the mirror’s magic sights,   65

For often thro’ the silent nights

A funeral, with plumes and lights,

    And music, went to Camelot:

Or when the moon was overhead,

Came two young lovers lately wed;   70

‘I am half sick of shadows,’ said

    The Lady of Shalott.
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The Lady Of Shalott. Part III
 

A bow-shot from her bower-eaves,

He rode between the barley-sheaves,

The sun came dazzling thro’ the leaves,   75

And flamed upon the brazen greaves

    Of bold Sir Lancelot.

A red-cross knight for ever kneel’d

To a lady in his shield,

That sparkled on the yellow field,   80

    Beside remote Shalott.
 

The gemmy bridle glitter’d free,

Like to some branch of stars we see

Hung in the golden Galaxy.

The bridle bells rang merrily   85

    As he rode down to Camelot:

And from his blazon’d baldric slung

A mighty silver bugle hung,

And as he rode his armour rung,

    Beside remote Shalott.   90
 

All in the blue unclouded weather

Thick-jewell’d shone the saddle-leather,

The helmet and the helmet-feather

Burn’d like one burning flame together,

    As he rode down to Camelot.   95

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;   100

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   105

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,   110

She saw the water-lily bloom,

She saw the helmet and the plume,

    She look’d down to Camelot.

Out flew the web and floated wide;

The mirror crack’d from side to side;   115

‘The curse is come upon me!’ cried

    The Lady of Shalott.
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The Lady Of Shalott. Part IV
 

In the stormy east-wind straining,

The pale yellow woods were waning,

The broad stream in his banks complaining,   120

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   125

    The Lady of Shalott.
 

And down the river’s dim expanse — 

Like some bold seer in a trance,

Seeing all his own mischance — 

With a glassy countenance   130

    Did she look to Camelot.

And at the closing of the day

She loosed the chain, and down she lay;

The broad stream bore her far away,

    The Lady of Shalott.   135
 

Lying, robed in snowy white

That loosely flew to left and right — 

The leaves upon her falling light — 

Thro’ the noises of the night

    She floated down to Camelot:   140

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,   145

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   150

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,   155

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,   160

And round the prow they read her name,

    The Lady of Shalott.
 

Who is this? and what is here?

And in the lighted palace near

Died the sound of royal cheer;   165

And they cross’d themselves for fear,

    All the knights at Camelot:

But Lancelot mused a little space;

He said, ‘She has a lovely face;

God in His mercy lend her grace,   170

    The Lady of Shalott.’
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Sweet and Low
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

 SWEET and low, sweet and low,

  Wind of the western sea,

 Low, low, breathe and blow,

  Wind of the western sea!

 Over the rolling waters go,   5

 Come from the dying moon, and blow,

  Blow him again to me;

While my little one, while my pretty one, sleeps.
 

 Sleep and rest, sleep and rest,

  Father will come to thee soon;   10

 Rest, rest, on mother’s breast,

  Father will come to thee soon;

 Father will come to his babe in the nest,

 Silver sails all out of the west

  Under the silver moon:   15

Sleep, my little one, sleep, my pretty one, sleep.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Tears, Idle Tears
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

TEARS, idle tears, I know not what they mean,

Tears from the depth of some divine despair

Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes,

In looking on the happy Autumn-fields,

And thinking of the days that are no more.   5
 

Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail,

That brings our friends up from the underworld,

Sad as the last which reddens over one

That sinks with all we love below the verge;

So sad, so fresh, the days that are no more.   10
 

Ah, sad and strange as in dark summer dawns

The earliest pipe of half-awakened birds

To dying ears, when unto dying eyes

The casement slowly grows a glimmering square;

So sad, so strange, the days that are no more.   15
 

Dear as remembered kisses after death,

And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feigned

On lips that are for others; deep as love,

Deep as first love, and wild with all regret;

O Death in Life, the days that are no more.   20
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Blow, Bugle, Blow
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

  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 echoes flying,   5

Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.
 

  O hark, O hear! how thin and clear,

   And thinner, clearer, farther going!

  O sweet and far from cliff and scar

   The horns of Elfland faintly blowing!   10

Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying:

Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.
 

  O love, they die in yon rich sky,

   They faint on hill or field or river:

  Our echoes roll from soul to soul,   15

   And grow for ever and for ever.

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,

And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying.
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Home They Brought Her Warrior Dead
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

HOME they brought her warrior dead:

 She nor swooned, nor uttered cry:

All her maidens, watching, said,

 ‘She must weep or she will die.’
 

Then they praised him, soft and low,   5

 Called him worthy to be loved,

Truest friend and noblest foe;

 Yet she neither spoke nor moved.
 

Stole a maiden from her place,

 Lightly to the warrior stepped,   10

Took the face-cloth from the face;

 Yet she neither moved nor wept.
 

Rose a nurse of ninety years,

 Set his child upon her knee — 

Like summer tempest came her tears — 15

 ‘Sweet my child, I live for thee.’
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Now Sleeps the Crimson Petal
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

NOW sleeps the crimson petal, now the white;

Nor waves the cypress in the palace walk;

Nor winks the gold fin in the porphyry font:

The fire-fly wakens: waken thou with me.
 

Now droops the milkwhite peacock like a ghost,   5

And like a ghost she glimmers on to me.
 

Now lies the Earth all Danaë to the stars,

And all thy heart lies open unto me.
 

Now slides the silent meteor on, and leaves

A shining furrow, as thy thoughts in me.   10
 

Now folds the lily all her sweetness up,

And slips into the bosom of the lake:

So fold thyself, my dearest, thou, and slip

Into my bosom and be lost in me.
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O Swallow, Swallow
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

O SWALLOW, Swallow, flying, flying South,

Fly to her, and fall upon her gilded eaves,

And tell her, tell her, what I tell to thee.
 

O tell her, Swallow, thou that knowest each,

That bright and fierce and fickle is the South,   5

And dark and true and tender is the North.
 

O Swallow, Swallow, if I could follow, and light

Upon her lattice, I would pipe and trill,

And cheep and twitter twenty million loves.
 

O were I thou that she might take me in,   10

And lay me on her bosom, and her heart

Would rock the snowy cradle till I died.
 

Why lingereth she to clothe her heart with love,

Delaying as the tender ash delays

To clothe herself, when all the woods are green?   15
 

O tell her, Swallow, that thy brood is flown:

Say to her, I do but wanton in the South,

But in the North long since my nest is made.
 

O tell her, brief is life but love is long,

And brief the sun of summer in the North,   20

And brief the moon of beauty in the South.
 

O Swallow, flying from the golden woods,

Fly to her, and pipe and woo her, and make her mine,

And tell her, tell her, that I follow thee.
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Break, Break, Break
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

BREAK, break, break,

 On thy cold grey stones, O Sea!

And I would that my tongue could utter

 The thoughts that arise in me.
 

O well for the fisherman’s boy,   5

 That he shouts with his sister at play!

O well for the sailor lad,

 That he sings in his boat on the bay!
 

And the stately ships go on

 To their haven under the hill;   10

But O for the touch of a vanished hand,

 And the sound of a voice that is still!
 

Break, break, break,

 At the foot of thy crags, O Sea!

But the tender grace of a day that is dead   15

 Will never come back to me.
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In the Valley of Cauteretz
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

ALL along the valley, stream that flashest white,

Deepening thy voice with the deepening of the night,

All along the valley, where thy waters flow,

I walked with one I loved two and thirty years ago.

All along the valley while I walked to-day,   5

The two and thirty years were a mist that rolls away;

For all along the valley, down thy rocky bed,

Thy living voice to me was as the voice of the dead,

And all along the valley, by rock and cave and tree,

The voice of the dead was a living voice to me.   10
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Vivien’s Song
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

 ‘IN Love, if Love be Love, if Love be ours,

Faith and unfaith can ne’er be equal powers:

Unfaith in aught is want of faith in all.
 

 ‘It is the little rift within the lute,

That by and by will make the music mute,   5

And ever widening slowly silence all.
 

 ‘The little rift within the lover’s lute

Or little pitted speck in garnered fruit,

That rotting inward slowly moulders all.
 

 ‘It is not worth the keeping: let it go:   10

But shall it? answer, darling, answer, no.

And trust me not at all or all in all’.
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Enid’s Song
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

TURN, Fortune, turn thy wheel, and lower the proud;

Turn thy wild wheel thro’ sunshine, storm, and cloud;

Thy wheel and thee we neither love nor hate.
 

Turn, Fortune, turn thy wheel with smile or frown;

With that wild wheel we go not up or down;   5

Our hoard is little, but our hearts are great.
 

Smile and we smile, the lords of many lands;

Frown and we smile, the lords of our own hands;

For man is man and master of his fate.
 

Turn, turn thy wheel above the staring crowd;   10

Thy wheel and thou are shadows in the cloud;

Thy wheel and thee we neither love nor hate.
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Ulysses
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

IT little profits that an idle king,

By this still hearth, among these barren crags,

Match’d with an aged wife, I mete and dole

Unequal laws unto a savage race,

That hoard and sleep, and feed, and know not me.   5

 I cannot rest from travel: I will drink

Life to the lees: all times I have enjoy’d

Greatly, have suffer’d greatly, both with those

That loved me, and alone; on shore, and when

Thro’ scudding drifts the rainy Hyades   10

Vext the dim sea: I am become a name;

For always roaming with a hungry heart

Much have I seen and known; cities of men

And manners, climates, councils, governments,

Myself not least, but honour’d of them all;   15

And drunk delight of battle with my peers,

Far on the ringing plains of windy Troy.

I am a part of all that I have met;

Yet all experience is an arch wherethro’

Gleams that untravell’d world, whose margin fades   20

For ever and for ever when I move.

How dull it is to pause, to make an end,

To rust unburnish’d, not to shine in use!

As tho’ to breathe were life. Life piled on life

Were all too little, and of one to me   25

Little remains: but every hour is saved

From that eternal silence, something more,

A bringer of new things; and vile it were

For some three suns to store and hoard myself,

And this gray spirit yearning in desire   30

To follow knowledge, like a sinking star,

Beyond the utmost bound of human thought.

 This is my son, mine own Telemachus,

To whom I leave the sceptre and the isle — 

Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfil   35

This labour, by slow prudence to make mild

A rugged people, and thro’ soft degrees

Subdue them to the useful and the good.

Most blameless is he, centred in the sphere

Of common duties, decent not to fail   40

In offices of tenderness, and pay

Meet adoration to my household gods,

When I am gone. He works his work, I mine.

 There lies the port: the vessel puffs her sail:

There gloom the dark broad seas. My mariners,   45

Souls that have toil’d, and wrought, and thought with me — 

That ever with a frolic welcome took

The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed

Free hearts, free foreheads — you and I are old;

Old age hath yet his honour and his toil;   50

Death closes all: but something ere the end,

Some work of noble note, may yet be done,

Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods.

The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks:

The long day wanes: the slow moon climbs: the deep   55

Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends,

’Tis not too late to seek a newer world.

Push off, and sitting well in order smite

The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds

To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths   60

Of all the western stars until I die.

It may be that the gulfs will wash us down:

It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,

And see the great Achilles, whom we knew.

Tho’ much is taken, much abides; and tho’   65

We are not now that strength which in old days

Moved earth and heaven; that which we are, we are;

One equal temper of heroic hearts,

Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will

To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.   70
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Locksley Hall
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

COMRADES, leave me here a little, while as yet ’tis early morn:

Leave me here, and when you want me, sound upon the bugle horn.
 

’Tis the place, and all around it, as of old, the curlews call,

Dreary gleams about the moorland flying over Locksley Hall;
 

Locksley Hall, that in the distance overlooks the sandy tracts,   5

And the hollow ocean-ridges roaring into cataracts.
 

Many a night from yonder ivied casement, ere I went to rest,

Did I look on great Orion sloping slowly to the West.
 

Many a night I saw the Pleiads, rising thro’ the mellow shade,

Glitter like a swarm of fire-flies tangled in a silver braid.   10
 

Here about the beach I wander’d, nourishing a youth sublime

With the fairy tales of science, and the long result of Time;
 

When the centuries behind me like a fruitful land reposed;

When I clung to all the present for the promise that it closed:
 

When I dipt into the future far as human eye could see;   15

Saw the Vision of the world, and all the wonder that would be. — 
 

In the Spring a fuller crimson comes upon the robin’s breast;

In the Spring the wanton lapwing gets himself another crest;
 

In the Spring a livelier iris changes on the burnish’d dove;

In the Spring a young man’s fancy lightly turns to thoughts of love.   20
 

Then her cheek was pale and thinner than should be for one so young,

And her eyes on all my motions with a mute observance hung.
 

And I said, “My cousin Amy, speak, and speak the truth to me,

Trust me, cousin, all the current of my being sets to thee.”
 

On her pallid cheek and forehead came a colour and a light,   25

As I have seen the rosy red flushing in the northern night.
 

And she turn’d — her bosom shaken with a sudden storm of sighs — 

All the spirit deeply dawning in the dark of hazel eyes — 
 

Saying, “I have hid my feelings, fearing they should do me wrong;”

Saying, “Dost thou love me, cousin?” weeping, “I have loved thee long.”   30
 

Love took up the glass of Time, and turn’d it in his glowing hands;

Every moment, lightly shaken, ran itself in golden sands.
 

Love took up the harp of Life, and smote on all the chords with might;

Smote the chord of Self, that, trembling, pass’d in music out of sight.
 

Many a morning on the moorland did we hear the copses ring,   35

And her whisper throng’d my pulses with the fullness of the Spring.
 

Many an evening by the waters did we watch the stately ships,

And our spirits rush’d together at the touching of the lips.
 

O my cousin, shallow-hearted! O my Amy, mine no more!

O the dreary, dreary moorland! O the barren, barren shore!   40
 

Falser than all fancy fathoms, falser than all songs have sung,

Puppet to a father’s threat, and servile to a shrewish tongue!
 

Is it well to wish thee happy? having known me — to decline

On a range of lower feelings and a narrower heart than mine!
 

Yet it shall be: thou shalt lower to his level day by day,   45

What is fine within thee growing coarse to sympathize with clay.
 

As the husband is, the wife is: thou art mated with a clown,

And the grossness of his nature will have weight to drag thee down.
 

He will hold thee, when his passion shall have spent its novel force,

Something better than his dog, a little dearer than his horse.   50
 

What is this? his eyes are heavy: think not they are glazed with wine.

Go to him: it is thy duty: kiss him: take his hand in thine.
 

It may be my lord is weary, that his brain is over-wrought:

Soothe him with thy finer fancies, touch him with thy lighter thought.
 

He will answer to the purpose, easy things to understand — 55

Better thou wert dead before me, tho’ I slew thee with my hand!
 

Better thou and I were lying, hidden from the heart’s disgrace,

Roll’d in one another’s arms, and silent in a last embrace.
 

Cursed be the social wants that sin against the strength of youth!

Cursed be the social lies that warp us from the living truth!   60
 

Cursed be the sickly forms that err from honest Nature’s rule!

Cursed be the gold that gilds the straiten’d forehead of the fool!
 

Well— ’tis well that I should bluster! — Hadst thou less unworthy proved — 

Would to God — for I had loved thee more than ever wife was loved.
 

Am I mad, that I should cherish that which bears but bitter fruit?   65

I will pluck it from my bosom, tho’ my heart be at the root.
 

Never, tho’ my mortal summers to such length of years should come

As the many-winter’d crow that leads the clanging rookery home.
 

Where is comfort? in division of the records of the mind?

Can I part her from herself, and love her, as I knew her, kind?   70
 

I remember one that perish’d: sweetly did she speak and move:

Such a one do I remember, whom to look at was to love.
 

Can I think of her as dead, and love her for the love she bore?

No — she never loved me truly: love is love for evermore.
 

Comfort? comfort scorn’d of devils! this is truth the poet sings,   75

That a sorrow’s crown of sorrow is remembering happier things.
 

Drug thy memories, lest thou learn it, lest thy heart be put to proof,

In the dead unhappy night, and when the rain is on the roof.
 

Like a dog, he hunts in dreams, and thou art staring at the wall,

Where the dying night-lamp flickers, and the shadows rise and fall.   80
 

Then a hand shall pass before thee, pointing to his drunken sleep,

To thy widow’d marriage-pillows, to the tears that thou wilt weep.
 

Thou shalt hear the “Never, never,” whisper’d by the phantom years,

And a song from out the distance in the ringing of thine ears;
 

And an eye shall vex thee, looking ancient kindness on thy pain.   85

Turn thee, turn thee on thy pillow: get thee to thy rest again.
 

Nay, but Nature brings thee solace; for a tender voice will cry.

’Tis a purer life than thine; a lip to drain thy trouble dry.
 

Baby lips will laugh me down: my latest rival brings thee rest.

Baby fingers, waxen touches, press me from the mother’s breast.   90
 

O, the child too clothes the father with a dearness not his due.

Half is thine and half is his: it will be worthy of the two.
 

O, I see thee old and formal, fitted to thy petty part,

With a little hoard of maxims preaching down a daughter’s heart.
 

“They were dangerous guides the feelings — she herself was not exempt — 95

Truly, she herself had suffer’d” — Perish in thy self-contempt!
 

Overlive it — lower yet — be happy! wherefore should I care?

I myself must mix with action, lest I wither by despair.
 

What is that which I should turn to, lighting upon days like these?

Every door is barr’d with gold, and opens but to golden keys.   100
 

Every gate is throng’d with suitors, all the markets overflow.

I have but an angry fancy: what is that which I should do?
 

I had been content to perish, falling on the foeman’s ground,

When the ranks are roll’d in vapour, and the winds are laid with sound.
 

But the jingling of the guinea helps the hurt that Honour feels,   105

And the nations do but murmur, snarling at each other’s heels.
 

Can I but relive in sadness? I will turn that earlier page.

Hide me from my deep emotion, O thou wondrous Mother-Age!
 

Make me feel the wild pulsation that I felt before the strife,

When I heard my days before me, and the tumult of my life;   110
 

Yearning for the large excitement that the coming years would yield,

Eager-hearted as a boy when first he leaves his father’s field,
 

And at night along the dusky highway near and nearer drawn,

Sees in heaven the light of London flaring like a dreary dawn;
 

And his spirit leaps within him to be gone before him then,   115

Underneath the light he looks at, in among the throngs of men:
 

Men, my brothers, men the workers, ever reaping something new:

That which they have done but earnest of the things that they shall do:
 

For I dipt into the future, far as human eye could see,

Saw the Vision of the world, and all the wonder that would be;   120
 

Saw the heavens fill with commerce, argosies of magic sails,

Pilots of the purple twilight, dropping down with costly bales;
 

Heard the heavens fill with shouting, and there rain’d a ghastly dew

From the nations’ airy navies grappling in the central blue;
 

Far along the world-wide whisper of the south-wind rushing warm,   125

With the standards of the peoples plunging thro’ the thunder-storm;
 

Till the war-drum throbb’d no longer, and the battle-flags were furl’d

In the Parliament of man, the Federation of the world.
 

There the common sense of most shall hold a fretful realm in awe,

And the kindly earth shall slumber, lapt in universal law.   130
 

So I triumph’d ere my passion sweeping thro’ me left me dry,

Left me with the palsied heart, and left me with the jaundiced eye;
 

Eye, to which all order festers, all things here are out of joint,

Science moves, but slowly slowly, creeping on from point to point:
 

Slowly comes a hungry people, as a lion creeping nigher,   135

Glares at one that nods and winks behind a slowly-dying fire.
 

Yet I doubt not thro’ the ages one increasing purpose runs,

And the thoughts of men are widen’d with the process of the suns.
 

What is that to him that reaps not harvest of his youthful joys,

Tho’ the deep heart of existence beat for ever like a boy’s?   140
 

Knowledge comes, but wisdom lingers, and I linger on the shore,

And the individual withers, and the world is more and more.
 

Knowledge comes, but wisdom lingers, and he bears a laden breast,

Full of sad experience, moving toward the stillness of his rest.
 

Hark, my merry comrades call me, sounding on the bugle-horn,   145

They to whom my foolish passion were a target for their scorn:
 

Shall it not be scorn to me to harp on such a moulder’d string?

I am shamed thro’ all my nature to have loved so slight a thing.
 

Weakness to be wroth with weakness! woman’s pleasure, woman’s pain — 

Nature made them blinder motions bounded in a shallower brain:   150
 

Woman is the lesser man, and all thy passions, match’d with mine,

Are as moonlight unto sunlight, and as water unto wine — 
 

Here at least, where nature sickens, nothing. Ah, for some retreat

Deep in yonder shining Orient, where my life began to beat;
 

Where in wild Mahratta-battle fell my father evil-starr’d;   155

I was left a trampled orphan, and a selfish uncle’s ward.
 

Or to burst all links of habit — there to wander far away,

On from island unto island at the gateways of the day.
 

Larger constellations burning, mellow moons and happy skies,

Breadths of tropic shade and palms in cluster, knots of Paradise.   160
 

Never comes the trader, never floats an European flag;

Slides the bird o’er lustrous woodland, swings the trailer from the crag;
 

Droops the heavy-blossom’d bower, hangs the heavy-fruited tree — 

Summer isles of Eden lying in dark-purple spheres of sea.
 

There methinks would be enjoyment more than in this march of mind,   165

In the steamship, in the railway, in the thoughts that shake mankind.
 

There the passions cramp’d no longer shall have scope and breathing-space;

I will take some savage woman, she shall rear my dusky race.
 

Iron-jointed, supple-sinew’d, they shall dive, and they shall run,

Catch the wild goat by the hair, and hurl their lances in the sun;   170
 

Whistle back the parrot’s call, and leap the rainbows of the brooks,

Not with blinded eyesight poring over miserable books — 
 

Fool, again the dream, the fancy! but I know my words are wild,

But I count the gray barbarian lower than the Christian child.
 

I, to herd with narrow foreheads, vacant of our glorious gains,   175

Like a beast with lower pleasures, like a beast with lower pains!
 

Mated with a squalid savage — what to me were sun or clime?

I the heir of all the ages, in the foremost files of time — 
 

I that rather held it better men should perish one by one,

Than that earth should stand at gaze like Joshua’s moon in Ajalon!   180
 

Not in vain the distance beacons. Forward, forward let us range.

Let the great world spin for ever down the ringing grooves of change.
 

Thro’ the shadow of the globe we sweep into the younger day:

Better fifty years of Europe than a cycle of Cathay.
 

Mother-Age (for mine I knew not) help me as when life begun:   185

Rift the hills, and roll the waters, flash the lightnings, weigh the Sun — 
 

O, I see the crescent promise of my spirit hath not set.

Ancient founts of inspiration well thro’ all my fancy yet.
 

Howsoever these things be, a long farewell to Locksley Hall!

Now for me the woods may wither, now for me the roof-tree fall.   190
 

Comes a vapour from the margin, blackening over heath and holt,

Cramming all the blast before it, in its breast a thunderbolt.
 

Let it fall on Locksley Hall, with rain or hail, or fire or snow;

For the mighty wind arises, roaring seaward, and I go.
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Morte d’Arthur
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

SO all day long the noise of battle roll’d

Among the mountains by the winter sea;

Until King Arthur’s table, man by man,

Had fall’n in Lyonnesse about their Lord,

King Arthur: then, because his wound was deep,   5

The bold Sir Bedivere uplifted him,

Sir Bedivere the last of all his knights,

And bore him to a chapel nigh the field,

A broken chancel with a broken cross,

That stood on a dark strait of barren land.   10

On one side lay the Ocean, and on one

Lay a great water, and the moon was full.

 Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere:

“The sequel of to-day unsolders all

The goodliest fellowship of famous knights   15

Whereof this world holds record. Such a sleep

They sleep — the men I loved. I think that we

Shall never more, at any future time,

Delight our souls with talk of knightly deeds,

Walking about the gardens and the halls   20

Of Camelot, as in the days that were.

I perish by this people which I made, — 

Tho’ Merlin sware that I should come again

To rule once more — but let what will be, be,

I am so deeply smitten thro’ the helm   25

That without help I cannot last till morn.

Thou therefore take my brand Excalibur,

Which was my pride: for thou rememberest how

In those old days, one summer noon, an arm

Rose up from out the bosom of the lake,   30

Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful,

Holding the sword — and how I row’d across

And took it, and have worn it, like a king:

And, wheresoever I am sung or told

In aftertime, this also shall be known:   35

But now delay not: take Excalibur,

And fling him far into the middle mere:

Watch what thou seëst, and lightly bring me word.”

 To him replied the bold Sir Bedivere:

“It is not meet, Sir King, to leave thee thus,   40

Aidless, alone, and smitten thro’ the helm.

A little thing may harm a wounded man.

Yet I thy hest will all perform at full,

Watch what I see, and lightly bring thee word.”

 So saying, from the ruin’d shrine he stept   45

And in the moon athwart the place of tombs,

Where lay the mighty bones of ancient men,

Old knights, and over them the sea-wind sang

Shrill, chill, with flakes of foam. He, stepping down

By zig-zag paths, and juts of pointed rock,   50

Came on the shining levels of the lake.

 There drew he forth the brand Excalibur,

And o’er him, drawing it, the winter moon,

Brightening the skirts of a long cloud, ran forth

And sparkled keen with frost against the hilt:   55

For all the haft twinkled with diamond sparks,

Myriads of topaz-lights, and jacinth-work

Of subtlest jewellery. He gazed so long

That both his eyes were dazzled, as he stood,

This way and that dividing the swift mind,   60

In act to throw: but at the last it seem’d

Better to leave Excalibur conceal’d

There in the many-knotted waterflags,

That whistled stiff and dry about the marge.

So strode he back slow to the wounded King.   65

 Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere:

“Hast thou perform’d my mission which I gave?

What is it thou hast seen? or what hast heard?”

 And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere:

“I heard the ripple washing in the reeds   70

And the wild water lapping on the crag.”

 To whom replied King Arthur, faint and pale:

“Thou has betray’d thy nature and thy name,

Not rendering true answer, as beseem’d

Thy fëalty, nor like a noble knight:   75

For surer sign had follow’d, either hand,

Or voice, or else a motion of the mere.

This is a shameful thing for men to lie.

Yet now, I charge thee, quickly go again

As thou art lief and dear, and do the thing   80

I bade thee, watch, and lightly bring me word.”

 Then went Sir Bedivere the second time

Across the ridge, and paced beside the mere,

Counting the dewy pebbles, fix’d in thought;

But when he saw the wonder of the hilt,   85

How curiously and strangely chased, he smote

His palms together, and he cried aloud,

 “And if indeed I cast the brand away,

Surely a precious thing, one worthy note,

Should thus be lost for ever from the earth,   90

Which might have pleased the eyes of many men.

What good should follow this, if this were done?

What harm, undone? deep harm to disobey,

Seeing obedience is the bond of rule.

Were it well to obey then, if a king demand   95

An act unprofitable, against himself?

The King is sick, and knows not what he does.

What record, or what relic of my lord

Should be to aftertime, but empty breath

And rumours of a doubt? but were this kept,   100

Stored in some treasure-house of mighty kings,

Some one might show it at a joust of arms,

Saying, ‘King Arthur’s sword, Excalibur,

Wrought by the lonely maiden of the Lake.

Nine years she wrought it, sitting in the deeps   105

Upon the hidden bases of the hills.’

So might some old man speak in the aftertime

To all the people, winning reverence.

But now much honour and much fame were lost.”

 So spake he, clouded with his own conceit,   110

And hid Excalibur the second time,

And so strode back slow to the wounded King.

 Then spoke King Arthur, breathing heavily:

“What is it thou hast seen? or what hast heard?”

 And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere:   115

“I heard the water lapping on the crag,

And the long ripple washing in the reeds.”

 To whom replied King Arthur, much in wrath:

“Ah, miserable and unkind, untrue,

Unknightly, traitor-hearted! Woe is me!   120

Authority forgets a dying king,

Laid widow’d of the power in his eye

That bow’d the will. I see thee what thou art,

For thou, the latest-left of all my knights,

In whom should meet the offices of all,   125

Thou wouldst betray me for the precious hilt;

Either from lust of gold, or like a girl

Valuing the giddy pleasure of the eyes.

Yet, for a man may fail in duty twice,

And the third time may prosper, get thee hence.   130

But, if thou spare to fling Excalibur,

I will arise and slay thee with my hands.”

 Then quickly rose Sir Bedivere, and ran,

And, leaping down the ridges lightly, plunged

Among the bulrush-beds, and clutch’d the sword,   135

And strongly wheel’d and threw it. The great brand

Made lightnings in the splendour of the moon,

And flashing round and round, and whirl’d in an arch,

Shot like a streamer of the northern morn,

Seen where the moving isles of winter shock   140

By night, with noises of the northern sea.

So flash’d and fell the brand Excalibur:

But ere he dipt the surface, rose an arm

Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful,

And caught him by the hilt, and brandish’d him   145

Three times, and drew him under in the mere.

And lightly went the other to the King.

 Then spoke King Arthur, drawing thicker breath:

“Now see I by thine eyes that this is done.

Speak out: what is it thou hast heard, or seen?”   150

 And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere:

“Sir King, I closed mine eyelids, lest the gems

Should blind my purpose, for I never saw,

Nor shall see, here or elsewhere, till I die,

Not tho’ I live three lives of mortal men,   155

So great a miracle as yonder hilt.

Then with both hands I flung him, wheeling him;

But when I look’d again, behold an arm,

Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful,

That caught him by the hilt, and brandish’d him   160

Three times, and drew him under in the mere.”

 And answer made King Arthur, breathing hard:

“My end draws nigh; ’tis time that I were gone.

Make broad thy shoulders to receive my weight,

And bear me to the margin; yet I fear   165

My wound hath taken cold; and I shall die.”

 So saying, from the pavement he half rose,

Slowly, with pain, reclining on his arm,

And looking wistfully with wide blue eyes

As in a picture. Him Sir Bedivere   170

Remorsefully regarded thro’ his tears,

And would have spoken, but he found not words,

Then took with care, and kneeling on one knee,

O’er both his shoulders drew the languid hands,

And rising bore him thro’ the place of tombs.   175

 But, as he walk’d, King Arthur panted hard,

Like one that feels a nightmare on his bed

When all the house is mute. So sigh’d the King,

Muttering and murmuring at his ear, “Quick, quick!

I fear it is too late, and I shall die.”   180

But the other swiftly strode from ridge to ridge,

Clothed with his breath, and looking as he walk’d,

Larger than human on the frozen hills.

He heard the deep behind him, and a cry

Before. His own thought drove him, like a goad.   185

Dry clash’d his harness in the icy caves

And barren chasms, and all to left and right

The bare black cliff clang’d round him, as he based

His feet on juts of slippery crag that rang

Sharp-smitten with the dint of armed heels — 190

And on a sudden, lo! the level lake,

And the long glories of the winter moon.

 Then saw they how there hove a dusky barge,

Dark as a funeral scarf from stem to stern,

Beneath them; and descending they were ware   195

That all the decks were dense with stately forms

Black-stoled, black-hooded, like a dream — by these

Three Queens with crowns of gold — and from them rose

A cry that shiver’d to the tingling stars,

And, as it were one voice, an agony   200

Of lamentation, like a wind, that shrills

All night in a waste land, where no one comes,

Or hath come, since the making of the world.

 Then murmur’d Arthur, “Place me in the barge,”

And to the barge they came. There those three Queens   205

Put forth their hands, and took the King, and wept.

But she, that rose the tallest of them all

And fairest, laid his head upon her lap,

And loosed the shatter’d casque, and chafed his hands,

And call’d him by his name, complaining loud,   210

And dropping bitter tears against his brow

Striped with dark blood: for all his face was white

And colourless, and like the wither’d moon

Smote by the fresh beam of the springing east;

And all his greaves and cuisses dash’d with drops   215

Of onset; and the light and lustrous curls — 

That made his forehead like a rising sun

High from the däis-throne — were parch’d with dust;

Or, clotted into points and hanging loose,

Mixed with the knightly growth that fringed his lips.   220

So like a shatter’d column lay the King;

Not like that Arthur who, with lance in rest,

From spur to plume a star of tournament,

Shot thro’ the lists at Camelot, and charged

Before the eyes of ladies and of kings.   225

 Then loudly cried the bold Sir Bedivere,

“Ah! my Lord Arthur, whither shall I go?

Where shall I hide my forehead and my eyes?

For now I see the true old times are dead,

When every morning brought a noble chance,   230

And every chance brought out a noble knight.

Such times have been not since the light that led

The holy Elders with the gift of myrrh.

But now the whole ROUND TABLE is dissolved

Which was an image of the mighty world;   235

And I, the last, go forth companionless,

And the days darken round me and the years,

Among new men, strange faces, other minds.”

 And slowly answer’d Arthur from the barge:

“The old order changeth, yielding place to new,   240

And God fulfils Himself in many ways,

Lest one good custom should corrupt the world.

Comfort thyself: what comfort is in me?

I have lived my life, and that which I have done

May He within Himself make pure! but thou,   245

If thou shouldst never see my face again,

Pray for my soul. More things are wrought by prayer

Than this world dreams of. Wherefore, let thy voice

Rise like a fountain for me night and day.

For what are men better than sheep or goats   250

That nourish a blind life within the brain,

If, knowing God, they lift not hands of prayer

Both for themselves and those who call them friend?

For so the whole round earth is every way

Bound by gold chains about the feet of God.   255

But now farewell. I am going a long way

With these thou seëst — if indeed I go — 

(For all my mind is clouded with a doubt)

To the island-valley of Avilion;

Where falls not hail, or rain, or any snow,   260

Nor ever wind blows loudly; but it lies

Deep-meadow’d happy, fair with orchard-lawns

And bowery hollows crown’d with summer sea,

Where I will heal me of my grievous wound.”

 So said he, and the barge with oar and sail   265

Moved from the brink, like some full-breasted swan

That, fluting a wild carol ere her death,

Ruffles her pure cold plume, and takes the flood

With swarthy webs. Long stood Sir Bedivere

Revolving many memories, till the hull   270

Looked one black dot against the verge of dawn

And on the mere the wailing died away.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








The Lotos-Eaters
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

“COURAGE!” he said, and pointed toward the land,

“This mounting wave will roll us shoreward soon.”

In the afternoon they came unto a land

In which it seemed always afternoon.

All round the coast the languid air did swoon,   5

Breathing like one that hath a weary dream.

Full-faced above the valley stood the moon;

And, like a downward smoke, the slender stream

Along the cliff to fall and pause and fall did seem.
 

A land of streams! some, like a downward smoke,   10

Slow-dropping veils of thinnest lawn, did go;

And some thro’ wavering lights and shadows broke,

Rolling a slumbrous sheet of foam below.

They saw the gleaming river seaward flow

From the inner land; far off, three mountain-tops,   15

Three silent pinnacles of aged snow,

Stood sunset-flush’d; and, dew’d with showery drops,

Up-clomb the shadowy pine above the woven copse.
 

The charmed sunset linger’d low adown

In the red West; thro’ mountain clefts the dale   20

Was seen far inland, and the yellow down

Border’d with palm, and many a winding vale

And meadow, set with slender galingale;

A land where all things always seem’d the same!

And round about the keel with faces pale,   25

Dark faces pale against that rosy flame,

The mild-eyed melancholy Lotos-eaters came.
 

Branches they bore of that enchanted stem,

Laden with flower and fruit, whereof they gave

To each, but whoso did receive of them   30

And taste, to him the gushing of the wave

Far far away did seem to mourn and rave

On alien shores; and if his fellow spake,

His voice was thin, as voices from the grave;

And deep-asleep he seem’d, yet all awake,   35

And music in his ears his beating heart did make.
 

They sat them down upon the yellow sand,

Between the sun and moon upon the shore;

And sweet it was to dream of Fatherland,

Of child, and wife, and slave; but evermore   40

Most weary seem’d the sea, weary the oar,

Weary the wandering fields of barren foam.

Then some one said, “We will return no more;”

And all at once they sang, “Our island home

Is far beyond the wave; we will no longer roam.”   45
 

CHORIC SONG
 

I
 

There is sweet music here that softer falls

Than petals from blown roses on the grass,

Or night-dews on still waters between walls

Of shadowy granite, in a gleaming pass;

Music that gentlier on the spirit lies,   50

Than tir’d eyelids upon tir’d eyes;

Music that brings sweet sleep down from the blissful skies.

Here are cool mosses deep,

And thro’ the moss the ivies creep,

And in the stream the long-leaved flowers weep,   55

And from the craggy ledge the poppy hangs in sleep.
 

II
 

Why are we weigh’d upon with heaviness,

And utterly consumed with sharp distress,

While all things else have rest from weariness?

All things have rest: why should we toil alone,   60

We only toil, who are the first of things,

And make perpetual moan,

Still from one sorrow to another thrown;

Nor ever fold our wings,

And cease from wanderings,   65

Nor steep our brows in slumber’s holy balm;

Nor harken what the inner spirit sings,

“There is no joy but calm!” — 

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

III
 

Lo! in the middle of the wood,   70

The folded leaf is woo’d from out the bud

With winds upon the branch, and there

Grows green and broad, and takes no care,

Sun-steep’d at noon, and in the moon

Nightly dew-fed; and turning yellow   75

Falls, and floats adown the air.

Lo! sweeten’d with the summer light,

The full-juiced apple, waxing over-mellow,

Drops in a silent autumn night.

All its allotted length of days   80

The flower ripens in its place,

Ripens and fades, and falls, and hath no toil,

Fast-rooted in the fruitful soil.
 

IV
 

Hateful is the dark-blue sky,

Vaulted o’er the dark-blue sea.   85

Death is the end of life; ah, why

Should life all labor be?

Let us alone. Time driveth onward fast,

And in a little while our lips are dumb.

Let us alone. What is it that will last?   90

All things are taken from us, and become

Portions and parcels of the dreadful past.

Let us alone. What pleasure can we have

To war with evil? Is there any peace

In ever climbing up the climbing wave?   95

All things have rest, and ripen toward the grave

In silence — ripen, fall, and cease:

Give us long rest or death, dark death, or dreamful ease.
 

V
 

How sweet it were, hearing the downward stream,

With half-shut eyes ever to seem   100

Falling asleep in a half-dream!

To dream and dream, like yonder amber light,

Which will not leave the myrrh-bush on the height;

To hear each other’s whisper’d speech;

Eating the Lotos day by day,   105

To watch the crisping ripples on the beach,

And tender curving lines of creamy spray;

To lend our hearts and spirits wholly

To the influence of mild-minded melancholy;

To muse and brood and live again in memory,   110

With those old faces of our infancy

Heap’d over with a mound of grass,

Two handfuls of white dust, shut in an urn of brass!
 

VI
 

Dear is the memory of our wedded lives,

And dear the last embraces of our wives   115

And their warm tears; but all hath suffer’d change;

For surely now our household hearths are cold,

Our sons inherit us, our looks are strange,

And we should come like ghosts to trouble joy.

Or else the island princes over-bold   120

Have eat our substance, and the minstrel sings

Before them of the ten years’ war in Troy,

And our great deeds, as half-forgotten things.

Is there confusion in the little isle?

Let what is broken so remain.   125

The Gods are hard to reconcile;

’Tis hard to settle order once again.

There is confusion worse than death,

Trouble on trouble, pain on pain,

Long labor unto aged breath,   130

Sore task to hearts worn out by many wars

And eyes grown dim with gazing on the pilot-stars.
 

VII
 

But, propped on beds of amaranth and moly,

How sweet — while warm airs lull us, blowing lowly — 

With half-dropped eyelids still,   135

Beneath a heaven dark and holy,

To watch the long bright river drawing slowly

His waters from the purple hill — 

To hear the dewy echoes calling

From cave to cave thro’ the thick-twined vine — 140

To watch the emerald-color’d water falling

Thro’ many a woven acanthus-wreath divine!

Only to hear and see the far-off sparkling brine,

Only to hear were sweet, stretch’d out beneath the pine.
 

VIII
 

The Lotos blooms below the barren peak,   145

The Lotos blows by every winding creek;

All day the wind breathes low with mellower tone;

Thro’ every hollow cave and alley lone

Round and round the spicy downs the yellow Lotos-dust is blown.

We have had enough of action, and of motion we,   150

Roll’d to starboard, roll’d to larboard, when the surge was seething free,

Where the wallowing monster spouted his foam-fountains in the sea.

Let us swear an oath, and keep it with an equal mind,

In the hollow Lotos-land to live and lie reclined

On the hills like Gods together, careless of mankind.   155

For they lie beside their nectar, and the bolts are hurl’d

Far below them in the valleys, and the clouds are lightly curl’d

Round their golden houses, girdled with the gleaming world;

Where they smile in secret, looking over wasted lands,

Blight and famine, plague and earthquake, roaring deeps and fiery sands,   160

Clanging fights, and flaming towns, and sinking ships, and praying hands.

But they smile, they find a music centred in a doleful song

Steaming up, a lamentation and an ancient tale of wrong,

Like a tale of little meaning tho’ the words are strong;

Chanted from an ill-used race of men that cleave the soil,   165

Sow the seed, and reap the harvest with enduring toil,

Storing yearly little dues of wheat, and wine and oil;

Till they perish and they suffer — some, ’tis whisper’d — down in hell

Suffer endless anguish, others in Elysian valleys dwell,

Resting weary limbs at last on beds of asphodel.   170

Surely, surely, slumber is more sweet than toil, the shore

Than labor in the deep mid-ocean, wind and wave and oar;

O, rest ye, brother mariners, we will not wander more.
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You Ask Me, Why
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

YOU ask me, why, tho’ ill at ease,

 Within this region I subsist,

 Whose spirits falter in the mist,

And languish for the purple seas.
 

It is the land that freemen till,   5

 That sober-suited Freedom chose,

 The land, where girt with friends or foes

A man may speak the thing he will;
 

A land of settled government,

 A land of just and old renown,   10

 Where Freedom slowly broadens down

From precedent to precedent;
 

Where faction seldom gathers head,

 But, by degrees to fullness wrought,

 The strength of some diffusive thought   15

Hath time and space to work and spread.
 

Should banded unions persecute

 Opinions, and induce a time

 When single thought is civil crime,

And individual freedom mute,   20
 

Tho’ power should make from land to land

 The name of Britain trebly great — 

 Tho’ every channel of the State

Should fill and choke with golden sand — 
 

Yet waft me from the harbor-mouth,   25

 Wild wind! I seek a warmer sky,

 And I will see before I die

The palms and temples of the South.
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Love Thou Thy Land
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

LOVE thou thy land, with love far-brought

 From out the storied past, and used

 Within the present, but transfused

Thro’ future time by power of thought;
 

True love turn’d round on fixed poles,   5

 Love, that endures not sordid ends,

 For English natures, freemen, friends,

Thy brothers, and immortal souls.
 

But pamper not a hasty time,

 Nor feed with crude imaginings   10

 The herd, wild hearts and feeble wings

That every sophister can lime.
 

Deliver not the tasks of might

 To weakness, neither hide the ray

 From those, not blind, who wait for day,   15

Tho’ sitting girt with doubtful light.
 

Make knowledge circle with the winds;

 But let her herald, Reverence, fly

 Before her to whatever sky

Bear seed of men and growth of minds.   20
 

Watch what main-currents draw the years:

 Cut Prejudice against the grain.

 But gentle words are always gain;

Regard the weakness of thy peers.
 

Nor toil for title, place, or touch   25

 Of pension, neither count on praise

 It grows to guerdon after-days.

Nor deal in watch-words overmuch;
 

Not clinging to some ancient saw,

 Not master’d by some modern term,   30

 Not swift nor slow to change, but firm;

And in its season bring the law,
 

That from Discussion’s lip may fall

 With Life that, working strongly, binds — 

 Set in all lights by many minds,   35

To close the interests of all.
 

For Nature also, cold and warm,

 And moist and dry, devising long,

 Thro’ many agents making strong,

Matures the individual form.   40
 

Meet is it changes should control

 Our being, lest we rust in ease.

 We all are changed by still degrees,

All but the basis of the soul.
 

So let the change which comes be free   45

 To ingroove itself with that which flies,

 And work, a joint of state, that plies

Its office, moved with sympathy.
 

A saying hard to shape in act;

 For all the past of Time reveals   50

 A bridal dawn of thunder-peals,

Wherever Thought hath wedded Fact.
 

Even now we hear with inward strife

 A motion toiling in the gloom — 

 The Spirit of the years to come   55

Yearning to mix himself with Life.
 

A slow-develop’d strength awaits

 Completion in a painful school;

 Phantoms of other forms of rule,

New Majesties of mighty States — 60
 

The warders of the growing hour,

 But vague in vapor, hard to mark;

 And round them sea and air are dark

With great contrivances of Power.
 

Of many changes, aptly join’d,   65

 Is bodied forth the second whole.

 Regard gradation, lest the soul

Of Discord race the rising wind;
 

A wind to puff your idol-fires,

 And heap their ashes on the head;   70

 To shame the boast so often made,

That we are wiser than our sires.
 

O, yet, if Nature’s evil star

 Drive men in manhood, as in youth,

 To follow flying steps of Truth   75

Across the brazen bridge of war — 
 

If New and Old, disastrous feud,

 Must ever shock, like armed foes,

 And this be true, till Time shall close

That Principles are rain’d in blood;   80
 

Not yet the wise of heart would cease

 To hold his hope thro’ shame and guilt,

 But with his hand against the hilt,

Would pace the troubled land, like Peace;
 

Not less, tho’ dogs of Faction bay,   85

 Would serve his kind in deed and word,

 Certain, if knowledge bring the sword,

That knowledge takes the sword away — 
 

Would love the gleams of love that broke

 From either side, nor veil his eyes;   90

 And if some dreadful need should rise

Would strike, and firmly, and one stroke.
 

To-morrow yet would reap to-day,

 As we bear blossom of the dead;

 Earn well the thrifty months, nor wed   95

Raw Haste, half-sister to Delay.
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Sir Galahad
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

MY good blade carves the casques of men,

 My tough lance thrusteth sure,

My strength is as the strength of ten,

 Because my heart is pure.

The shattering trumpet shrilleth high,   5

 The hard brands shiver on the steel,

The splinter’d spear-shafts crack and fly,

 The horse and rider reel;

They reel, they roll in clanging lists,

 And when the tide of combat stands,   10

Perfume and flowers fall in showers,

 That lightly rain from ladies’ hands.
 

How sweet are looks that ladies bend

 On whom their favors fall!

For them I battle till the end,   15

 To save from shame and thrall;

But all my heart is drawn above,

 My knees are bow’d in crypt and shrine;

I never felt the kiss of love,

 Nor maiden’s hand in mine.   20

More bounteous aspects on me beam,

 Me mightier transports move and thrill;

So keep I fair thro’ faith and prayer

 A virgin heart in work and will.
 

When down the stormy crescent goes,   25

 A light before me swims,

Between dark stems the forest glows,

 I hear a noise of hymns.

Then by some secret shrine I ride;

 I hear a voice, but none are there;   30

The stalls are void, the doors are wide,

 The tapers burning fair.

Fair gleams the snowy altar-cloth,

 The silver vessels sparkle clean,

The shrill bell rings, the censer swings,   35

 And solemn chants resound between.
 

Sometimes on lonely mountain-meres

 I find a magic bark.

I leap on board; no helmsman steers;

 I float till all is dark.   40

A gentle sound, an awful light!

 Three angels bear the Holy Grail;

With folded feet, in stoles of white,

 On sleeping wings they sail.

Ah, blessed vision! blood of God!   45

 My spirit beats her mortal bars,

As down dark tides the glory slides,

 And starlike mingles with the stars.
 

When on my goodly charger borne

 Thro’ dreaming towns I go,   50

The cock crows ere the Christmas morn,

 The streets are dumb with snow.

The tempest crackles on the leads.

 And, ringing, springs from brand and mail;

But o’er the dark a glory spreads,   55

 And gilds the driving hail.

I leave the plain, I climb the height;

 No branchy thicket shelter yields;

But blessed forms in whistling storms

 Fly o’er waste fens and windy fields.   60
 

A maiden knight — to me is given

 Such hope, I know not fear;

I yearn to breathe the airs of heaven

 That often meet me here.

I muse on joy that will not cease,   65

 Pure spaces clothed in living beams,

Pure lilies of eternal peace,

 Whose odors haunt my dreams;

And, stricken by an angel’s hand,

 This mortal armor that I wear,   70

This weight and size, this heart and eyes,

 Are touch’d, are turn’d to finest air.
 

The clouds are broken in the sky,

 And thro’ the mountain-walls

A rolling organ-harmony   75

 Swells up and shakes and falls.

Then move the trees, the copses nod,

 Wings flutter, voices hover clear:

“O just and faithful knight of God!

 Ride on! the prize is near.”   80

So pass I hostel, hall, and grange;

 By bridge and ford, by park and pale,

All-arm’d I ride, whate’er betide,

 Until I find the Holy Grail.
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The Higher Pantheism
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

THE SUN, the moon, the stars, the seas, the hills and the plains, — 

Are not these, O Soul, the Vision of Him, who reigns?
 

Is not the Vision He, tho’ He be not that which He seems?

Dreams are true while they last, and do we not live in dreams?
 

Earth, these solid stars, this weight of body and limb,   5

Are they not sign and symbol of thy division from Him?
 

Dark is the world to thee; thyself art the reason why,

For is He not all but thou, that hast power to feel “I am I”?
 

Glory about thee, without thee; and thou fulfillest thy doom,

Making Him broken gleams and a stifled splendor and gloom.   10
 

Speak to Him, thou, for He hears, and Spirit with Spirit can meet — 

Closer is He than breathing, and nearer than hands and feet.
 

God is law, say the wise; O Soul, and let us rejoice.

For if He thunder by law the thunder is yet His voice.
 

Law is God, say some; no God at all, says the fool,   15

For all we have power to see is a straight staff bent in a pool;
 

And the ear of man cannot hear, and the eye of man cannot see;

But if we could see and hear, this Vision — were it not He?
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Flower in the Crannied Wall
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

FLOWER in the crannied wall,

I pluck you out of the crannies,

I hold you here, root and all, in my hand,

Little flower — but if I could understand

What you are, root and all, and all in all,   5

I should know what God and man is.
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Wages
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

GLORY of warrior, glory of orator, glory of song,

 Paid with a voice flying by to be lost on an endless sea — 

Glory of Virtue, to fight, to struggle, to right the wrong — 

 Nay, but she aim’d not at glory, no lover of glory she;

Give her the glory of going on, and still to be.   5
 

The wages of sin is death: if the wages of Virtue be dust,

 Would she have heart to endure for the life of the worm and the fly?

She desires no isles of the blest, no quiet seats of the just,

 To rest in a golden grove, or to bask in a summer sky;

Give her the wages of going on, and not to die.   10
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The Charge of the Light Brigade
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

HALF a league, half a league,

Half a league onward,

All in the valley of Death

 Rode the six hundred.

“Forward the Light Brigade!   5

Charge for the guns!” he said.

Into the valley of Death

 Rode the six hundred.
 

“Forward, the Light Brigade!”

Was there a man dismay’d?   10

Not tho’ the soldier knew

 Some one had blunder’d.

Theirs not to make reply,

Theirs not to reason why,

Theirs but to do and die.   15

Into the valley of Death

 Rode the six hundred.
 

Cannon to right of them,

Cannon to left of them,

Cannon in front of them   20

 Volley’d and thunder’d;

Storm’d at with shot and shell,

Boldly they rode and well,

Into the jaws of Death,

Into the mouth of hell   25

 Rode the six hundred.
 

Flash’d all their sabres bare,

Flash’d as they turn’d in air

Sabring the gunners there,

Charging an army, while   30

 All the world wonder’d.

Plunged in the battery-smoke

Right thro’ the line they broke;

Cossack and Russian

Reel’d from the sabre-stroke   35

 Shatter’d and sunder’d.

Then they rode back, but not,

 Not the six hundred.
 

Cannon to right of them,

Cannon to left of them,   40

Cannon behind them

 Volley’d and thunder’d;

Storm’d at with shot and shell,

While horse and hero fell,

They that had fought so well   45

Came thro’ the jaws of Death,

Back from the mouth of hell,

All that was left of them,

 Left of six hundred.
 

When can their glory fade?   50

O the wild charge they made!

 All the world wonder’d.

Honor the charge they made!

Honor the Light Brigade,

 Noble six hundred!   55
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The Revenge
 

A Ballad of the Fleet
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

I
 

AT Flores, in the Azores Sir Richard Grenville lay,

And a pinnace, like a flutter’d bird, came flying from far away;

“Spanish ships of war at sea! we have sighted fifty-three!”

Then sware Lord Thomas Howard: “‘Fore God I am no coward;

But I cannot meet them here, for my ships are out of gear,   5

And the half my men are sick. I must fly, but follow quick.

We are six ships of the line; can we fight with fifty-three?”
 

II
 

Then spake Sir Richard Grenville: “I know you are no coward;

You fly them for a moment to fight with them again.

But I’ve ninety men and more that are lying sick ashore.   10

I should count myself the coward if I left them, my Lord Howard,

To these Inquisition dogs and the devildoms of Spain.”
 

III
 

So Lord Howard past away with five ships of war that day,

Till he melted like a cloud in the silent summer heaven;

But Sir Richard bore in hand all his sick men from the land   15

Very carefully and slow,

Men of Bideford in Devon,

And we laid them on the ballast down below:

For we brought them all aboard,

And they blest him in their pain, that they were not left to Spain,   20

To the thumb-screw and the stake, for the glory of the Lord.
 

IV
 

He had only a hundred seamen to work the ship and to fight,

And he sailed away from Flores till the Spaniard came in sight,

With his huge sea-castles heaving upon the weather bow.

“Shall we fight or shall we fly?   25

Good Sir Richard, tell us now,

For to fight is but to die!

There’ll be little of us left by the time this sun be set.”

And Sir Richard said again: “We be all good Englishmen.

Let us bang these dogs of Seville, the children of the devil,   30

For I never turn’d my back upon Don or devil yet.”
 

V
 

Sir Richard spoke and he laugh’d, and we roar’d a hurrah and so

The little Revenge ran on sheer into the heart of the foe,

With her hundred fighters on deck, and her ninety sick below;

For half of their fleet to the right and half to the left were seen,   35

And the little Revenge ran on thro’ the long sea-lane between.
 

VI
 

Thousands of their soldiers look’d down from their decks and laugh’d,

Thousands of their seamen made mock at the mad little craft

Running on and on, till delay’d

By their mountain-like San Philip that, of fifteen hundred tons,   40

And up-shadowing high above us with her yawning tiers of guns,

Took the breath from our sails, and we stay’d.
 

VII
 

And while now the great San Philip hung above us like a cloud

Whence the thunderbolt will fall

Long and loud,   45

Four galleons drew away

From the Spanish fleet that day.

And two upon the larboard and two upon the starboard lay,

And the battle-thunder broke from them all.
 

VIII
 

But anon the great San Philip, she bethought herself and went,   50

Having that within her womb that had left her ill content;

And the rest they came aboard us, and they fought us hand to hand,

For a dozen times they came with their pikes and musqueteers,

And a dozen times we shook ’em off as a dog that shakes his ears

When he leaps from the water to the land.   55
 

IX
 

And the sun went down, and the stars came out far over the summer sea,

But never a moment ceased the fight of the one and the fifty-three.

Ship after ship, the whole night long, their high-built galleons came,

Ship after ship, the whole night long, with her battle-thunder and flame;

Ship after ship, the whole night long, drew back with her dead and her shame.   60

For some were sunk and many were shatter’d and so could fight us no more — 

God of battles, was ever a battle like this in the world before?
 

X
 

For he said, “Fight on! fight on!”

Tho’ his vessel was all but a wreck;

And it chanced that, when half of the short summer night was gone,   65

With a grisly wound to be drest he had left the deck,

But a bullet struck him that was dressing it suddenly dead,

And himself he was wounded again in the side and the head,

And he said, “Fight on! fight on!”
 

XI
 

And the night went down, and the sun smiled out far over the summer sea,   70

And the Spanish fleet with broken sides lay round us all in a ring;

But they dared not touch us again, for they fear’d that we still could sting,

So they watch’d what the end would be.

And we had not fought them in vain,

But in perilous plight were we,   75

Seeing forty of our poor hundred were slain,

And half of the rest of us maim’d for life

In the crash of the cannonades and the desperate strife;

And the sick men down in the hold were most of them stark and cold,

And the pikes were all broken or bent, and the powder was all of it spent;   80

And the masts and the rigging were lying over the side;

But Sir Richard cried in his English pride:

“We have fought such a fight for a day and a night

As may never be fought again!

We have won great glory, my men!   85

And a day less or more

At sea or ashore,

We die — does it matter when?

Sink me the ship, Master Gunner — sink her, split her in twain!

Fall into the hands of God, not into the hands of Spain!”   90
 

XII
 

And the gunner said, “Ay, ay,” but the seamen made reply:

“We have children, we have wives,

And the Lord hath spared our lives.

We will make the Spaniard promise, if we yield, to let us go;

We shall live to fight again and to strike another blow.”   95

And the lion there lay dying, and they yielded to the foe.
 

XIII
 

And the stately Spanish men to their flagship bore him then,

Where they laid him by the mast, old Sir Richard caught at last,

And they praised him to his face with their courtly foreign grace;

But he rose upon their decks, and he cried:   100

“I have fought for Queen and Faith like a valiant man and true;

I have only done my duty as a man is bound to do.

With a joyful spirit I Sir Richard Grenville die!”

And he fell upon their decks, and he died.
 

XIV
 

And they stared at the dead that had been so valiant and true,   105

And had holden the power and glory of Spain so cheap

That he dared her with one little ship and his English few;

Was he devil or man? He was devil for aught they knew,

But they sank his body with honor down into the deep.

And they mann’d the Revenge with a swarthier alien crew,   110

And away she sail’d with her loss and long’d for her own;

When a wind from the lands they had ruin’d awoke from sleep,

And the water began to heave and the weather to moan,

And or ever that evening ended a great gale blew,

And a wave like the wave that is raised by an earthquake grew,   115

Till it smote on their hulls and their sails and their masts and their flags,

And the whole sea plunged and fell on the shot-shatter’d navy of Spain,

And the little Revenge herself went down by the island crags

To be lost evermore in the main.
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Rizpah
 

17 — 
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

WAILING, wailing, wailing, the wind over land and sea — 

And Willy’s voice in the wind, “O mother, come out to me!”

Why should he call me to-night, when he knows that I cannot go?

For the downs are as bright as day, and the full moon stares at the snow.
 

We should be seen, my dear; they would spy us out of the town.   5

The loud black nights for us, and the storm rushing over the down,

When I cannot see my own hand, but am led by the creak of the chain,

And grovel and grope for my son till I find myself drenched with the rain.
 

Anything fallen again? nay — what was there left to fall?

I have taken them home, I have number’d the bones, I have hidden them all.   10

What am I saying? and what are you? do you come as a spy?

Falls? what falls? who knows? As the tree falls so must it lie.
 

Who let her in? how long has she been? you — what have you heard?

Why did you sit so quiet? you never have spoken a word.

O — to pray with me — yes — a lady — none of their spies — 15

But the night has crept into my heart, and begun to darken my eyes.
 

Ah — you, that lived so soft, what should you know of the night,

The blast and the burning shame and the bitter frost and the fright?

I have done it, while you were asleep — you were only made for the day.

I have gather’d my baby together — and now you may go your way.   20
 

Nay — for it’s kind of you, madam, to sit by an old dying wife.

But say nothing hard of my boy, I have only an hour of life.

I kiss’d my boy in the prison, before he went out to die.

“They dared me to do it,” he said, and he never has told me a lie.
 

I whipped him for robbing an orchard once when he was but a child — 25

“The farmer dared me to do it,” he said; he was always so wild — 

And idle — and couldn’t be idle — my Willy — he never could rest.

The King should have made him a soldier, he would have been one of his best.
 

But he lived with a lot of wild mates, and they never would let him be good;

They swore that he dare not rob the mail, and he swore that he would;   30

And he took no life, but he took one purse, and when all was done

He flung it among his fellows— “I’ll none of it,” said my son.
 

I came into court to the judge and the lawyers. I told them my tale,

God’s own truth — but they kill’d him, they kill’d him for robbing the mail.

They hang’d him in chains for a show — we had always borne a good name — 35

To be hang’d for a thief — and then put away — isn’t that enough shame?
 

Dust to dust — low down — let us hide! but they set him so high

That all the ships of the world could stare at him, passing by.

God’ll pardon the hell-black raven and horrible fowls of the air,

But not the black heart of the lawyer who kill’d him and hang’d him there.   40
 

And the jailer forced me away. I had bid him my last good-bye;

They had fasten’d the door of his cell. “O mother!” I heard him cry.

I couldn’t get back tho’ I tried, he had something further to say,

And now I never shall know it. The jailer forced me away.
 

Then since I couldn’t but hear that cry of my boy that was dead,   45

They seized me and shut me up: they fasten’d me down on my bed.

“Mother, O mother!” — he call’d in the dark to me year after year — 

They beat me for that, they beat me — you know that I couldn’t but hear;

And then at the last they found I had grown so stupid and still

They let me abroad again — but the creatures had worked their will.   50
 

Flesh of my flesh was gone, but bone of my bone was left — 

I stole them all from the lawyers — and you, will you call it a theft? — 

My baby, the bones that had suck’d me, the bones that had laughed and had cried — 

Theirs? O, no! they are mine — not theirs — they had moved in my side.
 

Do you think I was scared by the bones? I kiss’d ‘em, I buried ’em all — 55

I can’t dig deep, I am old — in the night by the churchyard wall.

My Willy’ll rise up whole when the trumpet of judgment’ll sound,

But I charge you never to say that I laid him in holy ground.
 

They would scratch him up — they would hang him again on the cursed tree.

Sin? O, yes, we are sinners, I know — let all that be,   60

And read me a Bible verse of the Lord’s goodwill toward men — 

“Full of compassion and mercy, the Lord” — let me hear it again;

“Full of compassion and mercy — long-suffering.” Yes, O, yes!

For the lawyer is born but to murder — the Saviour lives but to bless.
 

He’ll never put on the black cap except for the worst of the worst,   65

And the first may be last — I have heard it in church — and the last may be first.

Suffering — O, long-suffering — yes, as the Lord must know,

Year after year in the mist and the wind and the shower and the snow.
 

Heard, have you? what? they have told you he never repented his sin.

How do they know it? are they his mother? are you of his kin?   70

Heard! have you ever heard, when the storm on the downs began,

The wind that’ll wail like a child and the sea that’ll moan like a man?
 

Election, Election, and Reprobation — it’s all very well.

But I go to-night to my boy, and I shall not find him in Hell.

For I cared so much for my boy that the Lord has look’d into my care,   75

And He means me I’m sure to be happy with Willy, I know not where.
 

And if he be lost — but to save my soul, that is all your desire — 

Do you think that I care for my soul if my boy be gone to the fire?

I have been with God in the dark — go, go, you may leave me alone — 

You never have borne a child — you are just as hard as a stone.   80
 

Madam, I beg your pardon! I think that you mean to be kind,

But I cannot hear what you say for my Willy’s voice in the wind — 

The snow and the sky so bright — he used but to call in the dark,

And he calls to me now from the church and not from the gibbet — for hark!

Nay — you can hear it yourself — it is coming — shaking the walls — 85

Willy — the moon’s in a cloud — Good-night. I am going. He calls.
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To Virgil
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

ROMAN VIRGIL, thou that singest Ilion’s lofty temples robed in fire,

Ilion falling, Rome arising, wars, and filial faith, and Dido’s pyre;
 

Landscape-lover, lord of language more than he that sang the “Works and Days,”

All the chosen coin of fancy flashing out from many a golden phrase;
 

Thou that singest wheat and woodland, tilth and vineyard, hive and horse and herd;   5

All the charm of all the Muses often flowering in a lonely word;
 

Poet of the happy Tityrus piping underneath his beechen bowers;

Poet of the poet-satyr whom the laughing shepherd bound with flowers;
 

Chanter of the Pollio, glorying in the blissful years again to be,

Summers of the snakeless meadow, unlaborious earth and oarless sea;   10
 

Thou that seest Universal Nature moved by Universal Mind;

Thou majestic in thy sadness at the doubtful doom of human kind;
 

Light among the vanish’d ages; star that gildest yet this phantom shore;

Golden branch amid the shadows, kings and realms that pass to rise no more;
 

Now thy Forum roars no longer, fallen every purple Cæsar’s dome — 15

Tho’ thine ocean-roll of rhythm sound forever of Imperial Rome — 
 

Now the Rome of slaves hath perish’d, and the Rome of freemen holds her place,

I, from out the Northern Islands sunder’d once from all the human race,
 

I salute thee, Mantovano, I that loved thee since my day began,

Wielder of the stateliest measure ever moulded by the lips of man.   20
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Maud. Part I
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

I
 

I HATE the dreadful hollow behind the little wood,

Its lips in the field above are dabbled with blood-red heath,

The red-ribb’d ledges drip with a silent horror of blood,

And Echo there, whatever is ask’d her, answers “Death.”
 

For there in the ghastly pit long since a body was found,   5

His who had given me life — O father! O God! was it well? — 

Mangled, and flatten’d, and crush’d, and dinted into the ground:

There yet lies the rock that fell with him when he fell.
 

Did he fling himself down? who knows? for a vast speculation had fail’d,

And ever he mutter’d and madden’d, and ever wann’d with despair,   10

And out he walk’d when the wind like a broken worldling wail’d,

And the flying gold of the ruin’d woodlands drove thro’ the air.
 

I remember the time, for the roots of my hair were stirr’d

By a shuffled step, by a dead weight trail’d, by a whisper’d fright,

And my pulses closed their gates with a shock on my heart as I heard   15

The shrill-edged shriek of a mother divide the shuddering night.
 

Villainy somewhere! whose? One says, we are villains all.

Not he: his honest fame should at least by me be maintain’d:

But that old man, now lord of the broad estate and the Hall,

Dropt off gorged from a scheme that had left us flaccid and drain’d.   20
 

Why do they prate of the blessings of Peace? we have made them a curse,

Pickpockets, each hand lusting for all that is not its own;

And lust of gain, in the spirit of Cain, is it better or worse

Than the heart of the citizen hissing in war on his own hearthstone?
 

But these are the days of advance, the works of the men of mind,   25

When who but a fool would have faith in a tradesman’s ware or his word?

Is it peace or war? Civil war, as I think, and that of a kind

The viler, as underhand, not openly bearing the sword.
 

Sooner or later I too may passively take the print

Of the golden age — why not? I have neither hope nor trust;   30

May make my heart as a millstone, set my face as a flint,

Cheat and be cheated, and die: who knows? we are ashes and dust.
 

Peace sitting under her olive, and slurring the days gone by,

When the poor are hovell’d and hustled together, each sex, like swine,

When only the ledger lives, and when only not all men lie;   35

Peace in her vineyard — yes! — but a company forges the wine.
 

And the vitriol madness flushes up in the ruffian’s head,

Till the filthy by-lane rings to the yell of the trampled wife,

And chalk and alum and plaster are sold to the poor for bread,

And the spirit of murder works in the very means of life.   40
 

And Sleep must lie down arm’d, for the villainous center-bits

Grind on the wakeful ear in the hush of the moonless nights,

While another is cheating the sick of a few last gasps, as he sits

To pestle a poison’d poison behind his crimson lights.
 

When a Mammonite mother kills her babe for a burial fee,   45

And Timour-Mammon grins on a pile of children’s bones,

Is it peace or war? better, war! loud war by land and by sea,

War with a thousand battles, and shaking a hundred thrones.
 

For I trust if an enemy’s fleet came yonder round by the hill,

And the rushing battle-bolt sang from the three-decker out of the foam,   50

That the smoothfaced snubnosed rogue would leap from his counter and till,

And strike, if he could, were it but with his cheating yard-wand, home. — 
 

What! am I raging alone as my father raged in his mood?

Must I too creep to the hollow and dash myself down and die

Rather than hold by the law that I made, nevermore to brood   55

On a horror of shatter’d limbs and a wretched swindler’s lie?
 

Would there be sorrow for me? there was love in the passionate shriek,

Love for the silent thing that had made false haste to the grave — 

Wrapt in a cloak, as I saw him, and thought he would rise and speak

And rave at the lie and the liar, ah God, as he used to rave.   60
 

I am sick of the Hall and the hill, I am sick of the moor and the main.

Why should I stay? can a sweeter chance ever come to me here?

O, having the nerves of motion as well as the nerves of pain,

Were it not wise if I fled from the place and the pit and the fear?
 

Workmen up at the Hall! — they are coming back from abroad;   65

The dark old place will be gilt by the touch of a millionnaire:

I have heard, I know not whence, of the singular beauty of Maud;

I play’d with the girl when a child; she promised then to be fair.
 

Maud with her venturous climbings and tumbles and childish escapes,

Maud the delight of the village, the ringing joy of the Hall,   70

Maud with her sweet purse-mouth when my father dangled the grapes,

Maud the beloved of my mother, the moon-faced darling of all, — 
 

What is she now? My dreams are bad. She may bring me a curse.

No, there is fatter game on the moor; she will let me alone.

Thanks, for the fiend best knows whether woman or man be the worse.   75

I will bury myself in myself, and the Devil may pipe to his own.
 

II
 

LONG have I sigh’d for a calm: God grant I may find it at last!

It will never be broken by Maud, she has neither savour nor salt,

But a cold and clear-cut face, as I found when her carriage past,

Perfectly beautiful: let it be granted her: where is the fault?   80

All that I saw (for her eyes were downcast, not to be seen)

Faultily faultless, icily regular, splendidly null,

Dead perfection, no more; nothing more, if it had not been

For a chance of travel, a paleness, an hour’s defect of the rose,

Or an underlip, you may call it a little too ripe, too full,   85

Or the least little delicate aquiline curve in a sensitive nose,

From which I escaped heart-free, with the least little touch of spleen.
 

III
 

COLD and clear-cut face, why come you so cruelly meek,

Breaking a slumber in which all spleenful folly was drown’d,

Pale with the golden beam of an eyelash dead on the cheek,   90

Passionless, pale, cold face, star-sweet on a gloom profound;

Womanlike, taking revenge too deep for a transient wrong

Done but in thought to your beauty, and ever as pale as before

Growing and fading and growing upon me without a sound,

Luminous, gemlike, ghostlike, deathlike, half the night long   95

Growing and fading and growing, till I could bear it no more,

But arose, and all by myself in my own dark garden ground,

Listening now to the tide in its broad-flung ship-wrecking roar,

Now to the scream of a madden’d beach dragg’d down by the wave,

Walk’d in a wintry wind by a ghastly glimmer, and found   100

The shining daffodil dead, and Orion low in his grave.
 

IV
 

A MILLION emeralds break from the ruby-budded lime

In the little grove where I sit — ah, wherefore cannot I be

Like things of the season gay, like the bountiful season bland,

When the far-off sail is blown by the breeze of a softer clime,   105

Half-lost in the liquid azure bloom of a crescent of sea,

The silent sapphire-spangled marriage ring of the land?
 

Below me, there, is the village, and looks how quiet and small!

And yet bubbles o’er like a city, with gossip, scandal, and spite;

And Jack on his ale-house bench has as many lies as a Czar;   110

And here on the landward side, by a red rock, glimmers the Hall;

And up in the high Hall-garden I see her pass like a light;

But sorrow seize me if ever that light be my leading star!
 

When have I bow’d to her father, the wrinkled head of the race?

I met her to-day with her brother, but not to her brother I bow’d;   115

I bow’d to his lady-sister as she rode by on the moor;

But the fire of a foolish pride flash’d over her beautiful face.

O child, you wrong your beauty, believe it, in being so proud;

Your father has wealth well-gotten, and I am nameless and poor.
 

I keep but a man and a maid, ever ready to slander and steal;   120

I know it, and smile a hard-set smile, like a stoic, or like

A wiser epicurean, and let the world have its way:

For nature is one with rapine, a harm no preacher can heal;

The Mayfly is torn by the swallow, the sparrow spear’d by the shrike,

And the whole little wood where I sit is a world of plunder and prey.   125
 

We are puppets, Man in his pride, and Beauty fair in her flower;

Do we move ourselves, or are we moved by an unseen hand at a game

That pushes us off from the board, and others ever succeed?

Ah yet, we cannot be kind to each other here for an hour;

We whisper, and hint, and chuckle, and grin at a brother’s shame;   130

However we brave it out, we men are a little breed.
 

A monstrous eft was of old the Lord and Master of Earth,

For him did his high sun flame, and his river billowing ran,

And he felt himself in his force to be Nature’s crowning race.

As nine months go to the shaping an infant ripe for his birth,   135

So many a million of ages have gone to the making of man:

He now is first, but is he the last? is he not too base?
 

The man of science himself is fonder of glory, and vain,

An eye well-practised in nature, a spirit bounded and poor;

The passionate heart of the poet is whirl’d into folly and vice.   140

I would not marvel at either, but keep a temperate brain;

For not to desire or admire, if a man could learn it, were more

Than to walk all day like the sultan of old in a garden of spice.
 

For the drift of the Maker is dark, an Isis hid by the veil.

Who knows the ways of the world, how God will bring them about?   145

Our planet is one, the suns are many, the world is wide.

Shall I weep if a Poland fall? shall I shriek if a Hungary fail?

Or an infant civilisation be ruled with rod or with knout?

I have not made the world, and He that made it will guide.
 

Be mine a philosopher’s life in the quiet woodland ways,   150

Where if I cannot be gay let a passionless peace be my lot,

Far-off from the clamour of liars belied in the hubbub of lies;

From the long-neck’d geese of the world that are ever hissing dispraise

Because their natures are little, and, whether he heed it or not,

Where each man walks with his head in a cloud of poisonous flies.   155
 

And most of all would I flee from the cruel madness of love,

The honey of poison-flowers and all the measureless ill.

Ah Maud, you milkwhite fawn, you are all unmeet for a wife.

Your mother is mute in her grave as her image in marble above;

Your father is ever in London, you wander about at your will;   160

You have but fed on the roses, and lain in the lilies of life.
 

V
 

A VOICE by the cedar tree,

In the meadow under the Hall!

She is singing an air that is known to me,

A passionate ballad gallant and gay,   165

A martial song like a trumpet’s call!

Singing alone in the morning of life,

In the happy morning of life and of May,

Singing of men that in battle array,

Ready in heart and ready in hand,   170

March with banner and bugle and fife

To the death, for their native land.
 

Maud with her exquisite face,

And wild voice pealing up to the sunny sky,

And feet like sunny gems on an English green,   175

Maud in the light of her youth and her grace,

Singing of Death, and of Honour that cannot die,

Till I well could weep for a time so sordid and mean,

And myself so languid and base.
 

Silence, beautiful voice!   180

Be still, for you only trouble the mind

With a joy in which I cannot rejoice,

A glory I shall not find.

Still! I will hear you no more,

For your sweetness hardly leaves me a choice   185

But to move to the meadow and fall before

Her feet on the meadow grass, and adore,

Not her, who is neither courtly nor kind

Not her, not her, but a voice.
 

VI
 

MORNING arises stormy and pale,   190

No sun, but a wannish glare

In fold upon fold of hueless cloud,

And the budded peaks of the wood are bow’d

Caught and cuff’d by the gale:

I had fancied it would be fair.   195
 

Whom but Maud should I meet

Last night, when the sunset burn’d

On the blossom’d gable-ends

At the head of the village street,

Whom but Maud should I meet?   200

And she touch’d my hand with a smile so sweet

She made me divine amends

For a courtesy not return’d.
 

And thus a delicate spark

Of glowing and growing light   205

Thro’ the livelong hours of the dark

Kept itself warm in the heart of my dreams,

Ready to burst in a colour’d flame;

Till at last when the morning came

In a cloud, it faded, and seems   210

But an ashen-gray delight.
 

What if with her sunny hair,

And smile as sunny as cold,

She meant to weave me a snare

Of some coquettish deceit,   215

Cleopatra-like as of old

To entangle me when we met,

To have her lion roll in a silken net

And fawn at a victor’s feet.
 

Ah, what shall I be at fifty   220

Should Nature keep me alive,

If I find the world so bitter

When I am but twenty-five?

Yet, if she were not a cheat,

If Maud were all that she seem’d,   225

And her smile were all that I dream’d,

Then the world were not so bitter

But a smile could make it sweet.
 

What if tho’ her eye seem’d full

Of a kind intent to me,   230

What if that dandy-despot, he,

That jewell’d mass of millinery,

That oil’d and curl’d Assyrian Bull

Smelling of musk and of insolence,

Her brother, from whom I keep aloof,   235

Who wants the finer politic sense

To mask, tho’ but in his own behoof,

With a glassy smile his brutal scorn — 

What if he had told her yestermorn

How prettily for his own sweet sake   240

A face of tenderness might be feign’d,

And a moist mirage in desert eyes,

That so, when the rotten hustings shake

In another month to his brazen lies,

A wretched vote may be gain’d.   245
 

For a raven ever croaks, at my side,

Keep watch and ward, keep watch and ward,

Or thou wilt prove their tool.

Yea too, myself from myself I guard,

For often a man’s own angry pride   250

Is cap and bells for a fool.
 

Perhaps the smile and tender tone

Came out of her pitying womanhood,

For am I not, am I not, here alone

So many a summer since she died,   255

My mother, who was so gentle and good?

Living alone in an empty house,

Here half-hid in the gleaming wood,

Where I hear the dead at midday moan,

And the shrieking rush of the wainscot mouse,   260

And my own sad name in corners cried,

When the shiver of dancing leaves is thrown

About its echoing chambers wide,

Till a morbid hate and horror have grown

Of a world in which I have hardly mixt,   265

And a morbid eating lichen fixt

On a heart half-turn’d to stone.
 

O heart of stone, are you flesh, and caught

By that you swore to withstand?

For what was it else within me wrought   270

But, I fear, the new strong wine of love,

That made my tongue so stammer and trip

When I saw the treasured splendour, her hand,

Come sliding out of her sacred glove,

And the sunlight broke from her lip?   275
 

I have play’d with her when a child;

She remembers it now we meet.

Ah well, well, well, I may be beguiled

By some coquettish deceit.

Yet, if she were not a cheat,   280

If Maud were all that she seem’d,

And her smile had all that I dream’d,

Then the world were not so bitter

But a smile could make it sweet.
 

VII
 

DID I hear it half in a doze   285

 Long since, I know not where?

Did I dream it an hour ago,

 When asleep in this arm-chair?
 

Men were drinking together,

 Drinking and talking of me;   290

“Well, if it prove a girl, the boy

 Will have plenty: so let it be.”
 

Is it an echo of something

 Read with a boy’s delight,

Viziers nodding together   295

 In some Arabian night?
 

Strange, that I hear two men,

 Somewhere, talking of me;

“Well, if it prove a girl, my boy

 Will have plenty: so let it be.”   300
 

VIII
 

SHE came to the village church,

And sat by a pillar alone;

An angel watching an urn

Wept over her, carved in stone;

And once, but once, she lifted her eyes,   305

And suddenly, sweet, strangely blush’d

To find they were met by my own;

And suddenly, sweetly, my heart beat stronger

And thicker, until I heard no longer

The snowy-banded, dilettante,   310

Delicate-handed priest intone;

And thought, is it pride, and mused and sigh’d

“No surely, now it cannot be pride.”
 

IX
 

I WAS walking a mile,

More than a mile from the shore,   315

The sun look’d out with a smile

Betwixt the cloud and the moor,

And riding at set of day

Over the dark moor land,

Rapidly riding far away,   320

She waved to me with her hand.

There were two at her side,

Something flash’d in the sun,

Down by the hill I saw them ride,

In a moment they were gone:   325

Like a sudden spark

Struck vainly in the night,

Then returns the dark

With no more hope of light.
 

X
 

SICK, am I sick of a jealous dread?   330

Was not one of the two at her side

This new-made lord, whose splendour plucks

The slavish hat from the villager’s head?

Whose old grandfather has lately died,

Gone to a blacker pit, for whom   335

Grimy nakedness dragging his trucks

And laying his trams in a poison’d gloom

Wrought, till he crept from a gutted mine

Master of half a servile shire,

And left his coal all turn’d into gold   340

To a grandson, first of his noble line,

Rich in the grace all women desire,

Strong in the power that all men adore,

And simper and set their voices lower,

And soften as if to a girl, and hold   345

Awe-stricken breaths at a work divine,

Seeing his gewgaw castle shine,

New as his title, built last year,

There amid perky larches and pine,

And over the sullen-purple moor   350

(Look at it) pricking a cockney ear.
 

What, has he found my jewel out?

For one of the two that rode at her side

Bound for the Hall, I am sure was he:

Bound for the Hall, and I think for a bride.   355

Blithe would her brother’s acceptance be.

Maud could be gracious too, no doubt,

To a lord, a captain, a padded shape,

A bought commission, a waxen face,

A rabbit mouth that is ever agape — 360

Bought? what is it he cannot buy?

And therefore splenetic, personal, base,

A wounded thing with a rancorous cry,

At war with myself and a wretched race,

Sick, sick to the heart of life, am I.   365
 

Last week came one to the county town,

To preach our poor little army down,

And play the game of the despot kings,

Tho’ the state has done it and thrice as well:

This broad-brimm’d hawker of holy things,   370

Whose ear is stuff’d with his cotton, and rings

Even in dreams to the chink of his pence,

This huckster put down war! can he tell

Whether war be a cause or a consequence?

Put down the passions that make earth Hell!   375

Down with ambition, avarice, pride,

Jealousy, down! cut off from the mind

The bitter springs of anger and fear;

Down too, down at your own fireside,

With the evil tongue, and the evil ear,   380

For each is at war with mankind.
 

I wish I could hear again

The chivalrous battle-song

That she warbled alone in her joy!

I might persuade myself then   385

She would not do herself this great wrong,

To take a wanton dissolute boy

For a man and leader of men.
 

Ah God, for a man with heart, head, hand,

Like some of the simple great ones gone   390

For ever and ever by,

One still strong man in a blatant land,

Whatever they call him, what care I,

Aristocrat, democrat, plutocrat — one

Who can rule and dare not lie.   395
 

And ah for a man to rise in me,

That the man I am may cease to be!
 

XI
 

O LET the solid ground

 Not fail beneath my feet

Before my life has found   400

 What some have found so sweet;

Then let come what come may,

What matter if I go mad,

I shall have had my day.
 

Let the sweet heavens endure,   405

 Not close and darken above me

Before I am quite sure

 That there is one to love me;

Then let come what come may

To a life that has been so sad,   410

I shall have had my day.
 

XII
 

BIRDS in the high Hall-garden

  When twilight was falling,

Maud, Maud, Maud, Maud,

  They were crying and calling.   415
 

Where was Maud? in our wood;

  And I, who else, was with her,

Gathering woodland lilies,

  Myriads blow together.
 

Birds in our wood sang   420

  Ringing thro’ the valleys,

Maud is here, here, here

  In among the lilies.
 

I kiss’d her slender hand,

  She took the kiss sedately;   425

Maud is not seventeen,

 But she is tall and stately.
 

I to cry out on pride

  Who have won her favour!

O Maud were sure of Heaven   430

  If lowliness could save her.
 

I know the way she went

  Home with her maiden posy,

For her feet have touch’d the meadows

  And left the daisies rosy.   435
 

Birds in the high Hall-garden

  Were crying and calling to her,

Where is Maud, Maud, Maud?

  One is come to woo her.
 

Look, a horse at the door,   440

  And little King Charles is snarling,

Go back, my lord, across the moor,

  You are not her darling.
 

XIII
 

SCORN’D, to be scorn’d by one that I scorn,

Is that a matter to make me fret?   445

That a calamity hard to be borne?

Well, he may live to hate me yet.

Fool that I am to be vext with his pride!

I past him, I was crossing his lands;

He stood on the path a little aside;   450

His face, as I grant, in spite of spite

Has a broad-blown comeliness, red and white,

And six feet two, as I think, he stands;

But his essences turn’d the live air sick,

And barbarous opulence jewel-thick   455

Sunn’d itself on his breast and his hands.
 

Who shall call me ungentle, unfair,

I long’d so heartily then and there

To give him the grasp of fellowship;

But while I past he was humming an air,   460

Stopt, and then with a riding whip

Leisurely tapping a glossy boot,

And curving a contumelious lip,

Gorgonised me from head to foot

With a stony British stare.   465
 

Why sits he here in his father’s chair?

That old man never comes to his place:

Shall I believe him ashamed to be seen?

For only once, in the village street,

Last year, I caught a glimpse of his face,   470

A gray old wolf and a lean.

Scarcely, now, would I call him a cheat:

For then, perhaps, as a child of deceit,

She might by a true descent be untrue;

And Maud is as true as Maud is sweet:   475

Tho’ I fancy her sweetness only due

To the sweeter blood by the other side;

Her mother has been a thing complete,

However she came to be so allied.

And fair without, faithful within,   480

Maud to him is nothing akin:

Some peculiar mystic grace

Made her only the child of her mother,

And heap’d the whole inherited sin

On that huge scapegoat of the race,   485

All, all upon the brother.
 

Peace, angry spirit, and let him be!

Has not his sister smiled on me?
 

XIV
 

MAUD has a garden of roses

And lilies fair on a lawn;   490

There she walks in her state

And tends upon bed and bower,

And thither I climb’d at dawn

And stood by her garden-gate;

A lion ramps at the top,   495

He is claspt by a passion-flower.
 

Maud’s own little oak-room

(Which Maud, like a precious stone

Set in the heart of the carven gloom,

Lights with herself, when alone   500

She sits by her music and books,

And her brother lingers late

With a roystering company) looks

Upon Maud’s own garden gate:

And I thought as I stood, if a hand, as white   505

As ocean-foam in the moon, were laid

On the hasp of the window, and my Delight

Had a sudden desire, like a glorious ghost, to glide,

Like a beam of the seventh Heaven, down to my side,

There were but a step to be made.   510
 

The fancy flatter’d my mind,

And again seem’d overbold;

Now I thought that she cared for me,

Now I thought she was kind

Only because she was cold.   515
 

I heard no sound where I stood

But the rivulet on from the lawn

Running down to my own dark wood;

Or the voice of the long sea-wave as it swell’d

Now and then in the dim-gray dawn;   520

But I look’d, and round, all round the house I beheld

The death-white curtain drawn;

Felt a horror over me creep,

Prickle my skin and catch my breath,

Knew that the death-white curtain meant but sleep,   525

Yet I shudder’d and thought like a fool of the sleep of death.
 

XV
 

SO dark a mind within me dwells,

 And I make myself such evil cheer,

That if I be dear to some one else

 Then some one else may have much to fear;   530

But if I be dear to some one else,

 Then I should be to myself more dear.

Shall I not take care of all that I think,

Yea ev’n of wretched meat and drink,

If I be dear,   535

If I be dear to some one else.
 

XVI
 

THIS lump of earth has left his estate

The lighter by the loss of his weight;

And so that he find what he went to seek,

And fulsome Pleasure clog him, and drown   540

His heart in the gross mud-honey of town,

He may stay for a year who has gone for a week.

But this is the day when I must speak,

And I see my Oread coming down,

O this is the day!   545

O beautiful creature, what am I

That I dare to look her way;

Think I may hold dominion sweet,

Lord of the pulse that is lord of her breast,

And dream of her beauty with tender dread,   550

From the delicate Arab arch of her feet

To the grace that, bright and light as the crest

Of a peacock, sits on her shining head,

And she knows it not: O, if she knew it,

To know her beauty might half undo it.   555

I know it the one bright thing to save

My yet young life in the wilds of Time,

Perhaps from madness, perhaps from crime,

Perhaps from a selfish grave.
 

What, if she be fasten’d to this fool lord,   560

Dare I bid her abide by her word?

Should I love her so well if she

Had given her word to a thing so low?

Shall I love her as well if she

Can break her word were it even for me?   565

I trust that it is not so.
 

Catch not my breath, O clamorous heart,

Let not my tongue be a thrall to my eye

For I must tell her before we part,

I must tell her, or die.   570
 

XVII
 

GO not, happy day,

 From the shining fields,

Go not, happy day,

 Till the maiden yields.

Rosy is the West,   575

 Rosy is the South,

Roses are her cheeks,

 And a rose her mouth.

When the happy Yes

 Falters from her lips,   580

Pass and blush the news

 O’er the blowing ships.

Over blowing seas,

 Over seas at rest,

Pass the happy news,   585

 Blush it thro’ the West;

Till the red man dance

 By his red cedar tree,

And the red man’s babe

 Leap, beyond the sea.   590

Blush from West to East,

 Blush from East to West,

Till the West is East,

 Blush it thro’ the West.

Rosy is the West,   595

 Rosy is the South,

Roses are her cheeks,

 And a rose her mouth.
 

XVIII
 

I HAVE led her home, my love, my only friend.

There is none like her, none.   600

And never yet so warmly ran my blood

And sweetly, on and on

Calming itself to the long-wish’d-for end,

Full to the banks, close on the promised good.
 

None like her, none.   605

Just now the dry-tongued laurel’s pattering talk

Seem’d her light foot along the garden walk,

And shook my heart to think she comes once more,

But even then I heard her close the door,

The gates of Heaven are closed, and she is gone.   610
 

There is none like her, none.

Nor will be when our summers have deceased.

O, art thou sighing for Lebanon

In the long breeze that streams to thy delicious East,

Sighing for Lebanon,   615

Dark cedar, tho’ thy limbs have here increased,

Upon a pastoral slope as fair,

And looking to the South, and fed

With honey’d rain and delicate air,

And haunted by the starry head   620

Of her whose gentle will has changed my fate,

And made my life a perfumed altar-flame;

And over whom thy darkness must have spread

With such delight as theirs of old, thy great

Forefathers of the thornless garden, there   625

Shadowing the snow-limb’d Eve from whom she came.
 

Here will I lie, while these long branches sway,

And you fair stars that crown a happy day

Go in and out as if at merry play,

Who am no more so all forlorn   630

As when it seem’d far better to be born

To labour and the mattock-harden’d hand,

Than nursed at ease and brought to understand

A sad astrology, the boundless plan

That makes you tyrants in your iron skies,   635

Innumerable, pitiless, passionless eyes,

Cold fires, yet with power to burn and brand

His nothingness into man.
 

But now shine on, and what care I,

Who in this stormy gulf have found a pearl   640

The countercharm of space and hollow sky,

And do accept my madness, and would die

To save from some slight shame one simple girl.
 

Would die; for sullen-seeming Death may give

More life to love than is or ever was   645

In our low world, where yet ’tis sweet to live.

Let no one ask me how it came to pass;

It seems that I am happy, that to me

A livelier emerald twinkles in the grass,

A purer sapphire melts into the sea.   650
 

Not die; but live a life of truest breath,

And teach true life to fight with mortal wrongs.

O, why should Love, like men in drinking-songs,

Spice his fair banquet with the dust of death?

Make answer, Maud my bliss,   655

Maud made my Maud by that long loving kiss,

Life of my life, wilt thou not answer this?

“The dusky strand of Death inwoven here

With dear Love’s tie, makes Love himself more dear.”
 

Is that enchanted moan only the swell   660

Of the long waves that roll in yonder bay?

And hark the clock within, the silver knell

Of twelve sweet hours that past in bridal white,

And died to live, long as my pulses play;

But now by this my love has closed her sight   665

And given false death her hand, and stol’n away

To dreamful wastes where footless fancies dwell

Among the fragments of the golden day.

May nothing there her maiden grace affright!

Dear heart, I feel with thee the drowsy spell.   670

My bride to be, my evermore delight,

My own heart’s heart, my ownest own, farewell;

It is but for a little space I go:

And ye meanwhile far over moor and fell

Beat to the noiseless music of the night!   675

Has our whole earth gone nearer to the glow

Of your soft splendours that you look so bright?

I have climb’d nearer out of lonely Hell.

Beat, happy stars, timing with things below,

Beat with my heart more blest than heart can tell,   680

Blest, but for some dark undercurrent woe

That seems to draw — but it shall not be so:

Let all be well, be well.
 

XIX
 

HER brother is coming back to-night,

Breaking up my dream of delight.   685
 

My dream? do I dream of bliss?

I have walk’d awake with Truth.

O when did a morning shine

So rich in atonement as this

For my dark-dawning youth,   690

Darken’d watching a mother decline

And that dead man at her heart and mine:

For who was left to watch her but I?

Yet so did I let my freshness die.
 

I trust that I did not talk   695

To gentle Maud in our walk

(For often in lonely wanderings

I have cursed him even to lifeless things)

But I trust that I did not talk,

Not touch on her father’s sin:   700

I am sure I did but speak

Of my mother’s faded cheek

When it slowly grew so thin,

That I felt she was slowly dying

Vext with lawyers and harass’d with debt:   705

For how often I caught her with eyes all wet,

Shaking her head at her son and sighing,

A world of trouble within!
 

And Maud too, Maud was moved

To speak of the mother she loved   710

As one scarce less forlorn,

Dying abroad and it seems apart

From him who had ceased to share her heart,

And ever mourning over the feud,

The household Fury sprinkled with blood   715

By which our houses are torn:

How strange was what she said,

When only Maud and the brother

Hung over her dying bed — 

That Maud’s dark father and mine   720

Had bound us one to the other,

Betrothed us over their wine,

On the day when Maud was born;

Seal’d her mine from her first sweet breath.

Mine, mine by a right, from birth till death   725

Mine, mine — our fathers have sworn.
 

But the true blood spilt had in it a heat

To dissolve the precious seal on a bond,

That, if left uncancell’d, had been so sweet:

And none of us thought of a something beyond,   730

A desire that awoke in the heart of the child,

As it were a duty done to the tomb,

To be friends for her sake, to be reconciled;

And I was cursing them and my doom,

And letting a dangerous thought run wild   735

While often abroad in the fragrant gloom

Of foreign churches — I see her there,

Bright English lily, breathing a prayer

To be friends, to be reconciled!
 

But then what a flint is he!   740

Abroad, at Florence, at Rome,

I find whenever she touch’d on me

This brother had laugh’d her down,

And at last, when each came home,

He had darken’d into a frown,   745

Chid her, and forbid her to speak

To me, her friend of the years before;

And this was what had redden’d her cheek

When I bow’d to her on the moor.
 

Yet Maud, altho’ not blind   750

To the faults of his heart and mind,

I see she cannot but love him,

And says he is rough but kind,

And wishes me to approve him,

And tells me, when she lay   755

Sick once, with a fear of worse,

That he left his wine and horses and play,

Sat with her, read to her, night and day,

And tended her like a nurse.
 

Kind? but the deathbed desire   760

Spurn’d by this heir of the liar — 

Rough but kind? yet I know

He has plotted against me in this,

That he plots against me still.

Kind to Maud? that were not amiss.   765

Well, rough but kind; why, let it be so:

For shall not Maud have her will?
 

For, Maud, so tender and true,

As long as my life endures

I feel I shall owe you a debt,   770

That I never can hope to pay;

And if ever I should forget

That I owe this debt to you

And for your sweet sake to yours;

O then, what then shall I say? — 775

If ever I should forget,

May God make me more wretched

Than ever I have been yet!
 

So now I have sworn to bury

All this dead body of hate,   780

I feel so free and so clear

By the loss of that dead weight,

That I should grow light-headed, I fear,

Fantastically merry;

But that her brother comes, like a blight   785

On my fresh hope, to the Hall to-night.
 

XX
 

STRANGE, that I felt so gay,

Strange, that I tried to-day

To beguile her melancholy;

The Sultan, as we name him, — 790

She did not wish to blame him — 

But he vext her and perplext her

With his worldly talk and folly:

Was it gentle to reprove her

For stealing out of view   795

From a little lazy lover

Who but claims her as his due?

Or for chilling his caresses

By the coldness of her manners,

Nay, the plainness of her dresses?   800

Now I know her but in two,

Nor can pronounce upon it

If one should ask me whether

The habit, hat, and feather,

Or the frock and gipsy bonnet   805

Be the neater and completer;

For nothing can be sweeter

Than maiden Maud in either.
 

But to-morrow, if we live,

Our ponderous squire will give   810

A grand political dinner

To half the squirelings near;

And Maud will wear her jewels,

And the bird of prey will hover,

And the titmouse hope to win her   815

With his chirrup at her ear.
 

A grand political dinner

To the men of many acres,

A gathering of the Tory,

A dinner and then a dance   820

For the maids and marriage-makers,

And every eye but mine will glance

At Maud in all her glory.
 

For I am not invited,

But, with the Sultan’s pardon,   825

I am all as well delighted,

For I know her own rose-garden,

And mean to linger in it

Till the dancing will be over;

And then, oh then, come out to me   830

For a minute, but for a minute,

Come out to your own true lover,

That your true lover may see

Your glory also, and render

All homage to his own darling,   835

Queen Maud in all her splendour.
 

XXI
 

RIVULET crossing my ground,

And bringing me down from the Hall

This garden-rose that I found,

Forgetful of Maud and me,   840

And lost in trouble and moving round

Here at the head of a tinkling fall,

And trying to pass to the sea;

O Rivulet, born at the Hall,

My Maud has sent it by thee   845

(If I read her sweet will right)

On a blushing mission to me,

Saying in odour and colour, “Ah, be

Among the roses to-night.”
 

XXII
 

COME into the garden, Maud,   850

 For the black bat, night, has flown,

Come into the garden, Maud,

 I am here at the gate alone;

And the woodbine spices are wafted abroad,

 And the musk of the roses blown.   855
 

For a breeze of morning moves,

 And the planet of Love is on high,

Beginning to faint in the light that she loves

 On a bed of daffodil sky,

To faint in the light of the sun she loves,   860

 To faint in his light, and to die.
 

All night have the roses heard

 The flute, violin, bassoon;

All night has the casement jessamine stirr’d

 To the dancers dancing in tune;   865

Till a silence fell with the waking bird,

 And a hush with the setting moon.
 

I said to the lily, “There is but one

 With whom she has heart to be gay.

When will the dancers leave her alone?   870

 She is weary of dance and play.”

Now half to the setting moon are gone,

 And half to the rising day;

Low on the sand and loud on the stone

 The last wheel echoes away.   875
 

I said to the rose, “The brief night goes

 In babble and revel and wine.

O young lord-lover, what sighs are those,

 For one that will never be thine?

But mine, but mine,” so I sware to the rose,   880

 “For ever and ever, mine.”
 

And the soul of the rose went into my blood,

 As the music clash’d in the hall;

And long by the garden lake I stood,

 For I heard your rivulet fall   885

From the lake to the meadow and on to the wood,

 Our wood, that is dearer than all;
 

From the meadow your walks have left so sweet

 That whenever a March-wind sighs

He sets the jewel-print of your feet   890

 In violets blue as your eyes,

To the woody hollows in which we meet

 And the valleys of Paradise.
 

The slender acacia would not shake

 One long milk-bloom on the tree;   895

The white lake-blossom fell into the lake,

 As the pimpernel dozed on the lea;

But the rose was awake all night for your sake,

 Knowing your promise to me;

The lilies and roses were all awake,   900

 They sigh’d for the dawn and thee.
 

Queen rose of the rosebud garden of girls,

 Come hither, the dances are done,

In gloss of satin and glimmer of pearls,

 Queen lily and rose in one;   905

Shine out, little head, sunning over with curls,

 To the flowers, and be their sun.
 

There has fallen a splendid tear

 From the passion-flower at the gate.

She is coming, my dove, my dear;   910

 She is coming, my life, my fate;

The red rose cries, “She is near, she is near;”

 And the white rose weeps, “She is late;”

The larkspur listens, “I hear, I hear;”

 And the lily whispers, “I wait.”   915
 

She is coming, my own, my sweet,

 Were it ever so airy a tread,

My heart would hear her and beat,

 Were it earth in an earthy bed;

My dust would hear her and beat,   920

 Had I lain for a century dead;

Would start and tremble under her feet,

 And blossom in purple and red.
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Maud. Part II
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

I
 

“THE FAULT was mine, the fault was mine” — 

Why am I sitting here so stunn’d and still,

Plucking the harmless wild-flower on the hill? — 

It is this guilty hand! — 

And there rises ever a passionate cry   5

From underneath in the darkening land — 

What is it, that has been done?

O dawn of Eden bright over earth and sky,

The fires of Hell brake out of thy rising sun,

The fires of Hell and of Hate;   10

For she, sweet soul, had hardly spoken a word,

When her brother ran in his rage to the gate;

He came with the babe-faced lord;

Heap’d on her terms of disgrace,

And while she wept, and I strove to be cool,   15

He fiercely gave me the lie,

Till I with as fierce an anger spoke,

And he struck me, madman, over the face,

Struck me before the languid fool,

Who was gaping and grinning by:   20

Struck for himself an evil stroke;

Wrought for his house an irredeemable woe

For front to front in an hour we stood,

And a million horrible bellowing echoes broke

From the red-ribb’d hollow behind the wood,   25

And thunder’d up into Heaven the Christless code,

That must have life for a blow.

Ever and ever afresh they seem’d to grow.

Was it he lay there with a fading eye?

“The fault was mine,” he whisper’d, “fly!”   30

Then glided out of the joyous wood

The ghastly Wraith of one that I know;

And there rang on a sudden a passionate cry,

A cry for a brother’s blood:

It will ring in my heart and my ears, till I die, till I die.   35
 

Is it gone? my pulses beat — 

What was it? a lying trick of the brain?

Yet I thought I saw her stand,

A shadow there at my feet,

High over the shadowy land.   40

It is gone; and the heavens fall in a gentle rain,

When they should burst and drown with deluging storms

The feeble vassals of wine and anger and lust,

The little hearts that know not how to forgive:

Arise, my God, and strike, for we hold Thee just,   45

Strike dead the whole weak race of venomous worms,

That sting each other here in the dust;

We are not worthy to live.
 

II
 

SEE what a lovely shell,

Small and pure as a pearl,   50

Lying close to my foot,

Frail, but a work divine,

Made so fairily well

With delicate spire and whorl,

How exquisitely minute,   55

A miracle of design!
 

What is it? a learned man

Could give it a clumsy name.

Let him name it who can,

The beauty would be the same.   60
 

The tiny cell is forlorn,

Void of the little living will

That made it stir on the shore.

Did he stand at the diamond door

Of his house in a rainbow frill?   65

Did he push, when he was uncurl’d,

A golden foot or a fairy horn

Thro’ his dim water-world?
 

Slight, to be crush’d with a tap

Of my finger-nail on the sand,   70

Small, but a work divine,

Frail, but of force to withstand,

Year upon year, the shock

Of cataract seas that snap

The three-decker’s oaken spine   75

Athwart the ledges of rock,

Here on the Breton strand!
 

Breton, not Briton; here

Like a shipwreck’d man on a coast

Of ancient fable and fear — 80

Plagued with a flitting to and fro,

A disease, a hard mechanic ghost

That never came from on high

Nor ever arose from below,

But only moves with the moving eye,   85

Flying along the land and the main — 

Why should it look like Maud?

Am I to be overawed

By what I cannot but know

Is a juggle born of the brain?   90
 

Back from the Breton coast,

Sick of a nameless fear,

Back to the dark sea-line

Looking, thinking of all I have lost;

An old song vexes my ear;   95

But that of Lamech is mine.
 

For years, a measureless ill,

For years, for ever, to part — 

But she, she would love me still;

And as long, O God, as she   100

Have a grain of love for me,

So long, no doubt, no doubt,

Shall I nurse in my dark heart,

However weary, a spark of will

Not to be trampled out.   105
 

Strange, that the mind, when fraught

With a passion so intense

One would think that it well

Might drown all life in the eye, — 

That it should, by being so over-wrought,   110

Suddenly strike on a sharper sense

For a shell, or a flower, little things

Which else would have been past by!

And now I remember, I,

When he lay dying there,   115

I noticed one of his many rings

(For he had many, poor worm) and thought

It is his mother’s hair.
 

Who knows if he be dead?

Whether I need have fled?   120

Am I guilty of blood?

However this may be,

Comfort her, comfort her, all things good,

While I am over the sea!

Let me and my passionate love go by,   125

But speak to her all things holy and high,

Whatever happens to me!

Me and my harmful love go by;

But come to her waking, find her asleep,

Powers of the height, Powers of the deep,   130

And comfort her tho’ I die.
 

III
 

COURAGE, poor heart of stone!

I will not ask thee why

Thou canst not understand

That thou art left for ever alone:   135

Courage, poor stupid heart of stone. — 

Or if I ask thee why,

Care not thou to reply:

She is but dead, and the time is at hand

When thou shalt more than die.   140
 

IV
 

O THAT ‘twere possible

After long grief and pain

To find the arms of my true love

Round me once again!
 

When I was wont to meet her   145

In the silent woody places

By the home that gave me birth,

We stood tranced in long embraces

Mixt with kisses sweeter sweeter

Than anything on earth.   150
 

A shadow flits before me,

Not thou, but like to thee;

Ah Christ, that it were possible

For one short hour to see

The souls we loved, that they might tell us   155

What and where they be.
 

It leads me forth at evening,

It lightly winds and steals

In a cold white robe before me,

When all my spirit reels   160

At the shouts, the leagues of lights,

And the roaring of the wheels.
 

Half the night I waste in sighs,

Half in dreams I sorrow after

The delight of early skies;   165

In a wakeful doze I sorrow

For the hand, the lips, the eyes,

For the meeting of the morrow

The delight of happy laughter,

The delight of low replies.   170
 

’Tis a morning pure and sweet

And a dewy splendour falls

On the little flower that clings

To the turrets and the walls;

’Tis a morning pure and sweet,   175

And the light and shadow fleet;

She is walking in the meadow,

And the woodland echo rings;

In a moment we shall meet;

She is singing in the meadow,   180

And the rivulet at her feet

Ripples on in light and shadow

To the ballad that she sings.
 

Do I hear her sing as of old,

My bird with the shining head,   185

My own dove with the tender eye?

But there rings on a sudden a passionate cry,

There is some one dying or dead,

And a sullen thunder is roll’d;

For a tumult shakes the city,   190

And I wake, my dream is fled;

In the shuddering dawn, behold,

Without knowledge, without pity,

By the curtains of my bed

That abiding phantom cold.   195
 

Get thee hence, nor come again,

Mix not memory with doubt,

Pass, thou deathlike type of pain,

Pass and cease to move about,

’Tis the blot upon the brain   200

That will show itself without.
 

Then I rise, the eavedrops fall,

And the yellow vapours choke

The great city sounding wide;

The day comes, a dull red ball   205

Wrapt in drifts of lurid smoke

On the misty river-tide.
 

Thro’ the hubbub of the market

I steal, a wasted frame,

It crosses here, it crosses there,   210

Thro’ all that crowd confused and loud

The shadow still the same;

And on my heavy eyelids

My anguish hangs like shame.
 

Alas for her that met me,   215

That heard me softly call,

Came glimmering thro’s the laurels

At the quiet evenfall,

In the garden by the turrets

Of the old manorial hall.   220
 

Would the happy spirit descend,

From the realms of light and song,

In the chamber or the street,

As she looks among the blest,

Should I fear to greet my friend   225

Or to say “Forgive the wrong,”

Or to ask her, “Take me, sweet,

To the regions of thy rest”?
 

But the broad light glares and beats,

And the shadow flits and fleets   230

And will not let me be;

And I loathe the squares and streets,

And the faces that one meets,

Hearts with no love for me:

Always I long to creep   235

Into some still cavern deep,

There to weep, and weep, and weep

My whole soul out to thee.
 

V
 

DEAD, long dead,

Long dead!   240

And my heart is a handful of dust,

And the wheels go over my head,

And my bones are shaken with pain,

For into a shallow grave they are thrust,

Only a yard beneath the street,   245

And the hoofs of the horses beat, beat,

The hoofs of the horses beat,

Beat into my scalp and my brain,

With never an end to the stream of passing feet,

Driving, hurrying, marrying, burying,   250

Clamor and rumble, and ringing and clatter,

And here beneath it is all as bad

For I thought the dead had peace, but it is not so;

To have no peace in the grave, is that not sad?

But up and down and to and fro,   255

Ever about me the dead men go;

And then to hear a dead man chatter

Is enough to drive one mad.
 

Wretchedest age, since Time began,

They cannot even bury a man;   260

And tho’ we paid our tithes in the days that are gone,

Not a bell was rung, not a prayer was read;

It is that which makes us loud in the world of the dead;

There is none that does his work, not one;

A touch of their office might have sufficed,   265

But the churchmen fain would kill their church,

As the churches have kill’d their Christ.
 

See, there is one of us sobbing,

No limit to his distress;

And another, a lord of all things, praying   270

To his own great self, as I guess;

And another, a statesman there, betraying

His party-secret, fool, to the press;

And yonder a vile physician, blabbing

The case of his patient — all for what?   275

To tickle the maggot born in an empty head,

And wheedle a world that loves him not,

For it is but a world of the dead.
 

Nothing but idiot gabble!

For the prophecy given of old   280

And then not understood,

Has come to pass as foretold;

Not let any man think for the public good,

But babble, merely for babble.

For I never whisper’d a private affair   285

Within the hearing of cat or mouse,

No, not to myself in the closet alone,

But I heard it shouted at once from the top of the house;

Everything came to be known:

Who told him we were there?   290
 

Not that gray old wolf, for he came not back

From the wilderness, full of wolves, where he used to lie;

He has gather’d the bones for his o’ergrown whelp to crack;

Crack them now for yourself, and howl, and die.
 

Prophet, curse me the blabbing lip,   295

And curse me the British vermin, the rat;

I know not whether he came in the Hanover ship,

But I knows that he lies and listens mute

In an ancient mansion’s crannies and holes:

Arsenic, arsenic, sure, would do it,   300

Except that now we poison our babes, poor souls!

It is all used up for that.
 

Tell him now; she is standing here at my head;

Not beautiful now, not even kind;

He may take her now; for she never speaks her mind,   305

But is ever the one thing silent here.

She is not of us, as I divine;

She comes from another stiller world of the dead,

Stiller, not fairer than mine.
 

But I know where a garden grows,   310

Fairer than aught in the world beside,

All made up of the lily and rose

That blow by night, when the season is good,

To the sound of dancing music and flutes:

It is only flowers, they had no fruits,   315

And I almost fear they are not roses, but blood;

For the keeper was one, so full of pride,

He linkt a dead man there to a spectral bride;

For he, if he had not been a Sultan of brutes,

Would he have had that hole in his side?   320
 

But what will the old man say?

He laid a cruel snare in a pit

To catch a friend of mine one stormy day;

Yet now I could even weep to think of it;

For what will the old man say   325

When he comes to the second corpse in the pit?
 

Friend, to be struck by the public foe,

Then to strike him and lay him low,

That were a public merit, far,

Whatever the Quaker holds, from sin;   330

But the red life spilt for a private blow — 

I swear to you, lawful and lawless war

Are scarcely even akin.
 

O me, why have they not buried me deep enough?

Is it kind to have made me a grave so rough,   335

Me, that was never a quiet sleeper?

Maybe still I am but half-dead;

Then I cannot be wholly dumb:

I will cry to the steps above my head,

And somebody, surely, some kind heart will come   340

To bury me, bury me

Deeper, ever so little deeper.
 

Thro’ cells of madness, haunts of horror and fear,

That I come to be grateful at last for a little thing:   345

My mood is changed, for it fell at a time of year

When the face of night is fair on the dewy downs,

And the shining daffodil dies, and the Charioteer

And starry Gemini hang like glorious crowns

Over Orion’s grave low down in the west,   350

That like a silent lightning under the stars

She seem’d to divide in a dream from a band of the blest,

And spoke of a hope for the world in the coming wars — 

“And in that hope, dear soul, let trouble have rest,

Knowing I tarry for thee,” and pointed to Mars,   355

As he glow’d like a ruddy shield on the Lion’s breast.
 

And it was but a dream, yet it yielded a dear delight

To have look’d, tho’ but in a dream, upon eyes so fair,

That had been in a weary world my one thing bright;

And it was but a dream, yet it lighten’d my despair   360

When I thought that a war would arise in defence of the right,

That an iron tyranny now should bend or cease,

The glory of manhood stand on his ancient height,

Nor Britain’s one sole God be the millionaire:

No more shall commerce be all in all, and Peace   365

Pipe on her pastoral hillock a languid note,

And watch her harvest ripen, her herd increase,

Nor the cannon-bullet rust on a slothful shore,

And the cobweb woven across the cannon’s throat

Shall shake its threaded tears in the wind no more.   370
 

And as months ran on and rumour of battle grew,

“It is time, it is time, O passionate heart,” said I

(For I cleaved to a cause that I felt to be pure and true),

“It is time, O passionate heart and morbid eye,

That old hysterical mock-disease should die.”   375

And I stood on a giant deck and mix’d my breath

With a loyal people shouting a battle-cry,

Till I saw the dreary phantom arise and fly

Far into the North, and battle, and seas of death.
 

Let it go or stay, so I wake to the higher aims   380

Of a land that has lost for a little her lust of gold,

And love of a peace that was full of wrongs and shames,

Horrible, hateful, monstrous, not to be told;

And hail once more to the banner of battle unroll’d!

Tho’ many a light shall darken, and many shall weep   385

For those that are crush’d in the clash of jarring claims,

Yet God’s just wrath shall be wreak’d on a giant liar;

And many a darkness into the light shall leap,

And shine in the sudden making of splendid names,

And noble thought be freer under the sun,   390

And the heart of a people beat with one desire;

For the peace, that I deem’d no peace, is over and done,

And now by the side of the Black and the Baltic deep,

And deathful-grinning mouths of the fortress, flames

The blood-red blossom of war with a heart of fire.   395
 

Let it flame or fade, and the war roll down like a wind,

We have proved we have hearts in a cause, we are noble still

And myself have awaked, as it seems, to the better mind

It is better to fight for the good, than to rail at the ill;

I have felt with my native land, I am one with my kind,   400

I embrace the purpose of God, and the doom assign’d.
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Crossing the Bar
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

SUNSET and evening star,

 And one clear call for me!

And may there be no moaning of the bar,

 When I put out to sea,
 

But such a tide as moving seems asleep,   5

 Too full for sound and foam,

When that which drew from out the boundless deep

 Turns again home.
 

Twilight and evening bell,

 And after that the dark!   10

And may there be no sadness of farewell,

 When I embark;
 

For tho’ from out our bourne of Time and Place

 The flood may bear me far,

I hope to see my Pilot face to face   15

 When I have crossed the bar.
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The Death of Œnone
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892)
 

ŒNONE sat within the cave from out

Whose ivy-matted mouth she used to gaze

Down at the Troad; but the goodly view

Was now one blank, and all the serpent vines

Which on the touch of heavenly feet had risen,

And gliding thro’ the branches over-bower’d

The naked Three, were wither’d long ago,

And thro’ the sunless winter morning-mist

In silence wept upon the flowerless earth.

   And while she stared at those dead cords that ran

Dark thro’ the mist, and linking tree to tree,

But once were gayer than a dawning sky

With many a pendent bell and fragrant star,

Her Past became her Present, and she saw

Him, climbing toward her with the golden fruit,

Him, happy to be chosen judge of Gods,

Her husband in the flush of youth and dawn,

Paris, himself as beauteous as a God.

   Anon from out the long ravine below,

She heard a wailing cry, that seem’d at first

Thin as the bat like shrillings of the Dead

When driven to Hades, but, in coming near,

Across the downward thunder of the brook

Sounded ‘Œnone’; and on a sudden he,

Paris, no longer beauteous as a God,

Struck by a poison’d arrow in the fight,

Lame, crooked, reeling, livid, thro’ the mist

Rose, like the wraith of his dead self, and moan’d

‘Œnone, my Œnone, while we dwelt

Together in this valley — happy then — 

Too happy had I died within thine arms,

Before the feud of Gods had marr’d our peace,

And sunder’d each from each. I am dying now

Pierced by a poison’d dart. Save me. Thou knowest,

Taught by some God, whatever herb or balm

May clear the blood from poison, and thy fame

Is blown thro’ all the Troad, and to thee

The shepherd brings his adder-bitten lamb,

The wounded warrior climbs from Troy to thee.

My life and death are in thy hand. The Gods

Avenge on stony hearts a fruitless prayer

For pity. Let me owe my life to thee.

I wrought thee bitter wrong, but thou forgive,

Forget it. Man is but the slave of Fate.

Œnone, by thy love which once was mine,

Help, heal me. I am poison’d to the heart.’

‘And I to mine’ she said ‘ Adulterer,

Go back to thine adulteress and die!’

   He groan’d, he turn’d, and in the mist at once

Became a shadow, sank and disappear’d,

But, ere the mountain rolls into the plain,

Fell headlong dead; and of the shepherds one

Their oldest, and the same who first had found

Paris, a naked babe, among the woods

Of Ida, following lighted on him there,

And shouted, and the shepherds heard and came.

   One raised the Prince, one sleek’d the squalid hair,

One kiss’d his hand, another closed his eyes,

And then, remembering the gay playmate rear’d

Among them, and forgetful of the man,

Whose crime had half unpeopled Ilion, these

All that day long labour’d, hewing the pines,

And built their shepherd-prince a funeral pile;

And, while the star of eve was drawing light

From the dead sun, kindled the pyre, and all

Stood round it, hush’d, or calling on his name.

   But when the white fog vanish’d like a ghost

Before the day, and every topmost pine

Spired into bluest heaven, still in her cave,

Amazed, and ever seeming stared upon

By ghastlier than the Gorgon head, a face, — 

His face deform’d by lurid blotch and blain — 

There, like a creature frozen to the heart

Beyond all hope of warmth, Œnone sat

Not moving, till in front of that ravine

Which drowsed in gloom, self-darken’d from the west,

The sunset blazed along the wall of Troy.

   Then her head sank, she slept, and thro’ her dream

A ghostly murmur floated, ‘Come to me,

Œnone! I can wrong thee now no more,

Œnone, my Œnone,’ and the dream

Wail’d in her, when she woke beneath the stars.

   What star eould burn so low? not Ilion yet.

What light was there? She rose and slowly down,

By the long torrent’s ever-deepen’d roar,

Paced, following, as in trance, the silent cry.

She waked a bird of prey that scream’d and past

She roused a snake that hissing writhed away;

A panther sprang across her path, she heard

The shriek of some lost life among the pines,

But when she gain’d the broader vale, and saw

The ring of faces redden’d by the flames

Enfolding that dark body which had lain

Of old in her embrace, paused — and then ask’d

Falteringly, ‘Who lies on yonder pyre?’

But every man was mute for reverence.

Then moving quickly forward till the heat

Smote on her brow, she lifted up a voice

Of shrill command, ‘Who burns upon the pyre?’

Whereon their oldest and their boldest said,

‘He, whom thou wouldst not heal!’ and all at once

The morning light of happy marriage broke

Thro’ all the clouded years of widowhood,

And muffling up her comely head, and crying

‘Husband!’ she leapt upon the funeral pile,

And mixt herself with him and past in fire.
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Richard Monckton Milnes, Lord Houghton
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Sonnet
 

Richard Monckton Milnes, Lord Houghton (1809–1885)
 

BECAUSE the Few with signal virtue crowned,

 The heights and pinnacles of human mind,

Sadder and wearier than the rest are found,

 Wish not thy Soul less wise or less refined.

True that the small delights which every day   5

 Cheer and distract the pilgrim are not theirs;

True that, though free from passion’s lawless sway,

 A loftier being brings several cares.

Yet have they special pleasures, even mirth,

 By those undreamt of who have only trod   10

Life’s valley smooth; and if the rolling earth

  To their nice ear have many a painful tone,

  They know, Man does not live by Joy alone

 But by the presence of the power of God.
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William Makepeace Thackeray
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The End of the Play
 

William Makepeace Thackeray (1811–1863)
 

THE PLAY is done; the curtain drops,

 Slow falling to the prompter’s bell:

A moment yet the actor stops,

 And looks around, to say farewell.

It is an irksome word and task;   5

 And, when he’s laughed and said his say,

He shows, as he removes the mask,

 A face that’s anything but gay.
 

One word, ere yet the evening ends,

 Let’s close it with a parting rhyme,   10

And pledge a hand to all young friends,

 As fits the merry Christmas-time.

On life’s wide scene you, too, have parts,

 That Fate ere long shall bid you play;

Good night! with honest gentle hearts   15

 A kindly greeting go alway!
 

Good night! — I’d say, the griefs, the joys,

 Just hinted in this mimic page,

The triumphs and defeats of boys,

 Are but repeated in our age.   20

I’d say, your woes were not less keen,

 Your hopes more vain than those of men;

Your pangs or pleasures of fifteen

 At forty-five played o’er again.
 

I’d say, we suffer and we strive,   25

 Not less or more as men than boys;

With grizzled beards at forty-five,

 As erst at twelve in corduroys.

And if, in time of sacred youth,

 We learned at home to love and pray,   30

Pray Heaven that early Love and Truth

 May never wholly pass away.
 

And in the world, as in the school,

 I’d say, how fate may change and shift;

The prize be sometimes with the fool,   35

 The race not always to the swift.

The strong may yield, the good may fall,

 The great man be a vulgar clown,

The knave be lifted over all,

 The kind cast pitilessly down.   40
 

Who knows the inscrutable design?

 Blessed be He who took and gave!

Why should your mother, Charles, not mine,

 Be weeping at her darling’s grave?

We bow to Heaven that will’d it so,   45

 That darkly rules the fate of all.

That sends the respite or the blow,

 That’s free to give, or to recall.
 

This crowns his feast with wine and wit:

 Who brought him to that mirth and state?   50

His betters, see, below him sit,

 Or hunger hopeless at the gate.

Who bade the mud from Dives’ wheel

 To spurn the rags of Lazarus?

Come, brother, in that dust we’ll kneel,   55

 Confessing Heaven that ruled it thus.
 

So each shall mourn, in life’s advance,

 Dear hopes, dear friends, untimely killed;

Shall grieve for many a forfeit chance,

 And longing passion unfulfilled.   60

Amen! whatever fate be sent,

 Pray God the heart may kindly glow,

Although the head with cares be bent,

 And whitened with the winter snow.
 

Come wealth or want, come good or ill,   65

 Let young and old accept their part,

And bow before the Awful Will,

 And bear it with an honest heart,

Who misses or who wins the prize.

 Go, lose or conquer as you can;   70

But if you fail, or if you rise,

 Be each, pray God, a gentleman.
 

A gentleman, or old or young!

 (Bear kindly with my humble lays);

The sacred chorus first was sung   75

 Upon the first of Christmas Days:

The shepherds heard it overhead — 

 The joyful angels raised it then:

Glory to Heaven on high, it said,

 And peace on earth to gentle men.   80
 

My song, save this, is little worth;

 I lay the weary pen aside,

And wish you health, and love, and mirth,

 As fits the solemn Christmas-tide.

As fits the holy Christmas birth,   85

 Be this, good friends, our carol still — 

Be peace on earth, be peace on earth,

 To men of gentle will.
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Charles Kingsley
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Airly Beacon
 

Charles Kingsley (1819–1875)
 

AIRLY Beacon, Airly Beacon;

 O the pleasant sight to see

Shires and towns from Airly Beacon,

 While my love climb’d up to me!
 

Airly Beacon, Airly Beacon;   5

 O the happy hours we lay

Deep in fern on Airly Beacon,

 Courting through the summer’s day!
 

Airly Beacon, Airly Beacon;

 O the weary haunt for me,   10

All alone on Airly Beacon,

 With his baby on my knee!
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The Sands of Dee
 

Charles Kingsley (1819–1875)
 

‘O MARY, go and call the cattle home,

  And call the cattle home,

  And call the cattle home

  Across the sands of Dee;’

The western wind was wild and dank with foam,   5

  And all alone went she.
 

The western tide crept up along the sand,

  And o’er and o’er the sand,

  And round and round the sand,

  As far as eye could see.   10

The rolling mist came down and hid the land:

  And never home came she.
 

‘Oh! is it weed, or fish, or floating hair,

  A tress of golden hair,

  A drownèd maiden’s hair   15

  Above the nets at sea?

Was never salmon yet that shone so fair

  Among the stakes of Dee.’
 

They rowed her in across the rolling foam,

  The cruel crawling foam,   20

  The cruel hungry foam,

  To her grave beside the sea:

But still the boatmen hear her call the cattle home

  Across the sands of Dee.
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Young and Old
 

Charles Kingsley (1819–1875)
 

WHEN all the world is young, lad,

 And all the trees are green;

And every goose a swan, lad,

 And every lass a queen;

Then hey for boot and horse, lad,   5

 And round the world away;

Young blood must have its course, lad,

 And every dog his day.
 

When all the world is old, lad,

 And all the trees are brown;   10

And all the sport is stale, lad,

 And all the wheels run down:

Creep home, and take your place there,

 The spent and maimed among:

God grant you find one face there   15

 You loved when all was young.
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Ode to the North-east Wind
 

Charles Kingsley (1819–1875)
 

WELCOME, wild North-easter!

 Shame it is to see

Odes to every zephyr;

 Ne’er a verse to thee.

Welcome, black North-easter!   5

 O’er the German foam;

O’er the Danish moorlands,

 From thy frozen home.

Tired we are of summer,

 Tired of gaudy glare,   10

Showers soft and steaming,

 Hot and breathless air.

Tired of listless dreaming,

 Through the lazy day:

Jovial wind of winter   15

 Turn us out to play!

Sweep the golden reed-beds;

 Crisp the lazy dyke;

Hunger into madness

 Every plunging pike.   20

Fill the lake with wild-fowl;

 Fill the marsh with snipe;

While on dreary moorlands

 Lonely curlew pipe.

Through the black fir-forest   25

 Thunder harsh and dry,

Shattering down the snow-flakes

 Off the curdled sky.

Hark! The brave North-easter!

 Breast-high lies the scent,   30

On by holt and headland,

 Over heath and bent.

Chime, ye dappled darlings,

 Through the sleet and snow.

Who can over-ride you?   35

 Let the horses go!

Chime, ye dappled darlings,

 Down the roaring blast

You shall see a fox die

 Ere an hour be past.   40

Go! and rest to-morrow,

 Hunting in your dreams,

While our skates are ringing

 O’er the frozen streams.

Let the luscious South-wind   45

 Breathe in lovers’ sighs,

While the lazy gallants

 Bask in ladies’ eyes.

What does he but soften

 Heart alike and pen?   50

’Tis the hard grey weather

 Breeds hard English men.

What’s the soft South-wester?

 ’Tis the ladies’ breeze,

Bringing home their true-loves   55

 Out of all the seas:

But the black North-easter,

 Through the snowstorm hurled,

Drives our English hearts of oak

 Seaward round the world.   60

Come, as came our fathers,

 Heralded by thee,

Conquering from the eastward,

 Lords by land and sea.

Come; and strong within us   65

 Stir the Vikings’ blood;

Bracing brain and sinew;

 Blow, thou wind of God!
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The Canadian Boat Song
 

J. Wilson (19th century)
 

LISTEN to me, as when ye heard our father

 Sing long ago the song of other shores — 

Listen to me, and then in chorus gather

 All your deep voices as ye pull your oars:

  Fair these broad meads — these hoary woods are grand;   5

  But we are exiles from our fathers’ land.
 

From the lone shieling of the misty island

 Mountains divide us, and the waste of seas — 

Yet still the blood is strong, the heart is Highland,

 And we in dreams behold the Hebrides:   10

  Fair these broad meads, &c.
 

We ne’er shall tread the fancy-haunted valley,

 Where ‘tween the dark hills creeps the small clear stream,

In arms around the patriarch banner rally,

 Nor see the moon on royal tombstones gleam:   15

  Fair these broad meads, &c.
 

When the bold kindred, in the time long-vanished,

 Conquered the soil and fortified the keep, — 

No seer foretold the children would be banished,

 That a degenerate Lord might boast his sheep:   20

  Fair these broad meads, &c.
 

Come foreign rage — let Discord burst in slaughter!

 O then for clansmen true, and stern claymore — 

The hearts that would have given their blood like water,

 Beat heavily beyond the Atlantic roar:   25

  Fair these broad meads — these hoary woods are grand;

  But we are exiles from our fathers’ land.
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Edward Lear
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The Owl and the Pussy-Cat.
 

(Edward Lear 1812-1888)
 

I.
 

    The Owl and the Pussy-Cat went to sea

      In a beautiful pea-green boat:

    They took some honey, and plenty of money

      Wrapped up in a five-pound note.

    The Owl looked up to the stars above,

      And sang to a small guitar,

   “O lovely Pussy, O Pussy, my love,

        What a beautiful Pussy you are,

          You are,

          You are!

      What a beautiful Pussy you are!”
 

II.
 

    Pussy said to the Owl, “You elegant fowl,

      How charmingly sweet you sing!

    Oh! let us be married; too long we have tarried:

      But what shall we do for a ring?”

    They sailed away, for a year and a day,

      To the land where the bong-tree grows;

    And there in a wood a Piggy-wig stood,

      With a ring at the end of his nose,

          His nose,

          His nose,

      With a ring at the end of his nose.
 

III.
 

    “Dear Pig, are you willing to sell for one shilling

      Your ring?” Said the Piggy, “I will.”

    So they took it away, and were married next day

      By the Turkey who lives on the hill.

    They dined on mince and slices of quince,

      Which they ate with a runcible spoon;

    And hand in hand, on the edge of the sand,

      They danced by the light of the moon,

          The moon,

          The moon,

    They danced by the light of the moon.
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Robert Browning
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Prospice
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

FEAR death? — to feel the fog in my throat,

  The mist in my face,

When the snows begin, and the blasts denote

  I am nearing the place,

The power of the night, the press of the storm,   5

  The post of the foe;

Where he stands, the Arch Fear in a visible form,

  Yet the strong man must go:

For the journey is done and the summit attained,

  And the barriers fall,   10

Though a battle’s to fight ere the guerdon be gained,

  The reward of it all.

I was ever a fighter, so — one fight more,

  The best and the last!

I would hate that death bandaged my eyes, and forbore,   15

  And bade me creep past.

No! let me taste the whole of it, fare like my peers

  The heroes of old,

Bear the brunt, in a minute pay glad life’s arrears

  Of pain, darkness and cold.   20

For sudden the worst turns the best to the brave,

  The black minute’s at end,

And the elements’ rage, the fiend-voices that rave,

  Shall dwindle, shall blend,

Shall change, shall become first a peace out of pain,   25

  Then a light, then thy breast,

O thou soul of my soul! I shall clasp thee again,

  And with God be the rest!
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How They Brought the Good News from Ghent to Aix [16 — ]
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

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

I galloped, Dirck galloped, we galloped all three;

‘Good speed!’ cried the watch, as the gate-bolts undrew;

‘Speed!’ echoed the wall to us galloping through;

Behind shut the postern, the lights sank to rest,   5

And into the midnight we galloped abreast.
 

Not a word to each other; we kept the great pace

Neck by neck, stride by stride, never changing our place;

I turned in my saddle and made its girths tight,

Then shortened each stirrup, and set the pique right,   10

Rebuckled the cheek-strap, chained slacker the bit,

Nor galloped less steadily Roland a whit.
 

’Twas moonset 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;   15

At Düffeld, ’twas morning as plain as could be;

And from Mecheln church-steeple we heard the half-chime,

So Joris broke silence with ‘Yet there is time!’
 

At Aerschot, up leaped of a sudden the sun,

And against him the cattle stood black every one,   20

To stare through 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.
 

And his low head and crest, just one sharp ear bent back   25

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, askance!

And the thick heavy spume-flakes which aye and anon

His fierce lips shook upwards in galloping on.   30
 

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

Your Roos galloped bravely, the fault’s not in her,

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

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

And sunk tail, and horrible heave of the flank,   35

As down on her haunches she shuddered and sank.
 

So we were left galloping, Joris and I,

Past Looz and past Tongres, no cloud in the sky;

The broad sun above laughed a pitiless laugh,

‘Neath our feet broke the brittle bright stubble like chaff;   40

Till over by Dalhem a dome-spire sprang white,

And ‘Gallop,’ gasped Joris, ‘for Aix is in sight!’
 

‘How they’ll greet us!’ — and all in a moment his roan

Rolled neck and croup over, lay dead as a stone;

And there was my Roland to bear the whole weight   45

Of the news which alone could save Aix from her fate,

With his nostrils like pits full of blood to the brim,

And with circles of red for his eye-sockets’ rim.
 

Then I cast loose my buffcoat, each holster let fall,

Shook off both my jack-boots, let go belt and all,   50

Stood up in the stirrup, learned, patted his ear,

Called my Roland his pet-name, my horse without peer;

Clapped my hands, laughed and sang, any noise, bad or good,

Till at length into Aix Roland galloped and stood.
 

And all I remember is, friends flocking round   55

As I sat with his head ‘twixt my knees on the ground;

And no voice but was praising this Roland of mine,

As I poured down his throat our last measure of wine,

Which (the burgesses voted by common consent)

Was no more than his due who brought good news from Ghent.   60
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The Lost Leader
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

JUST for a handful of silver he left us,

 Just for a riband to stick in his coat — 

Found the one gift of which fortune bereft us,

 Lost all the others she lets us devote;

They, with the gold to give, doled him out silver,   5

 So much was theirs who so little allowed:

How all our copper had gone for his service!

 Rags — were they purple, his heart had been proud!

We that had loved him so, followed him, honoured him,

 Lived in his mild and magnificent eye,   10

Learned his great language, caught his clear accents,

 Made him our pattern to live and to die!

Shakespeare was of us, Milton was for us,

 Burns, Shelley, were with us, — they watch from their graves!

He alone breaks from the van and the freemen,   15

 He alone sinks to the rear and the slaves!
 

We shall march prospering, — not through his presence;

 Songs may inspirit us, — not from his lyre;

Deeds will be done, — while he boasts his quiescence,

 Still bidding crouch whom the rest bade aspire:   20

Blot out his name, then, record one lost soul more,

 One task more declined, one more footpath untrod,

One more triumph for devils and sorrow for angels,

 One wrong more to man, one more insult to God!

Life’s night begins: let him never come back to us!   25

 There would be doubt, hesitation and pain,

Forced praise on our part — the glimmer of twilight,

 Never glad confident morning again!

Best fight on well, for we taught him, — strike gallantly,

 Menace our heart ere we master his own;   30

Then let him receive the new knowledge and wait us,

 Pardoned in Heaven, the first by the throne!
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Home-thoughts, from Abroad
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

O, TO be in England

Now that April’s there,

And whoever wakes in England

Sees, some morning, unaware,

That the lowest boughs and the brushwood sheaf   5

Round the elm-tree bole are in tiny leaf,

While the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough

In England — now!
 

And after April, when May follows,

And the whitethroat builds, and all the swallows!   10

Hark, where my blossom’d pear-tree in the hedge

Leans to the field and scatters on the clover

Blossoms and dewdrops — at the bent spray’s edge — 

That’s the wise thrush; he sings each song twice over,

Lest you should think he never could recapture   15

The first fine careless rapture!

And though the fields look rough with hoary dew,

All will be gay when noontide wakes anew

The buttercups, the little children’s dower

 — Far brighter than this gaudy melon-flower!   20
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Sordello Book the First.
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

Who will, may hear Sordello’s story told:
 His story? Who believes me shall behold
 The man, pursue his fortunes to the end,
 Like me: for as the friendless-people’s friend
 Spied from his hill-top once, despite the din
 And dust of multitudes, Pentapolin
 Named o’ the Naked Arm, I single out
 Sordello, compassed murkily about
 With ravage of six long sad hundred years.
 Only believe me. Ye believe?
 

               Appears
 Verona... Never, — I should warn you first, — 
 Of my own choice had this, if not the worst
 Yet not the best expedient, served to tell
 A story I could body forth so well
 By making speak, myself kept out of view,
 The very man as he was wont to do,
 And leaving you to say the rest for him.
 Since, though I might be proud to see the dim
 Abysmal past divide its hateful surge,
 Letting of all men this one man emerge
 Because it pleased me, yet, that moment past,
 I should delight in watching first to last
 His progress as you watch it, not a whit
 More in the secret than yourselves who sit
 Fresh-chapleted to listen. But it seems
 Your setters-forth of unexampled themes,
 Makers of quite new men, producing them,
 Would best chalk broadly on each vesture’s hem
 The wearer’s quality; or take their stand,
 Motley on back and pointing-pole in hand,
 Beside him. So, for once I face ye, friends,
 Summoned together from the world’s four ends,
 Dropped down from heaven or cast up from hell,
 To hear the story I propose to tell.
 Confess now, poets know the dragnet’s trick,
 Catching the dead, if fate denies the quick,
 And shaming her; ‘t is not for fate to choose
 Silence or song because she can refuse
 Real eyes to glisten more, real hearts to ache
 Less oft, real brows turn smoother for our sake:
 I have experienced something of her spite;
 But there ‘s a realm wherein she has no right
 And I have many lovers. Say; but few
 Friends fate accords me? Here they are: now view
 The host I muster! Many a lighted face
 Foul with no vestige of the grave’s disgrace;
 What else should tempt them back to taste our air
 Except to see how their successors fare?
 My audience! and they sit, each ghostly man
 Striving to look as living as he can,
 Brother by breathing brother; thou art set,
 Clear-witted critic, by... but I ‘ll not fret
 A wondrous soul of them, nor move death’s spleen
 Who loves not to unlock them. Friends! I mean
 The living in good earnest — ye elect
 Chiefly for love — suppose not I reject
 Judicious praise, who contrary shall peep,
 Some fit occasion, forth, for fear ye sleep,
 To glean your bland approvals. Then, appear,
 Verona! stay — thou, spirit, come not near
 Now — not this time desert thy cloudy place
 To scare me, thus employed, with that pure face!
 I need not fear this audience, I make free
 With them, but then this is no place for thee!
 The thunder-phrase of the Athenian, grown
 Up out of memories of Marathon,
 Would echo like his own sword’s griding screech
 Braying a Persian shield, — the silver speech
 Of Sidney’s self, the starry paladin,
 Turn intense as a trumpet sounding in
 The knights to tilt, — wert thou to hear! What heart
 Have I to play my puppets, bear my part
 Before these worthies?
 

        Lo, the past is hurled
 In twain: up-thrust, out-staggering on the world,
 Subsiding into shape, a darkness rears
 Its outline, kindles at the core, appears
 Verona. ‘T is six hundred years and more
 Since an event. The Second Friedrich wore
 The purple, and the Third Honorius filled
 The holy chair. That autumn eve was stilled:
 A last remains of sunset dimly burned
 O’er the far forests, like a torch-flame turned
 By the wind back upon its bearer’s hand
 In one long flare of crimson; as a brand,
 The woods beneath lay black. A single eye
 From all Verona cared for the soft sky.
 But, gathering in its ancient market-place,
 Talked group with restless group; and not a face
 But wrath made livid, for among them were
 Death’s staunch purveyors, such as have in care
 To feast him. Fear had long since taken root
 In every breast, and now these crushed its fruit,
 The ripe hate, like a wine: to note the way
 It worked while each grew drunk! Men grave and grey
 Stood, with shut eyelids, rocking to and fro,
 Letting the silent luxury trickle slow
 About the hollows where a heart should be;
 But the young gulped with a delirious glee
 Some foretaste of their first debauch in blood
 At the fierce news: for, be it understood,
 Envoys apprised Verona that her prince
 Count Richard of Saint Boniface, joined since
 A year with Azzo, Este’s Lord, to thrust
 Taurello Salinguerra, prime in trust
 With Ecelin Romano, from his seat
 Ferrara, — over zealous in the feat
 And stumbling on a peril unaware,
 Was captive, trammelled in his proper snare,
 They phrase it, taken by his own intrigue.
 Immediate succour from the Lombard League
 Of fifteen cities that affect the Pope,
 For Azzo, therefore, and his fellow-hope
 Of the Guelf cause, a glory overcast!
 Men’s faces, late agape, are now aghast.
 “Prone is the purple pavis; Este makes
 “Mirth for the devil when he undertakes
 “To play the Ecelin; as if it cost
 “Merely your pushing-by to gain a post
 “Like his! The patron tells ye, once for all,
 “There be sound reasons that preferment fall
 “On our beloved”...
 

        ”Duke o’ the Rood, why not?”
 Shouted an Estian, “grudge ye such a lot?
 “The hill-cat boasts some cunning of her own,
 “Some stealthy trick to better beasts unknown,
 “That quick with prey enough her hunger blunts,
 “And feeds her fat while gaunt the lion hunts.”
 

“Taurello,” quoth an envoy, “as in wane
 “Dwelt at Ferrara. Like an osprey fain
 “To fly but forced the earth his couch to make
 “Far inland, till his friend the tempest wake,
 “Waits he the Kaiser’s coming; and as yet
 “That fast friend sleeps, and he too sleeps: but let
 “Only the billow freshen, and he snuffs
 “The aroused hurricane ere it enroughs
 “The sea it means to cross because of him.
 “Sinketh the breeze? His hope-sick eye grows dim;
 “Creep closer on the creature! Every day
 “Strengthens the Pontiff; Ecelin, they say,
 “Dozes now at Oliero, with dry lips
 “Telling upon his perished finger-tips
 “How many ancestors are to depose
 “Ere he be Satan’s Viceroy when the doze
 “Deposits him in hell. So, Guelfs rebuilt
 “Their houses; not a drop of blood was spilt
 “When Cino Bocchimpane chanced to meet
 “Buccio Virtù — God’s wafer, and the street
 “Is narrow! Tutti Santi, think, a-swarm
 “With Ghibellins, and yet he took no harm!
 “This could not last. Off Salinguerra went
 “To Padua, Podestà, ‘with pure intent,’
 “Said he, ‘my presence, judged the single bar
 “‘To permanent tranquillity, may jar
 “‘No longer’ — so! his back is fairly turned?
 “The pair of goodly palaces are burned,
 “The gardens ravaged, and our Guelfs laugh, drunk
 “A week with joy. The next, their laughter sunk
 “In sobs of blood, for they found, some strange way,
 “Old Salinguerra back again — I say,
 “Old Salinguerra in the town once more
 “Uprooting, overturning, flame before,
 “Blood fetlock-high beneath him. Azzo fled;
 “Who ‘scaped the carnage followed; then the dead
 “Were pushed aside from Salinguerra’s throne,
 “He ruled once more Ferrara, all alone,
 “Till Azzo, stunned awhile, revived, would pounce
 “Coupled with Boniface, like lynx and ounce,
 “On the gorged bird. The burghers ground their teeth
 “To see troop after troop encamp beneath
 “I’ the standing corn thick o’er the scanty patch
 “It took so many patient months to snatch
 “Out of the marsh; while just within their walls
 “Men fed on men. At length Taurello calls
 “A parley: ‘let the Count wind up the war!’
 “Richard, light-hearted as a plunging star,
 “Agrees to enter for the kindest ends
 “Ferrara, flanked with fifty chosen friends,
 “No horse-boy more, for fear your timid sort
 “Should fly Ferrara at the bare report.
 “Quietly through the town they rode, jog-jog;
 “‘Ten, twenty, thirty, — curse the catalogue
 “‘Of burnt Guelf houses! Strange, Taurello shows
 “‘Not the least sign of life’ — whereat arose
 “A general growl: ‘How? With his victors by?
 “‘I and my Veronese? My troops and I?
 “‘Receive us, was your word?’ So jogged they on,
 “Nor laughed their host too openly: once gone
 “Into the trap!—”
 

                   Six hundred years ago!
 Such the time’s aspect and peculiar woe
 (Yourselves may spell it yet in chronicles,
 Albeit the worm, our busy brother, drills
 His sprawling path through letters anciently
 Made fine and large to suit some abbot’s eye)
 When the new Hohenstauffen dropped the mask,
 Flung John of Brienne’s favour from his casque,
 Forswore crusading, had no mind to leave
 Saint Peter’s proxy leisure to retrieve
 Losses to Otho and to Barbaross,
 Or make the Alps less easy to recross;
 And, thus confirming Pope Honorius’ fear,
 Was excommunicate that very year.
 “The triple-bearded Teuton come to life!”
 Groaned the Great League; and, arming for the strife,
 Wide Lombardy, on tiptoe to begin,
 Took up, as it was Guelf or Ghibellin,
 Its cry: what cry?
 

                   ”The Emperor to come!”
 His crowd of feudatories, all and some,
 That leapt down with a crash of swords, spears, shields,
 One fighter on his fellow, to our fields,
 Scattered anon, took station here and there,
 And carried it, till now, with little care — 
 Cannot but cry for him; how else rebut
 Us longer? — cliffs, an earthquake suffered jut
 In the mid-sea, each domineering crest
 Which nought save such another throe can wrest
 From out (conceive) a certain chokeweed grown
 Since o’er the waters, twine and tangle thrown
 Too thick, too fast accumulating round,
 Too sure to over-riot and confound
 Ere long each brilliant islet with itself,
 Unless a second shock save shoal and shelf,
 Whirling the sea-drift wide: alas, the bruised
 And sullen wreck! Sunlight to be diffused
 For that! — sunlight, ‘neath which, a scum at first,
 The million fibres of our chokeweed nurst
 Dispread themselves, mantling the troubled main,
 And, shattered by those rocks, took hold again,
 So kindly blazed it — that same blaze to brood
 O’er every cluster of the multitude
 Still hazarding new clasps, ties, filaments,
 An emulous exchange of pulses, vents
 Of nature into nature; till some growth
 Unfancied yet, exuberantly clothe
 A surface solid now, continuous, one:
 “The Pope, for us the People, who begun
 “The People, carries on the People thus,
 “To keep that Kaiser off and dwell with us!”
 See you?
 

        Or say, Two Principles that live
 Each fitly by its Representative.
 “Hill-cat” — who called him so? — the gracefullest
 Adventurer, the ambiguous stranger-guest
 Of Lombardy (sleek but that ruffling fur,
 Those talons to their sheath!) whose velvet purr
 Soothes jealous neighbours when a Saxon scout

 — Arpo or Yoland, is it? — one without
 A country or a name, presumes to couch
 Beside their noblest; until men avouch
 That, of all Houses in the Trevisan,
 Conrad descries no fitter, rear or van,
 Than Ecelo! They laughed as they enrolled
 That name at Milan on the page of gold,
 Godego’s lord, — Ramon, Marostica,
 Cartiglion, Bassano, Loria,
 And every sheep cote on the Suabian’s fief!
 No laughter when his son, “the Lombard Chief”
 Forsooth, as Barbarossa’s path was bent
 To Italy along the Vale of Trent,
 Welcomed him at Roncaglia! Sadness now — 
 The hamlets nested on the Tyrol’s brow,
 The Asolan and Euganean hills,
 The Rhetian and the Julian, sadness fills
 Them all, for Ecelin vouchsafes to stay
 Among and care about them; day by day
 Choosing this pinnacle, the other spot,
 A castle building to defend a cot,
 A cot built for a castle to defend,
 Nothing but castles, castles, nor an end
 To boasts how mountain ridge may join with ridge
 By sunken gallery and soaring bridge.
 He takes, in brief, a figure that beseems
 The griesliest nightmare of the Church’s dreams,

 — A Signory firm-rooted, unestranged
 From its old interests, and nowise changed
 By its new neighbourhood: perchance the vaunt
 Of Otho, “my own Este shall supplant
 “Your Este,” come to pass. The sire led in
 A son as cruel; and this Ecelin
 Had sons, in turn, and daughters sly and tall
 And curling and compliant; but for all
 Romano (so they styled him) throve, that neck
 Of his so pinched and white, that hungry cheek
 Proved ‘t was some fiend, not him, the man’s-flesh went
 To feed: whereas Romano’s instrument,
 Famous Taurello Salinguerra, sole
 I’ the world, a tree whose boughs were slipt the bole
 Successively, why should not he shed blood
 To further a design? Men understood
 Living was pleasant to him as he wore
 His careless surcoat, glanced some missive o’er,
 Propped on his truncheon in the public way,
 While his lord lifted writhen hands to pray,
 Lost at Oliero’s convent.
 

            Hill-cats, face
 Our Azzo, our Guelf Lion! Why disgrace
 A worthiness conspicuous near and far
 (Atii at Rome while free and consular,
 Este at Padua who repulsed the Hun)
 By trumpeting the Church’s princely son?

 — Styled Patron of Rovigo’s Polesine,
 Ancona’s march, Ferrara’s... ask, in fine,
 Our chronicles, commenced when some old monk
 Found it intolerable to be sunk
 (Vexed to the quick by his revolting cell)
 Quite out of summer while alive and well:
 Ended when by his mat the Prior stood,
 ‘Mid busy promptings of the brotherhood,
 Striving to coax from his decrepit brains
 The reason Father Porphyry took pains
 To blot those ten lines out which used to stand
 First on their charter drawn by Hildebrand.
 

The same night wears. Verona’s rule of yore
 Was vested in a certain Twenty-four;
 And while within his palace these debate
 Concerning Richard and Ferrara’s fate,
 Glide we by clapping doors, with sudden glare
 Of cressets vented on the dark, nor care
 For aught that ‘s seen or heard until we shut
 The smother in, the lights, all noises but
 The carroch’s booming: safe at last! Why strange
 Such a recess should lurk behind a range
 Of banquet-rooms? Your finger — thus — you push
 A spring, and the wall opens, would you rush
 Upon the banqueters, select your prey,
 Waiting (the slaughter-weapons in the way
 Strewing this very bench) with sharpened ear
 A preconcerted signal to appear;
 Or if you simply crouch with beating heart,
 Bearing in some voluptuous pageant part
 To startle them. Nor mutes nor masquers now;
 Nor any... does that one man sleep whose brow
 The dying lamp-flame sinks and rises o’er?
 What woman stood beside him? not the more
 Is he unfastened from the earnest eyes
 Because that arras fell between! Her wise
 And lulling words are yet about the room,
 Her presence wholly poured upon the gloom
 Down even to her vesture’s creeping stir.
 And so reclines he, saturate with her,
 Until an outcry from the square beneath
 Pierces the charm: he springs up, glad to breathe,
 Above the cunning element, and shakes
 The stupor off as (look you) morning breaks
 On the gay dress, and, near concealed by it,
 The lean frame like a half-burnt taper, lit
 Erst at some marriage-feast, then laid away
 Till the Armenian bridegroom’s dying day,
 In his wool wedding-robe.
 

            For he — for he,
 Gate-vein of this hearts’ blood of Lombardy,
 (If I should falter now) — for he is thine!
 Sordello, thy forerunner, Florentine!
 A herald-star I know thou didst absorb
 Relentless into the consummate orb
 That scared it from its right to roll along
 A sempiternal path with dance and song
 Fulfilling its allotted period,
 Serenest of the progeny of God — 
 Who yet resigns it not! His darling stoops
 With no quenched lights, desponds with no blank troops
 Of disenfranchised brilliances, for, blent
 Utterly with thee, its shy element
 Like thine upburneth prosperous and clear.
 Still, what if I approach the august sphere
 Named now with only one name, disentwine
 That under-current soft and argentine
 From its fierce mate in the majestic mass
 Leavened as the sea whose fire was mixt with glass
 In John’s transcendent vision, — launch once more
 That lustre? Dante, pacer of the shore
 Where glutted hell disgorgeth filthiest gloom,
 Unbitten by its whirring sulphur-spume — 
 Or whence the grieved and obscure waters slope
 Into a darkness quieted by hope;
 Plucker of amaranths grown beneath God’s eye
 In gracious twilights where his chosen lie, — 
 I would do this! If I should falter now!
 

In Mantua territory half is slough,
 Half pine-tree forest; maples, scarlet oaks
 Breed o’er the river-beds; even Mincio chokes
 With sand the summer through: but ‘t is morass
 In winter up to Mantua walls. There was,
 Some thirty years before this evening’s coil,
 One spot reclaimed from the surrounding spoil,
 Goito; just a castle built amid
 A few low mountains; firs and larches hid
 Their main defiles, and rings of vineyard bound
 The rest. Some captured creature in a pound,
 Whose artless wonder quite precludes distress,
 Secure beside in its own loveliness,
 So peered with airy head, below, above,
 The castle at its toils, the lapwings love
 To glean among at grape-time. Pass within.
 A maze of corridors contrived for sin,
 Dusk winding-stairs, dim galleries got past,
 You gain the inmost chambers, gain at last
 A maple-panelled room: that haze which seems
 Floating about the panel, if there gleams
 A sunbeam over it, will turn to gold
 And in light-graven characters unfold
 The Arab’s wisdom everywhere; what shade
 Marred them a moment, those slim pillars made,
 Cut like a company of palms to prop
 The roof, each kissing top entwined with top,
 Leaning together; in the carver’s mind
 Some knot of bacchanals, flushed cheek combined
 With straining forehead, shoulders purpled, hair
 Diffused between, who in a goat-skin bear
 A vintage; graceful sister-palms! But quick
 To the main wonder, now. A vault, see; thick
 Black shade about the ceiling, though fine slits
 Across the buttress suffer light by fits
 Upon a marvel in the midst. Nay, stoop — 
 A dullish grey-streaked cumbrous font, a group
 Round it, — each side of it, where’er one sees, — 
 Upholds it; shrinking Caryatides
 Of just-tinged marble like Eve’s lilied flesh
 Beneath her maker’s finger when the fresh
 First pulse of life shot brightening the snow.
 The font’s edge burthens every shoulder, so
 They muse upon the ground, eyelids half closed;
 Some, with meek arms behind their backs disposed,
 Some, crossed above their bosoms, some, to veil
 Their eyes, some, propping chin and cheek so pale,
 Some, hanging slack an utter helpless length
 Dead as a buried vestal whose whole strength
 Goes when the grate above shuts heavily.
 So dwell these noiseless girls, patient to see,
 Like priestesses because of sin impure
 Penanced for ever, who resigned endure,
 Having that once drunk sweetness to the dregs.
 And every eve, Sordello’s visit begs
 Pardon for them: constant as eve he came
 To sit beside each in her turn, the same
 As one of them, a certain space: and awe
 Made a great indistinctness till he saw
 Sunset slant cheerful through the buttress-chinks,
 Gold seven times globed; surely our maiden shrinks
 And a smile stirs her as if one faint grain
 Her load were lightened, one shade less the stain
 Obscured her forehead, yet one more bead slipt
 From off the rosary whereby the crypt
 Keeps count of the contritions of its charge?
 Then with a step more light, a heart more large,
 He may depart, leave her and every one
 To linger out the penance in mute stone.
 Ah, but Sordello? ‘T is the tale I mean
 To tell you.
 

            In this castle may be seen,
 On the hill tops, or underneath the vines,
 Or eastward by the mound of firs and pines
 That shuts out Mantua, still in loneliness,
 A slender boy in a loose page’s dress,
 Sordello: do but look on him awhile
 Watching (‘t is autumn) with an earnest smile
 The noisy flock of thievish birds at work
 Among the yellowing vineyards; see him lurk
 (‘T is winter with its sullenest of storms)
 Beside that arras-length of broidered forms,
 On tiptoe, lifting in both hands a light
 Which makes yon warrior’s visage flutter bright

 — Ecelo, dismal father of the brood,
 And Ecelin, close to the girl he wooed,
 Auria, and their Child, with all his wives
 From Agnes to the Tuscan that survives,
 Lady of the castle, Adelaide. His face

 — Look, now he turns away! Yourselves shall trace
 (The delicate nostril swerving wide and fine,
 A sharp and restless lip, so well combine
 With that calm brow) a soul fit to receive
 Delight at every sense; you can believe
 Sordello foremost in the regal class
 Nature has broadly severed from her mass
 Of men, and framed for pleasure, as she frames
 Some happy lands, that have luxurious names,
 For loose fertility; a footfall there
 Suffices to upturn to the warm air
 Half-germinating spices; mere decay
 Produces richer life; and day by day
 New pollen on the lily-petal grows,
 And still more labyrinthine buds the rose.
 You recognise at once the finer dress
 Of flesh that amply lets in loveliness
 At eye and ear, while round the rest is furled
 (As though she would not trust them with her world)
 A veil that shows a sky not near so blue,
 And lets but half the sun look fervid through.
 How can such love? — like souls on each full-fraught
 Discovery brooding, blind at first to aught
 Beyond its beauty, till exceeding love
 Becomes an aching weight; and, to remove
 A curse that haunts such natures — to preclude
 Their finding out themselves can work no good
 To what they love nor make it very blest
 By their endeavour, — they are fain invest
 The lifeless thing with life from their own soul,
 Availing it to purpose, to control,
 To dwell distinct and have peculiar joy
 And separate interests that may employ
 That beauty fitly, for its proper sake.
 Nor rest they here; fresh births of beauty wake
 Fresh homage, every grade of love is past,
 With every mode of loveliness: then cast
 Inferior idols off their borrowed crown
 Before a coming glory. Up and down
 Runs arrowy fire, while earthly forms combine
 To throb the secret forth; a touch divine — 
 And the scaled eyeball owns the mystic rod;
 Visibly through his garden walketh God.
 

So fare they. Now revert. One character
 Denotes them through the progress and the stir, — 
 A need to blend with each external charm,
 Bury themselves, the whole heart wide and warm, — 
 In something not themselves; they would belong
 To what they worship — stronger and more strong
 Thus prodigally fed — which gathers shape
 And feature, soon imprisons past escape
 The votary framed to love and to submit
 Nor ask, as passionate he kneels to it,
 Whence grew the idol’s empery. So runs
 A legend; light had birth ere moons and suns,
 Flowing through space a river and alone,
 Till chaos burst and blank the spheres were strown
 Hither and thither, foundering and blind:
 When into each of them rushed light — to find
 Itself no place, foiled of its radiant chance.
 Let such forego their just inheritance!
 For there ‘s a class that eagerly looks, too,
 On beauty, but, unlike the gentler crew,
 Proclaims each new revealment born a twin
 With a distinctest consciousness within,
 Referring still the quality, now first
 Revealed, to their own soul — its instinct nursed
 In silence, now remembered better, shown
 More thoroughly, but not the less their own;
 A dream come true; the special exercise
 Of any special function that implies
 The being fair, or good, or wise, or strong,
 Dormant within their nature all along — 
 Whose fault? So, homage, other souls direct
 Without, turns inward. “How should this deject
 “Thee, soul?” they murmur; “wherefore strength be quelled
 “Because, its trivial accidents withheld,
 “Organs are missed that clog the world, inert,
 “Wanting a will, to quicken and exert,
 “Like thine — existence cannot satiate,
 “Cannot surprise? Laugh thou at envious fate,
 “Who, from earth’s simplest combination stampt
 “With individuality — uncrampt
 “By living its faint elemental life,
 “Dost soar to heaven’s complexest essence, rife
 “With grandeurs, unaffronted to the last,
 “Equal to being all!”
 

       In truth? Thou hast
 Life, then — wilt challenge life for us: our race
 Is vindicated so, obtains its place
 In thy ascent, the first of us; whom we
 May follow, to the meanest, finally,
 With our more bounded wills?
 

               Ah, but to find
 A certain mood enervate such a mind,
 Counsel it slumber in the solitude
 Thus reached nor, stooping, task for mankind’s good
 Its nature just as life and time accord
 “ — Too narrow an arena to reward
 “Emprize — the world’s occasion worthless since
 “Not absolutely fitted to evince
 “Its mastery!” Or if yet worse befall,
 And a desire possess it to put all
 That nature forth, forcing our straitened sphere
 Contain it, — to display completely here
 The mastery another life should learn,
 Thrusting in time eternity’s concern, — 
 So that Sordello....
 

         Fool, who spied the mark
 Of leprosy upon him, violet-dark
 Already as he loiters? Born just now,
 With the new century, beside the glow
 And efflorescence out of barbarism;
 Witness a Greek or two from the abysm
 That stray through Florence-town with studious air,
 Calming the chisel of that Pisan pair:
 If Nicolo should carve a Christus yet!
 While at Siena is Guidone set,
 Forehead on hand; a painful birth must be
 Matured ere Saint Eufemia’s sacristy
 Or transept gather fruits of one great gaze
 At the moon: look you! The same orange haze, — 
 The same blue stripe round that — and, in the midst,
 Thy spectral whiteness, Mother-maid, who didst
 Pursue the dizzy painter!
 

            Woe, then, worth
 Any officious babble letting forth
 The leprosy confirmed and ruinous
 To spirit lodged in a contracted house!
 Go back to the beginning, rather; blend
 It gently with Sordello’s life; the end
 Is piteous, you may see, but much between
 Pleasant enough. Meantime, some pyx to screen
 The full-grown pest, some lid to shut upon
 The goblin! So they found at Babylon,
 (Colleagues, mad Lucius and sage Antonine)
 Sacking the city, by Apollo’s shrine,
 In rummaging among the rarities,
 A certain coffer; he who made the prize
 Opened it greedily; and out there curled
 Just such another plague, for half the world
 Was stung. Crawl in then, hag, and couch asquat,
 Keeping that blotchy bosom thick in spot
 Until your time is ripe! The coffer-lid
 Is fastened, and the coffer safely hid
 Under the Loxian’s choicest gifts of gold.
 

Who will may hear Sordello’s story told,
 And how he never could remember when
 He dwelt not at Goito. Calmly, then,
 About this secret lodge of Adelaide’s
 Glided his youth away; beyond the glades
 On the fir-forest border, and the rim
 Of the low range of mountain, was for him
 No other world: but this appeared his own
 To wander through at pleasure and alone.
 The castle too seemed empty; far and wide
 Might he disport; only the northern side
 Lay under a mysterious interdict — 
 Slight, just enough remembered to restrict
 His roaming to the corridors, the vault
 Where those font-bearers expiate their fault,
 The maple-chamber, and the little nooks
 And nests, and breezy parapet that looks
 Over the woods to Mantua: there he strolled.
 Some foreign women-servants, very old,
 Tended and crept about him — all his clue
 To the world’s business and embroiled ado
 Distant a dozen hill-tops at the most.
 And first a simple sense of life engrossed
 Sordello in his drowsy Paradise;
 The day’s adventures for the day suffice — 
 Its constant tribute of perceptions strange,
 With sleep and stir in healthy interchange,
 Suffice, and leave him for the next at ease
 Like the great palmer-worm that strips the trees,
 Eats the life out of every luscious plant,
 And, when September finds them sere or scant,
 Puts forth two wondrous winglets, alters quite,
 And hies him after unforeseen delight.
 So fed Sordello, not a shard dissheathed;
 As ever, round each new discovery, wreathed
 Luxuriantly the fancies infantine
 His admiration, bent on making fine
 Its novel friend at any risk, would fling
 In gay profusion forth: a ficklest king,
 Confessed those minions! — eager to dispense
 So much from his own stock of thought and sense
 As might enable each to stand alone
 And serve him for a fellow; with his own,
 Joining the qualities that just before
 Had graced some older favourite. Thus they wore
 A fluctuating halo, yesterday
 Set flicker and to-morrow filched away, — 
 Those upland objects each of separate name,
 Each with an aspect never twice the same,
 Waxing and waning as the new-born host
 Of fancies, like a single night’s hoar-frost,
 Gave to familiar things a face grotesque;
 Only, preserving through the mad burlesque
 A grave regard. Conceive! the orpine patch
 Blossoming earliest on the log-house thatch
 The day those archers wound along the vines — 
 Related to the Chief that left their lines
 To climb with clinking step the northern stair
 Up to the solitary chambers where
 Sordello never came. Thus thrall reached thrall;
 He o’er-festooning every interval,
 As the adventurous spider, making light
 Of distance, shoots her threads from depth to height,
 From barbican to battlement: so flung
 Fantasies forth and in their centre swung
 Our architect, — the breezy morning fresh
 Above, and merry, — all his waving mesh
 Laughing with lucid dew-drops rainbow-edged.
 

This world of ours by tacit pact is pledged
 To laying such a spangled fabric low
 Whether by gradual brush or gallant blow.
 But its abundant will was baulked here: doubt
 Rose tardily in one so fenced about
 From most that nurtures judgment, — care and pain:
 Judgment, that dull expedient we are fain,
 Less favoured, to adopt betimes and force
 Stead us, diverted from our natural course
 Of joys — contrive some yet amid the dearth,
 Vary and render them, it may be, worth
 Most we forego. Suppose Sordello hence
 Selfish enough, without a moral sense
 However feeble; what informed the boy
 Others desired a portion in his joy?
 Or say a ruthful chance broke woof and warp — 
 A heron’s nest beat down by March winds sharp,
 A fawn breathless beneath the precipice,
 A bird with unsoiled breast and unfilmed eyes
 Warm in the brake — could these undo the trance
 Lapping Sordello? Not a circumstance
 That makes for you, friend Naddo! Eat fern-seed
 And peer beside us and report indeed
 If (your word) “genius” dawned with throes and stings
 And the whole fiery catalogue, while springs,
 Summers, and winters quietly came and went.
 

Time put at length that period to content,
 By right the world should have imposed: bereft
 Of its good offices, Sordello, left
 To study his companions, managed rip
 Their fringe off, learn the true relationship,
 Core with its crust, their nature with his own:
 Amid his wild-wood sights he lived alone.
 As if the poppy felt with him! Though he
 Partook the poppy’s red effrontery
 Till Autumn spoiled their fleering quite with rain,
 And, turbanless, a coarse brown rattling crane
 Lay bare. That ‘s gone: yet why renounce, for that,
 His disenchanted tributaries — flat
 Perhaps, but scarce so utterly forlorn,
 Their simple presence might not well be borne
 Whose parley was a transport once: recall
 The poppy’s gifts, it flaunts you, after all,
 A poppy: — why distrust the evidence
 Of each soon satisfied and healthy sense?
 The new-born judgment answered, “little boots
 “Beholding other creatures’ attributes
 “And having none!” or, say that it sufficed,
 “Yet, could one but possess, oneself,” (enticed
 Judgment) “some special office!” Nought beside
 Serves you? “Well then, be somehow justified
 “For this ignoble wish to circumscribe
 “And concentrate, rather than swell, the tribe
 “Of actual pleasures: what, now, from without
 “Effects it? — proves, despite a lurking doubt,
 “Mere sympathy sufficient, trouble spared?
 “That, tasting joys by proxy thus, you fared
 “The better for them?” Thus much craved his soul,
 Alas, from the beginning love is whole
 And true; if sure of nought beside, most sure
 Of its own truth at least; nor may endure
 A crowd to see its face, that cannot know
 How hot the pulses throb its heart below.
 While its own helplessness and utter want
 Of means to worthily be ministrant
 To what it worships, do but fan the more
 Its flame, exalt the idol far before
 Itself as it would have it ever be.
 Souls like Sordello, on the contrary,
 Coerced and put to shame, retaining will,
 Care little, take mysterious comfort still,
 But look forth tremblingly to ascertain
 If others judge their claims not urged in vain,
 And say for them their stifled thoughts aloud.
 So, they must ever live before a crowd:
 — “Vanity,” Naddo tells you.
 

               Whence contrive
 A crowd, now? From these women just alive,
 That archer-troop? Forth glided — not alone
 Each painted warrior, every girl of stone,
 Nor Adelaide (bent double o’er a scroll,
 One maiden at her knees, that eve, his soul
 Shook as he stumbled through the arras’d glooms
 On them, for, ‘mid quaint robes and weird perfumes,
 Started the meagre Tuscan up, — her eyes,
 The maiden’s, also, bluer with surprise)

 — But the entire out-world: whatever, scraps
 And snatches, song and story, dreams perhaps,
 Conceited the world’s offices, and he
 Had hitherto transferred to flower or tree,
 Not counted a befitting heritage
 Each, of its own right, singly to engage
 Some man, no other, — such now dared to stand
 Alone. Strength, wisdom, grace on every hand
 Soon disengaged themselves, and he discerned
 A sort of human life: at least, was turned
 A stream of lifelike figures through his brain.
 Lord, liegeman, valvassor and suzerain,
 Ere he could choose, surrounded him; a stuff
 To work his pleasure on; there, sure enough:
 But as for gazing, what shall fix that gaze?
 Are they to simply testify the ways
 He who convoked them sends his soul along
 With the cloud’s thunder or a dove’s brood-song?

 — While they live each his life, boast each his own
 Peculiar dower of bliss, stand each alone
 In some one point where something dearest loved
 Is easiest gained — far worthier to be proved
 Than aught he envies in the forest-wights!
 No simple and self-evident delights,
 But mixed desires of unimagined range,
 Contrasts or combinations, new and strange,
 Irksome perhaps, yet plainly recognized
 By this, the sudden company — loves prized
 By those who are to prize his own amount
 Of loves. Once care because such make account,
 Allow that foreign recognitions stamp
 The current value, and his crowd shall vamp
 Him counterfeits enough; and so their print
 Be on the piece, ‘t is gold, attests the mint,
 And “good,” pronounce they whom his new appeal
 Is made to: if their casual print conceal — 
 This arbitrary good of theirs o’ergloss
 What he has lived without, nor felt the loss — 
 Qualities strange, ungainly, wearisome,

 — What matter? So must speech expand the dumb
 Part-sigh, part-smile with which Sordello, late
 Whom no poor woodland-sights could satiate,
 Betakes himself to study hungrily
 Just what the puppets his crude phantasy
 Supposes notablest, — popes, kings, priests, knights, — 
 May please to promulgate for appetites;
 Accepting all their artificial joys
 Not as he views them, but as he employs
 Each shape to estimate the other’s stock
 Of attributes, whereon — a marshalled flock
 Of authorized enjoyments — he may spend
 Himself, be men, now, as he used to blend
 With tree and flower — nay more entirely, else
 ‘T were mockery: for instance, “How excels
 “My life that chieftain’s?” (who apprised the youth
 Ecelin, here, becomes this month, in truth,
 Imperial Vicar?) “Turns he in his tent
 “Remissly? Be it so — my head is bent
 “Deliciously amid my girls to sleep.
 “What if he stalks the Trentine-pass? Yon steep
 “I climbed an hour ago with little toil:
 “We are alike there. But can I, too, foil
 “The Guelf’s paid stabber, carelessly afford
 “Saint Mark’s a spectacle, the sleight o’ the sword
 “Baffling the treason in a moment?” Here
 No rescue! Poppy he is none, but peer
 To Ecelin, assuredly: his hand,
 Fashioned no otherwise, should wield a brand
 With Ecelin’s success — try, now! He soon
 Was satisfied, returned as to the moon
 From earth; left each abortive boy’s-attempt
 For feats, from failure happily exempt,
 In fancy at his beck. “One day I will
 “Accomplish it! Are they not older still
 “ — Not grown-up men and women? ‘T is beside
 “Only a dream; and though I must abide
 “With dreams now, I may find a thorough vent
 “For all myself, acquire an instrument
 “For acting what these people act; my soul
 “Hunting a body out may gain its whole
 “Desire some day!” How else express chagrin
 And resignation, show the hope steal in
 With which he let sink from an aching wrist
 The rough-hewn ash-bow? Straight, a gold shaft hissed
 Into the Syrian air, struck Malek down
 Superbly! “Crosses to the breach! God’s Town
 “Is gained him back!” Why bend rough ash-bows more?
 

Thus lives he: if not careless as before,
 Comforted: for one may anticipate,
 Rehearse the future, be prepared when fate
 Shall have prepared in turn real men whose names
 Startle, real places of enormous fames,
 Este abroad and Ecelin at home
 To worship him, — Mantua, Verona, Rome
 To witness it. Who grudges time so spent?
 Rather test qualities to heart’s content — 
 Summon them, thrice selected, near and far — 
 Compress the starriest into one star,
 And grasp the whole at once!
 

               The pageant thinned
 Accordingly; from rank to rank, like wind
 His spirit passed to winnow and divide;
 Back fell the simpler phantasms; every side
 The strong clave to the wise; with either classed
 The beauteous; so, till two or three amassed
 Mankind’s beseemingnesses, and reduced
 Themselves eventually, — graces loosed,
 Strengths lavished, — all to heighten up One Shape
 Whose potency no creature should escape.
 Can it be Friedrich of the bowmen’s talk?
 Surely that grape-juice, bubbling at the stalk,
 Is some grey scorching Saracenic wine
 The Kaiser quaffs with the Miramoline — 
 Those swarthy hazel-clusters, seamed and chapped,
 Or filberts russet-sheathed and velvet-capped,
 Are dates plucked from the bough John Brienne sent
 To keep in mind his sluggish armament
 Of Canaan: — Friedrich’s, all the pomp and fierce
 Demeanour! But harsh sounds and sights transpierce
 So rarely the serene cloud where he dwells
 Whose looks enjoin, whose lightest words are spells
 On the obdurate! That right arm indeed
 Has thunder for its slave; but where ‘s the need
 Of thunder if the stricken multitude
 Hearkens, arrested in its angriest mood,
 While songs go up exulting, then dispread,
 Dispart, disperse, lingering overhead
 Like an escape of angels? ‘T is the tune,
 Nor much unlike the words his women croon
 Smilingly, colourless and faint-designed
 Each, as a worn-out queen’s face some remind
 Of her extreme youth’s love-tales. “Eglamor
 “Made that!” Half minstrel and half emperor,
 What but ill objects vexed him? Such he slew.
 The kinder sort were easy to subdue
 By those ambrosial glances, dulcet tones;
 And these a gracious hand advanced to thrones
 Beneath him. Wherefore twist and torture this,
 Striving to name afresh the antique bliss,
 Instead of saying, neither less nor more,
 He had discovered, as our world before,
 Apollo? That shall be the name; nor bid
 Me rag by rag expose how patchwork hid
 The youth — what thefts of every clime and day
 Contributed to purfle the array
 He climbed with (June at deep) some close ravine
 Mid clatter of its million pebbles sheen,
 Over which, singing soft, the runnel slipped
 Elate with rains: into whose streamlet dipped
 He foot, yet trod, you thought, with unwet sock — 
 Though really on the stubs of living rock
 Ages ago it crenelled; vines for roof,
 Lindens for wall; before him, aye aloof,
 Flittered in the cool some azure damsel-fly,
 Born of the simmering quiet, there to die.
 Emerging whence, Apollo still, he spied
 Mighty descents of forest; multiplied
 Tuft on tuft, here, the frolic myrtle-trees,
 There gendered the grave maple stocks at ease.
 And, proud of its observer, straight the wood
 Tried old surprises on him; black it stood
 A sudden barrier (’twas a cloud passed o’er)
 So dead and dense, the tiniest brute no more
 Must pass; yet presently (the cloud dispatched)
 Each clump, behold, was glistering detached
 A shrub, oak-boles shrunk into ilex-stems!
 Yet could not he denounce the stratagems
 He saw thro’, till, hours thence, aloft would hang
 White summer-lightnings; as it sank and sprang
 To measure, that whole palpitating breast
 Of heaven, ‘t was Apollo, nature prest
 At eve to worship.
 

                   Time stole: by degrees
 The Pythons perish off; his votaries
 Sink to respectful distance; songs redeem
 Their pains, but briefer; their dismissals seem
 Emphatic; only girls are very slow
 To disappear — his Delians! Some that glow
 O’ the instant, more with earlier loves to wrench
 Away, reserves to quell, disdains to quench;
 Alike in one material circumstance — 
 All soon or late adore Apollo! Glance
 The bevy through, divine Apollo’s choice,
 His Daphne! “We secure Count Richard’s voice
 “In Este’s counsels, good for Este’s ends
 “As our Taurello,” say his faded friends,
 “By granting him our Palma!” — the sole child,
 They mean, of Agnes Este who beguiled
 Ecelin, years before this Adelaide
 Wedded and turned him wicked: “but the maid
 “Rejects his suit,” those sleepy women boast.
 She, scorning all beside, deserves the most
 Sordello: so, conspicuous in his world
 Of dreams sat Palma. How the tresses curled
 Into a sumptuous swell of gold and wound
 About her like a glory! even the ground
 Was bright as with spilt sunbeams; breathe not, breathe
 Not! — poised, see, one leg doubled underneath,
 Its small foot buried in the dimpling snow,
 Rests, but the other, listlessly below,
 O’er the couch-side swings feeling for cool air,
 The vein-streaks swollen a richer violet where
 The languid blood lies heavily; yet calm
 On her slight prop, each flat and outspread palm,
 As but suspended in the act to rise
 By consciousness of beauty, whence her eyes
 Turn with so frank a triumph, for she meets
 Apollo’s gaze in the pine glooms.
 

     Time fleets:
 That ‘s worst! Because the pre-appointed age
 Approaches. Fate is tardy with the stage
 And crowd she promised. Lean he grows and pale,
 Though restlessly at rest. Hardly avail
 Fancies to soothe him. Time steals, yet alone
 He tarries here! The earnest smile is gone.
 How long this might continue matters not;

 — For ever, possibly; since to the spot
 None come: our lingering Taurello quits
 Mantua at last, and light our lady flits
 Back to her place disburthened of a care.
 Strange — to be constant here if he is there!
 Is it distrust? Oh, never! for they both
 Goad Ecelin alike, Romano’s growth
 Is daily manifest, with Azzo dumb
 And Richard wavering: let but Friedrich come,
 Find matter for the minstrelsy’s report

 — Lured from the Isle and its young Kaiser’s court
 To sing us a Messina morning up,
 And, double rillet of a drinking cup,
 Sparkle along to ease the land of drouth,
 Northward to Provence that, and thus far south
 The other! What a method to apprise
 Neighbours of births, espousals, obsequies,
 Which in their very tongue the Troubadour
 Records! and his performance makes a tour,
 For Trouveres bear the miracle about,
 Explain its cunning to the vulgar rout,
 Until the Formidable House is famed
 Over the country — as Taurello aimed,
 Who introduced, although the rest adopt,
 The novelty. Such games, her absence stopped,
 Begin afresh now Adelaide, recluse
 No longer, in the light of day pursues
 Her plans at Mantua: whence an accident
 Which, breaking on Sordello’s mixed content
 Opened, like any flash that cures the blind,
 The veritable business of mankind.
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Fra Lippo Lippi
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

I AM poor brother Lippo, by your leave!
 You need not clap your torches to my face.
 Zooks, what’s to blame? you think you see a monk!
 What, ’tis past midnight, and you go the rounds,
 And here you catch me at an alley’s end
 Where sportive ladies leave their doors ajar?
 The Carmine’s my cloister: hunt it up,
 Do, — harry out, if you must show your zeal,
 Whatever rat, there, haps on his wrong hole,
 And nip each softling of a wee white mouse,

Weke, weke, that’s crept to keep him company!
 Aha, you know your betters! Then, you’ll take
 Your hand away that’s fiddling on my throat,
 And please to know me likewise. Who am I?
 Why, one, sir, who is lodging with a friend
 Three streets off — he’s a certain . . . how d’ye call?
 Master — a . . .Cosimo of the Medici,
 I’ the house that caps the corner. Boh! you were best!
 Remember and tell me, the day you’re hanged,
 How you affected such a gullet’s-gripe!
 But you, sir, it concerns you that your knaves
 Pick up a manner nor discredit you:
 Zooks, are we pilchards, that they sweep the streets
 And count fair price what comes into their net?
 He’s Judas to a tittle, that man is!
 Just such a face! Why, sir, you make amends.
 Lord, I’m not angry! Bid your hang-dogs go
 Drink out this quarter-florin to the health
 Of the munificent House that harbours me
 (And many more beside, lads! more beside!)
 And all’s come square again. I’d like his face — 
 His, elbowing on his comrade in the door
 With the pike and lantern, — for the slave that holds
 John Baptist’s head a-dangle by the hair
 With one hand (“Look you, now,” as who should say)
 And his weapon in the other, yet unwiped!
 It’s not your chance to have a bit of chalk,
 A wood-coal or the like? or you should see!
 Yes, I’m the painter, since you style me so.
 What, brother Lippo’s doings, up and down,
 You know them and they take you? like enough!
 I saw the proper twinkle in your eye — 
 ‘Tell you, I liked your looks at very first.
 Let’s sit and set things straight now, hip to haunch.
 Here’s spring come, and the nights one makes up bands
 To roam the town and sing out carnival,
 And I’ve been three weeks shut within my mew,
 A-painting for the great man, saints and saints
 And saints again. I could not paint all night — 
 Ouf! I leaned out of window for fresh air.
 There came a hurry of feet and little feet,
 A sweep of lute strings, laughs, and whifts of song, — 

Flower o’ the broom,
 Take away love, and our earth is a tomb!
 Flower o’ the quince,
 I let Lisa go, and what good in life since?
 Flower o’ the thyme — and so on. Round they went.
 Scarce had they turned the corner when a titter
 Like the skipping of rabbits by moonlight, — three slim shapes,
 And a face that looked up . . . zooks, sir, flesh and blood,
 That’s all I’m made of! Into shreds it went,
 Curtain and counterpane and coverlet,
 All the bed-furniture — a dozen knots,
 There was a ladder! Down I let myself,
 Hands and feet, scrambling somehow, and so dropped,
 And after them. I came up with the fun
 Hard by Saint Laurence, hail fellow, well met, — 

Flower o’ the rose,
 If I’ve been merry, what matter who knows?
 And so as I was stealing back again
 To get to bed and have a bit of sleep
 Ere I rise up to-morrow and go work
 On Jerome knocking at his poor old breast
 With his great round stone to subdue the flesh,
 You snap me of the sudden. Ah, I see!
 Though your eye twinkles still, you shake your head — 
 Mine’s shaved — a monk, you say — the sting ‘s in that!
 If Master Cosimo announced himself,
 Mum’s the word naturally; but a monk!
 Come, what am I a beast for? tell us, now!
 I was a baby when my mother died
 And father died and left me in the street.
 I starved there, God knows how, a year or two
 On fig-skins, melon-parings, rinds and shucks,
 Refuse and rubbish. One fine frosty day,
 My stomach being empty as your hat,
 The wind doubled me up and down I went.
 Old Aunt Lapaccia trussed me with one hand,
 (Its fellow was a stinger as I knew)
 And so along the wall, over the bridge,
 By the straight cut to the convent. Six words there,
 While I stood munching my first bread that month:
 “So, boy, you’re minded,” quoth the good fat father
 Wiping his own mouth, ’twas refection-time, — 
 “To quit this very miserable world?
 Will you renounce” . . . “the mouthful of bread?” thought I;
 By no means! Brief, they made a monk of me;
 I did renounce the world, its pride and greed,
 Palace, farm, villa, shop, and banking-house,
 Trash, such as these poor devils of Medici
 Have given their hearts to — all at eight years old.
 Well, sir, I found in time, you may be sure,
 ’Twas not for nothing — the good bellyful,
 The warm serge and the rope that goes all round,
 And day-long blessed idleness beside!
 “Let’s see what the urchin’s fit for” — that came next.
 Not overmuch their way, I must confess.
 Such a to-do! They tried me with their books:
 Lord, they’d have taught me Latin in pure waste!

Flower o’ the clove.
 All the Latin I construe is, “amo” I love!
 But, mind you, when a boy starves in the streets
 Eight years together, as my fortune was,
 Watching folk’s faces to know who will fling
 The bit of half-stripped grape-bunch he desires,
 And who will curse or kick him for his pains, — 
 Which gentleman processional and fine,
 Holding a candle to the Sacrament,
 Will wink and let him lift a plate and catch
 The droppings of the wax to sell again,
 Or holla for the Eight and have him whipped, — 
 How say I? — nay, which dog bites, which lets drop
 His bone from the heap of offal in the street, — 
 Why, soul and sense of him grow sharp alike,
 He learns the look of things, and none the less
 For admonition from the hunger-pinch.
 I had a store of such remarks, be sure,
 Which, after I found leisure, turned to use.
 I drew men’s faces on my copy-books,
 Scrawled them within the antiphonary’s marge,
 Joined legs and arms to the long music-notes,
 Found eyes and nose and chin for A’s and B’s,
 And made a string of pictures of the world
 Betwixt the ins and outs of verb and noun,
 On the wall, the bench, the door. The monks looked black.
 “Nay,” quoth the Prior, “turn him out, d’ye say?
 In no wise. Lose a crow and catch a lark.
 What if at last we get our man of parts,
 We Carmelites, like those Camaldolese
 And Preaching Friars, to do our church up fine
 And put the front on it that ought to be!”
 And hereupon he bade me daub away.
 Thank you! my head being crammed, the walls a blank,
 Never was such prompt disemburdening.
 First, every sort of monk, the black and white,
 I drew them, fat and lean: then, folk at church,
 From good old gossips waiting to confess
 Their cribs of barrel-droppings, candle-ends, — 
 To the breathless fellow at the altar-foot,
 Fresh from his murder, safe and sitting there
 With the little children round him in a row
 Of admiration, half for his beard and half
 For that white anger of his victim’s son
 Shaking a fist at him with one fierce arm,
 Signing himself with the other because of Christ
 (Whose sad face on the cross sees only this
 After the passion of a thousand years)
 Till some poor girl, her apron o’er her head,
 (Which the intense eyes looked through) came at eve
 On tiptoe, said a word, dropped in a loaf,
 Her pair of earrings and a bunch of flowers
 (The brute took growling), prayed, and so was gone.
 I painted all, then cried “’Tis ask and have;
 Choose, for more’s ready!” — laid the ladder flat,
 And showed my covered bit of cloister-wall.
 The monks closed in a circle and praised loud
 Till checked, taught what to see and not to see,
 Being simple bodies,— “That’s the very man!
 Look at the boy who stoops to pat the dog!
 That woman’s like the Prior’s niece who comes
 To care about his asthma: it’s the life!”
 But there my triumph’s straw-fire flared and funked;
 Their betters took their turn to see and say:
 The Prior and the learned pulled a face
 And stopped all that in no time. “How? what’s here?
 Quite from the mark of painting, bless us all!
 Faces, arms, legs, and bodies like the true
 As much as pea and pea! it’s devil’s-game!
 Your business is not to catch men with show,
 With homage to the perishable clay,
 But lift them over it, ignore it all,
 Make them forget there’s such a thing as flesh.
 Your business is to paint the souls of men — 
 Man’s soul, and it’s a fire, smoke . . . no, it’s not . . .
 It’s vapour done up like a new-born babe — 
 (In that shape when you die it leaves your mouth)
 It’s . . . well, what matters talking, it’s the soul!
 Give us no more of body than shows soul!
 Here’s Giotto, with his Saint a-praising God,
 That sets us praising — why not stop with him?
 Why put all thoughts of praise out of our head
 With wonder at lines, colours, and what not?
 Paint the soul, never mind the legs and arms!
 Rub all out, try at it a second time.
 Oh, that white smallish female with the breasts,
 She’s just my niece . . . Herodias, I would say, — 
 Who went and danced and got men’s heads cut off!
 Have it all out!” Now, is this sense, I ask?
 A fine way to paint soul, by painting body
 So ill, the eye can’t stop there, must go further
 And can’t fare worse! Thus, yellow does for white
 When what you put for yellow’s simply black,
 And any sort of meaning looks intense
 When all beside itself means and looks nought.
 Why can’t a painter lift each foot in turn,
 Left foot and right foot, go a double step,
 Make his flesh liker and his soul more like,
 Both in their order? Take the prettiest face,
 The Prior’s niece . . . patron-saint — is it so pretty
 You can’t discover if it means hope, fear,
 Sorrow or joy? won’t beauty go with these?
 Suppose I’ve made her eyes all right and blue,
 Can’t I take breath and try to add life’s flash,
 And then add soul and heighten them three-fold?
 Or say there’s beauty with no soul at all — 
 (I never saw it — put the case the same — )
 If you get simple beauty and nought else,
 You get about the best thing God invents:
 That’s somewhat: and you’ll find the soul you have missed,
 Within yourself, when you return him thanks.
 “Rub all out!” Well, well, there’s my life, in short,
 And so the thing has gone on ever since.
 I’m grown a man no doubt, I’ve broken bounds:
 You should not take a fellow eight years old
 And make him swear to never kiss the girls.
 I’m my own master, paint now as I please — 
 Having a friend, you see, in the Corner-house!
 Lord, it’s fast holding by the rings in front — 
 Those great rings serve more purposes than just
 To plant a flag in, or tie up a horse!
 And yet the old schooling sticks, the old grave eyes
 Are peeping o’er my shoulder as I work,
 The heads shake still— “It’s art’s decline, my son!
 You’re not of the true painters, great and old;
 Brother Angelico’s the man, you’ll find;
 Brother Lorenzo stands his single peer:
 Fag on at flesh, you’ll never make the third!”

Flower o’ the pine,
 You keep your mistr . . . manners, and I’ll stick to mine!
 I’m not the third, then: bless us, they must know!
 Don’t you think they’re the likeliest to know,
 They with their Latin? So, I swallow my rage,
 Clench my teeth, suck my lips in tight, and paint
 To please them — sometimes do and sometimes don’t;
 For, doing most, there’s pretty sure to come
 A turn, some warm eve finds me at my saints — 
 A laugh, a cry, the business of the world — 

(Flower o’ the peach
 Death for us all, and his own life for each!)
 And my whole soul revolves, the cup runs over,
 The world and life’s too big to pass for a dream,
 And I do these wild things in sheer despite,
 And play the fooleries you catch me at,
 In pure rage! The old mill-horse, out at grass
 After hard years, throws up his stiff heels so,
 Although the miller does not preach to him
 The only good of grass is to make chaff.
 What would men have? Do they like grass or no — 
 May they or mayn’t they? all I want’s the thing
 Settled for ever one way. As it is,
 You tell too many lies and hurt yourself:
 You don’t like what you only like too much,
 You do like what, if given you at your word,
 You find abundantly detestable.
 For me, I think I speak as I was taught;
 I always see the garden and God there
 A-making man’s wife: and, my lesson learned,
 The value and significance of flesh,
 I can’t unlearn ten minutes afterwards.
 

You understand me: I’m a beast, I know.
 But see, now — why, I see as certainly
 As that the morning-star’s about to shine,
 What will hap some day. We’ve a youngster here
 Comes to our convent, studies what I do,
 Slouches and stares and lets no atom drop:
 His name is Guidi — he’ll not mind the monks — 
 They call him Hulking Tom, he lets them talk — 
 He picks my practice up — he’ll paint apace.
 I hope so — though I never live so long,
 I know what’s sure to follow. You be judge!
 You speak no Latin more than I, belike;
 However, you’re my man, you’ve seen the world

 — The beauty and the wonder and the power,
 The shapes of things, their colours, lights and shades,
 Changes, surprises, — and God made it all!

 — For what? Do you feel thankful, ay or no,
 For this fair town’s face, yonder river’s line,
 The mountain round it and the sky above,
 Much more the figures of man, woman, child,
 These are the frame to? What’s it all about?
 To be passed over, despised? or dwelt upon,
 Wondered at? oh, this last of course! — you say.
 But why not do as well as say, — paint these
 Just as they are, careless what comes of it?
 God’s works — paint any one, and count it crime
 To let a truth slip. Don’t object, “His works
 Are here already; nature is complete:
 Suppose you reproduce her — (which you can’t)
 There’s no advantage! you must beat her, then.”
 For, don’t you mark? we’re made so that we love
 First when we see them painted, things we have passed
 Perhaps a hundred times nor cared to see;
 And so they are better, painted — better to us,
 Which is the same thing. Art was given for that;
 God uses us to help each other so,
 Lending our minds out. Have you noticed, now,
 Your cullion’s hanging face? A bit of chalk,
 And trust me but you should, though! How much more,
 If I drew higher things with the same truth!
 That were to take the Prior’s pulpit-place,
 Interpret God to all of you! Oh, oh,
 It makes me mad to see what men shall do
 And we in our graves! This world’s no blot for us,
 Nor blank; it means intensely, and means good:
 To find its meaning is my meat and drink.
 “Ay, but you don’t so instigate to prayer!”
 Strikes in the Prior: “when your meaning’s plain
 It does not say to folk — remember matins,
 Or, mind you fast next Friday!” Why, for this
 What need of art at all? A skull and bones,
 Two bits of stick nailed crosswise, or, what’s best,
 A bell to chime the hour with, does as well.
 I painted a Saint Laurence six months since
 At Prato, splashed the fresco in fine style:
 “How looks my painting, now the scaffold’s down?”
 I ask a brother: “Hugely,” he returns — 
 “Already not one phiz of your three slaves
 Who turn the Deacon off his toasted side,
 But’s scratched and prodded to our heart’s content,
 The pious people have so eased their own
 With coming to say prayers there in a rage:
 We get on fast to see the bricks beneath.
 Expect another job this time next year,
 For pity and religion grow i’ the crowd — 
 Your painting serves its purpose!” Hang the fools!
 

 — That is — you’ll not mistake an idle word
 Spoke in a huff by a poor monk, God wot,
 Tasting the air this spicy night which turns
 The unaccustomed head like Chianti wine!
 Oh, the church knows! don’t misreport me, now!
 It’s natural a poor monk out of bounds
 Should have his apt word to excuse himself:
 And hearken how I plot to make amends.
 I have bethought me: I shall paint a piece
 . . . There’s for you! Give me six months, then go, see
 Something in Sant’ Ambrogio’s! Bless the nuns!
 They want a cast o’ my office. I shall paint
 God in the midst, Madonna and her babe,
 Ringed by a bowery, flowery angel-brood,
 Lilies and vestments and white faces, sweet
 As puff on puff of grated orris-root
 When ladies crowd to Church at midsummer.
 And then i’ the front, of course a saint or two — 
 Saint John’ because he saves the Florentines,
 Saint Ambrose, who puts down in black and white
 The convent’s friends and gives them a long day,
 And Job, I must have him there past mistake,
 The man of Uz (and Us without the z,
 Painters who need his patience). Well, all these
 Secured at their devotion, up shall come
 Out of a corner when you least expect,
 As one by a dark stair into a great light,
 Music and talking, who but Lippo! I! — 
 Mazed, motionless, and moonstruck — I’m the man!
 Back I shrink — what is this I see and hear?
 I, caught up with my monk’s-things by mistake,
 My old serge gown and rope that goes all round,
 I, in this presence, this pure company!
 Where’s a hole, where’s a corner for escape?
 Then steps a sweet angelic slip of a thing
 Forward, puts out a soft palm— “Not so fast!”

 — Addresses the celestial presence, “nay — 
 He made you and devised you, after all,
 Though he’s none of you! Could Saint John there draw — 
 His camel-hair make up a painting brush?
 We come to brother Lippo for all that,

Iste perfecit opus! So, all smile — 
 I shuffle sideways with my blushing face
 Under the cover of a hundred wings
 Thrown like a spread of kirtles when you’re gay
 And play hot cockles, all the doors being shut,
 Till, wholly unexpected, in there pops
 The hothead husband! Thus I scuttle off
 To some safe bench behind, not letting go
 The palm of her, the little lily thing
 That spoke the good word for me in the nick,
 Like the Prior’s niece . . . Saint Lucy, I would say.
 And so all’s saved for me, and for the church
 A pretty picture gained. Go, six months hence!
 Your hand, sir, and good-bye: no lights, no lights!
 The street’s hushed, and I know my own way back,
 Don’t fear me! There’s the grey beginning. Zooks!
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Home-thoughts, from the Sea
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

NOBLY, nobly Cape Saint Vincent to the North-west died away;

Sunset ran, one glorious blood-red, reeking into Cadiz Bay;

Bluish ‘mid the burning water, full in face Trafalgar lay;

In the dimmest North-east distance dawn’d Gibraltar grand and gray;

‘Here and here did England help me: how can I help England?’ — say,   5

Whoso turns as I, this evening, turn to God to praise and pray,

While Jove’s planet rises yonder, silent over Africa.
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Parting at Morning
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

ROUND the cape of a sudden came the sea,

And the sun look’d over the mountain’s rim:

And straight was a path of gold for him,

And the need of a world of men for me.
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The Lost Mistress
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

ALL’S over, then: does truth sound bitter

 As one at first believes?

Hark, ’tis the sparrows’ good-night twitter

 About your cottage eaves!
 

And the leaf-buds on the vine are woolly,   5

 I noticed that, to-day;

One day more bursts them open fully

 — You know the red turns gray.
 

To-morrow we meet the same then, dearest?

 May I take your hand in mine?   10

Mere friends are we, — well, friends the merest

 Keep much that I resign:
 

For each glance of the eye so bright and black,

 Though I keep with heart’s endeavour, — 

Your voice, when you wish the snowdrops back,   15

 Though it stay in my soul for ever!
 

Yet I will but say what mere friends say,

 Or only a thought stronger;

I will hold your hand but as long as all may,

 Or so very little longer!   20
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The Last Ride Together
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

I SAID — Then, dearest, since ’tis so,

Since now at length my fate I know,

Since nothing all my love avails,

Since all, my life seem’d meant for, fails,

 Since this was written and needs must be — 5

My whole heart rises up to bless

Your name in pride and thankfulness!

Take back the hope you gave, — I claim

Only a memory of the same,

 — And this beside, if you will not blame;   10

 Your leave for one more last ride with me.
 

My mistress bent that brow of hers,

Those deep dark eyes where pride demurs

When pity would be softening through,

Fix’d me a breathing-while or two   15

 With life or death in the balance: right!

The blood replenish’d me again;

My last thought was at least not vain:

I and my mistress, side by side

Shall be together, breathe and ride,   20

So, one day more am I deified.

 Who knows but the world may end to-night?
 

Hush! if you saw some western cloud

All billowy-bosom’d, over-bow’d

By many benedictions — sun’s   25

And moon’s and evening-star’s at once — 

 And so, you, looking and loving best,

Conscious grew, your passion drew

Cloud, sunset, moonrise, star-shine too,

Down on you, near and yet more near,   30

Till flesh must fade for heaven was here! — 

Thus leant she and linger’d — joy and fear!

 Thus lay she a moment on my breast.
 

Then we began to ride. My soul

Smooth’d itself out, a long-cramp’d scroll   35

Freshening and fluttering in the wind.

Past hopes already lay behind.

 What need to strive with a life awry?

Had I said that, had I done this,

So might I gain, so might I miss.   40

Might she have loved me? just as well

She might have hated, who can tell!

Where had I been now if the worst befell?

 And here we are riding, she and I.
 

Fail I alone, in words and deeds?   45

Why, all men strive and who succeeds?

We rode; it seem’d my spirit flew,

Saw other regions, cities new,

 As the world rush’d by on either side.

I thought, — All labour, yet no less   50

Bear up beneath their unsuccess.

Look at the end of work, contrast

The petty done, the undone vast,

This present of theirs with the hopeful past!

 I hoped she would love me; here we ride.   55
 

What hand and brain went ever pair’d?

What heart alike conceived and dared?

What act proved all its thought had been?

What will but felt the fleshly screen?

 We ride and I see her bosom heave.   60

There’s many a crown for who can reach.

Ten lines, a statesman’s life in each!

The flag stuck on a heap of bones,

A soldier’s doing! what atones?

They scratch his name on the Abbey-stones.   65

 My riding is better, by their leave.
 

What does it all mean, poet? Well,

Your brains beat into rhythm, you tell

What we felt only; you express’d

You hold things beautiful the best,   70

 And pace them in rhyme so, side by side.

’Tis something, nay ’tis much: but then,

Have you yourself what’s best for men?

Are you — poor, sick, old ere your time — 

Nearer one whit your own sublime   75

Than we who never have turn’d a rhyme?

 Sing, riding’s a joy! For me, I ride.
 

And you, great sculptor — so, you gave

A score of years to Art, her slave,

And that’s your Venus, whence we turn   80

To yonder girl that fords the burn!

 You acquiesce, and shall I repine?

What, man of music, you grown gray

With notes and nothing else to say,

Is this your sole praise from a friend,   85

‘Greatly his opera’s strains intend,

Put in music we know how fashions end!’

 I gave my youth: but we ride, in fine.
 

Who knows what’s fit for us? Had fate

Proposed bliss here should sublimate   90

My being — had I sign’d the bond — 

Still one must lead some life beyond,

 Have a bliss to die with, dim-descried.

This foot once planted on the goal,

This glory-garland round my soul,   95

Could I descry such? Try and test!

I sink back shuddering from the quest

Earth being so good, would heaven seem best?

 Now, heaven and she are beyond this ride.
 

And yet — she has not spoke so long!   100

What if heaven be that, fair and strong

At life’s best, with our eyes upturn’d

Whither life’s flower is first discern’d,

 We, fix’d so, ever should so abide?

What if we still ride on, we two   105

With life for ever old yet new,

Changed not in kind but in degree,

The instant made eternity, — 

And heaven just prove that I and she

 Ride, ride together, for ever ride?   110
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Pippa’s Song
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

THE YEAR’S at the spring,

And day’s at the morn;

Morning’s at seven;

The hill-side’s dew-pearl’d;

The lark’s on the wing;   5

The snail’s on the thorn;

God’s in His heaven — 

All’s right with the world!
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








You’ll Love Me Yet
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

YOU’LL love me yet! — and I can tarry

 Your love’s protracted growing:

June rear’d that bunch of flowers you carry,

 From seeds of April’s sowing.
 

I plant a heartful now: some seed   5

 At least is sure to strike,

And yield — what you’ll not pluck indeed,

 Not love, but, may be, like.
 

You’ll look at least on love’s remains,

 A grave’s one violet:   10

Your look? — that pays a thousand pains.

 What’s death? You’ll love me yet!
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My Last Duchess
 

Ferrara
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

THAT’S my last Duchess painted on the wall,

Looking as if she were alive. I call

That piece a wonder, now: Frà Pandolf’s hands

Worked busily a day, and there she stands.

Will’t please you sit and look at her? I said   5

“Frà Pandolf” by design, for never read

Strangers like you that pictured countenance,

The depth and passion of its earnest glance,

But to myself they turned (since none puts by

The curtain I have drawn for you, but I)   10

And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst,

How such a glance came there; so, not the first

Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, ’twas not

Her husband’s presence only, called that spot

Of joy into the Duchess’ cheek: perhaps   15

Frà Pandolf chanced to say, “Her mantle laps

Over my lady’s wrist too much,” or “Paint

Must never hope to reproduce the faint

Half-flush that dies along her throat:” such stuff

Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough   20

For calling up that spot of joy. She had

A heart — how shall I say? — too soon made glad.

Too easily impressed: she liked whate’er

She looked on, and her looks went everywhere.

Sir, ’twas all one! My favor at her breast,   25

The dropping of the daylight in the West,

The bough of cherries some officious fool

Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule

She rode with round the terrace — all and each

Would draw from her alike the approving speech,   30

Or blush, at least. She thanked men, — good! but thanked

Somehow — I know not how — as if she ranked

My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name

With anybody’s gift. Who’d stoop to blame

This sort of trifling? Even had you skill   35

In speech — (which I have not) — to make your will

Quite clear to such an one, and say, “Just this

Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss,

Or there exceed the mark” — and if she let

Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set   40

Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse,

 — E’en then would be some stooping; and I choose

Never to stoop. Oh sir, she smiled, no doubt,

Whene’er I passed her; but who passed without

Much the same smile? This grew; I gave commands;   45

Then all smiles stopped together. There she stands

As if alive. Will’t please you rise? We’ll meet

The company below, then. I repeat,

The Count your master’s known munificence

Is ample warrant that no just pretence   50

Of mine for dowry will be disallowed;

Though his fair daughter’s self, as I avowed

At starting, is my object. Nay, we’ll go

Together down, sir. Notice Neptune, though,

Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity,   55

Which Claus of Innsbruck cast in bronze for me!
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








The Bishop Orders His Tomb at Saint Praxed’s Church
 

Rome, 15 — 
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

VANITY, saith the preacher, vanity!

Draw round my bed: is Anselm keeping back?

Nephews — sons mine … ah God, I know not! Well — 

She, men would have to be your mother once,

Old Gandolf envied me, so fair she was!   5

What’s done is done, and she is dead beside,

Dead long ago, and I am Bishop since,

And as she died so must we die ourselves,

And thence ye may perceive the world’s a dream.

Life, how and what is it? As here I lie   10

In this state-chamber, dying by degrees,

Hours and long hours in the dead night, I ask

“Do I live, am I dead?” Peace, peace seems all.

Saint Praxed’s ever was the church for peace;

And so, about this tomb of mine. I fought   15

With tooth and nail to save my niche, ye know:

 — Old Gandolf cozened me, despite my care;

Shrewd was that snatch from out the corner South

He graced his carrion with, God curse the same!

Yet still my niche is not so cramped but thence   20

One sees the pulpit o’ the epistle-side,

And somewhat of the choir, those silent seats,

And up into the very dome where live

The angels, and a sunbeam’s sure to lurk:

And I shall fill my slab of basalt there,   25

And ‘neath my tabernacle take my rest,

With those nine columns round me, two and two,

The odd one at my feet where Anselm stands:

Peach-blossom marble all, the rare, the ripe

As fresh poured red wine of a mighty pulse   30

 — Old Gandolf with his paltry onion-stone,

Put me where I may look at him! True peach,

Rosy and flawless: how I earned the prize!

Draw close: that conflagration of my church

 — What then? So much was saved if aught were missed!   35

My sons, ye would not be my death? Go dig

The white-grape vineyard where the oil-press stood,

Drop water gently till the surface sink,

And if ye find … Ah God, I know not, I! …

Bedded in store of rotten fig-leaves soft,   40

And corded up in a tight olive-frail,

Some lump, ah God, of lapis lazuli,

Big as a Jew’s head cut off at the nape,

Blue as a vein o’er the Madonna’s breast

Sons, all have I bequeathed you, villas, all,   45

That brave Frascati villa with its bath,

So, let the blue lump poise between my knees,

Like God the Father’s globe on both his hands

Ye worship in the Jesu Church so gay,

For Gandolf shall not choose but see and burst!   50

Swift as a weaver’s shuttle fleet our years:

Man goeth to the grave, and where is he?

Did I say basalt for my slab, sons? Black — 

’Twas ever antique-black I meant! How else

Shall ye contrast my frieze to come beneath?   55

The bas-relief in bronze ye promised me.

Those Pans and Nymphs ye wot of, and perchance

Some tripod, thyrsus, with a vase or so,

The Saviour at his sermon on the mount,

Saint Praxed in a glory, and one Pan   60

Ready to twitch the Nymph’s last garment off,

And Moses with the tables … but I know

Ye mark me not! What do they whisper thee,

Child of my bowels, Anselm? Ah, ye hope

To revel down my villas while I gasp   65

Bricked o’er with beggar’s mouldy travertine

Which Gandolf from his tomb-top chuckles at!

Nay, boys, ye love me — all of jasper, then!

’Tis jasper ye stand pledged to, lest I grieve.

My bath must needs be left behind, alas!   70

One block, pure green as a pistachio-nut,

There’s plenty jasper somewhere in the world — 

And have I not Saint Praxed’s ear to pray

Horses for ye, and brown Greek manuscripts,

And mistresses with great smooth marbly limbs?   75

 — That’s if ye carve my epitaph aright,

Choice Latin, picked phrase, Tully’s every word,

No gaudy ware like Gandolf’s second line — 

Tully, my masters? Ulpian serves his need!

And then how I shall lie through centuries,   80

And hear the blessed mutter of the mass,

And see God made and eaten all day long,

And feel the steady candle-flame, and taste

Good strong thick stupefying incense-smoke!

For as I lie here, hours of the dead night,   85

Dying in state and by such slow degrees,

I fold my arms as if they clasped a crook,

And stretch my feet forth straight as stone can point,

And let the bedclothes, for a mortcloth, drop

Into great laps and folds of sculptor’s work:   90

And as yon tapers dwindle, and strange thoughts

Grow, with a certain humming in my ears,

About the life before I lived this life,

And this life too, popes, cardinals and priests,

Saint Praxed at his sermon on the mount,   95

Your tall pale mother with her talking eyes,

And new-found agate urns as fresh as day,

And marble’s language, Latin pure, discreet,

 — Aha, ELUCESCEBAT quoth our friend?

No Tully, said I, Ulpian at the best!   100

Evil and brief hath been my pilgrimage.

All lapis, all, sons! Else I give the Pope

My villas! Will ye ever eat my heart?

Ever your eyes were as a lizard’s quick,

They glitter like your mother’s for my soul,   105

Or ye would heighten my impoverished frieze,

Piece out its starved design, and fill my vase

With grapes, and add a visor and a Term,

And to the tripod ye would tie a lynx

That in his struggle throws the thyrsus down,   110

To comfort me on my entablature

Whereon I am to lie till I must ask

“Do I live, am I dead?” There, leave me, there!

For ye have stabbed me with ingratitude

To death — ye wish it — God, ye wish it! Stone — 115

Gritstone, a crumble! Clammy squares which sweat

As if the corpse they keep were oozing through — 

And no more lapis to delight the world!

Well, go! I bless ye. Fewer tapers there,

But in a row: and, going, turn your backs   120

 — Ay, like departing altar-ministrants,

And leave me in my church, the church for peace,

That I may watch at leisure if he leers — 

Old Gandolf — at me, from his onion-stone,

As still he envied me, so fair she was!   125
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Evelyn Hope
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

BEAUTIFUL Evelyn Hope is dead!

 Sit and watch by her side an hour.

That is her book-shelf, this her bed;

 She plucked that piece of geranium-flower,

Beginning to die too, in the glass;   5

 Little has yet been changed, I think:

The shutters are shut, no light may pass

 Save two long rays through the hinge’s chink.
 

Sixteen years old when she died!

 Perhaps she had scarcely heard my name;   10

It was not her time to love; beside,

 Her life had many a hope and aim,

Duties enough and little cares,

 And now was quiet, now astir,

Till God’s hand beckoned unawares, — 15

 And the sweet white brow is all of her.
 

Is it too late then, Evelyn Hope?

 What, your soul was pure and true,

The good stars met in your horoscope,

 Made you of spirit, fire and dew — 20

And, just because I was thrice as old

 And our paths in the world diverged so wide,

Each was naught to each, must I be told?

 We were fellow mortals, naught beside?
 

No, indeed! for God above   25

 Is great to grant, as mighty to make,

And creates the love to reward the love:

 I claim you still, for my own love’s sake!

Delayed it may be for more lives yet,

 Through worlds I shall traverse, not a few:   30

Much is to learn, much to forget

 Ere the time be come for taking you.
 

But the time will come — at last it will,

 When, Evelyn Hope, what meant (I shall say)

In the lower earth, in the years long still,   35

 That body and soul so pure and gay?

Why your hair was amber, I shall divine,

 And your mouth of your own geranium’s red — 

And what you would do with me, in fine,

 In the new life come in the old life’s stead.   40
 

I have lived (I shall say) so much since then,

 Given up myself so many times,

Gained me the gains of various men,

 Ransacked the ages, spoiled the climes;

Yet one thing, one, in my soul’s full scope,   45

 Either I missed or itself missed me:

And I want and find you, Evelyn Hope!

 What is the issue? Let us see!
 

I loved you, Evelyn, all the while!

 My heart seemed full as it could hold;   50

There was place and to spare for the frank young smile,

 And the red young mouth, and the hair’s young gold.

So, hush, — I will give you this leaf to keep:

 See, I shut it inside the sweet cold hand!

There, that is our secret: go to sleep!   55

 You will wake, and remember, and understand.
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A Toccata of Galuppi’s
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

OH Galuppi, Baldassare, this is very sad to find!

I can hardly misconceive you; it would prove me deaf and blind;

But although I take your meaning, ’tis with such a heavy mind!
 

Here you come with your old music, and here’s all the good it brings.

What, they lived once thus at Venice where the merchants were the kings,   5

Where St. Mark’s is, where the Doges used to wed the sea with rings?
 

Ay, because the sea’s the street there, and ’tis arched by … what you call

… Shylock’s bridge with houses on it, where they kept the carnival:

I was never out of England — it’s as if I saw it all.
 

Did young people take their pleasure when the sea was warm in May?   10

Balls and masks begun at midnight, burning ever to mid-day,

When they made up fresh adventures for the morrow, do you say?
 

Was a lady such a lady, cheeks so round and lips so red, — 

On her neck the small face buoyant, like a bell-flower on its bed,

O’er the breast’s superb abundance where a man might base his head?   15
 

Well, and it was graceful of them — they’d break talk off and afford

 — She, to bite her mask’s black velvet — he, to finger on his sword,

While you sat and played Toccatas, stately at the clavichord?
 

What? Those lesser thirds so plaintive, sixths diminished, sigh on sigh,

Told them something? Those suspensions, those solutions— “Must we die?”   20

Those commiserating sevenths— “Life might last! we can but try!”
 

“Were you happy?”— “Yes.”— “And are you still as happy?”— “Yes. And you?”

— “Then, more kisses!”— “Did I stop them, when a million seemed so few?”

Hark, the dominant’s persistence till it must be answered to!
 

So, an octave struck the answer. Oh, they praised you, I dare say!   25

“Brave Galuppi! that was music! good alike at grave and gay!

I can always leave off talking when I hear a master play!”
 

Then they left you for their pleasure: till in due time, one by one,

Some with lives that came to nothing, some with deeds as well undone,

Death stepped tacitly and took them where they never see the sun.   30
 

But when I sit down to reason, think to take my stand nor swerve,

While I triumph o’er a secret wrung from nature’s close reserve,

In you come with your cold music till I creep through every nerve.
 

Yes, you, like a ghostly cricket, creaking where a house was burned:

“Dust and ashes, dead and done with, Venice spent what Venice earned.   35

The soul, doubtless, is immortal — where a soul can be discerned.
 

“Yours for instance: you know physics, something of geology,

Mathematics are your pastime; souls shall rise in their degree;

Butterflies may dread extinction, — you’ll not die, it cannot be!
 

“As for Venice and her people, merely born to bloom and drop,   40

Here on earth they bore their fruitage, mirth and folly were the crop:

What of soul was left, I wonder, when the kissing had to stop?
 

“Dust and ashes!” So you creak it, and I want the heart to scold.

Dear dear women, with such hair, too — what’s become of all the gold

Used to hang and brush their bosoms? I feel chilly and grown old.   45
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Memorabilia
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

AH, did you once see Shelley plain,

 And did he stop and speak to you,

And did you speak to him again?

 How strange it seems and new!
 

But you were living before that,   5

 And also you are living after;

And the memory I started at — 

 My starting moves your laughter!
 

I crossed a moor, with a name of its own

 And a certain use in the world no doubt,   10

Yet a hand’s-breadth of it shines alone

 ‘Mid the blank miles round about:
 

For there I picked up on the heather

 And there I put inside my breast

A moulted feather, an eagle-feather!   15

 Well, I forget the rest.
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The Patriot
 

An Old Story
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

IT was roses, roses, all the way,

 With myrtle mixed in my path like mad:

The house-roofs seemed to heave and sway,

 The church-spires flamed, such flags they had,

A year ago on this very day.   5
 

The air broke into a mist with bells,

 The old walls rocked with the crowd and cries.

Had I said, “Good folk, mere noise repels — 

 But give me your sun from yonder skies!”

They had answered, “And afterward, what else?”   10
 

Alack, it was I who leaped at the sun

 To give it my loving friends to keep!

Naught man could do, have I left undone:

 And you see my harvest, what I reap

This very day, now a year is run.   15
 

There’s nobody on the house-tops now — 

 Just a palsied few at the windows set;

For the best of the sight is, all allow,

 At the Shambles’ Gate — or, better yet,

By the very scaffold’s foot, I trow.   20
 

I go in the rain, and, more than needs,

 A rope cuts both my wrists behind;

And I think, by the feel, my forehead bleeds,

 For they fling, whoever has a mind,

Stones at me for my year’s misdeeds.   25
 

Thus I entered, and thus I go!

 In triumphs, people have dropped down dead.

“Paid by the world, what dost thou owe

 Me?” — God might question; now instead,

’Tis God shall repay: I am safer so.   30
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A Grammarian’s Funeral
 

Shortly After the Revival of Learning in Europe
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

LET us begin and carry up this corpse,

 Singing together.

Leave we the common crofts, the vulgar thorpes

 Each in its tether

Sleeping safe on the bosom of the plain,   5

 Cared-for till cock-crow:

Look out if yonder be not day again

 Rimming the rock-row!

That’s the appropriate country; there, man’s thought,

 Rarer, intenser,   10

Self-gathered for an outbreak, as it ought,

 Chafes in the censer.

Leave we the unlettered plain its herd and crop:

 Seek we sepulture

On a tall mountain, citied to the top,   15

 Crowded with culture!

All the peaks soar, but one the rest excels;

 Clouds overcome it;

No! yonder sparkle is the citadel’s

 Circling its summit.   20

Thither our path lies; wind we up the heights;

 Wait ye the warning?

Our low life was the level’s and the night’s;

 He’s for the morning.

Step to a tune, square chests, erect each head,   25

 ‘Ware the beholders!

This is our master, famous, calm and dead,

 Borne on our shoulders.
 

Sleep, crop and herd! sleep, darkling thorpe and croft,

 Safe from the weather!   30

He, whom we convoy to his grave aloft,

 Singing together,

He was a man born with thy face and throat,

 Lyric Apollo!

Long the lived nameless: how should Spring take note   35

 Winter would follow?

Till lo, the little touch, and youth was gone!

 Cramped and diminished,

Moaned he, “New measures, other feet anon!

 My dance is finished?”   40

No, that’s the world’s way: (keep the mountainside,

 Make for the city!)

He knew the signal, and stepped on with pride

 Over men’s pity;

Left play for work, and grappled with the world   45

 Bent on escaping:

“What’s in the scroll,” quoth he, “thou keepest furled?

 Show me their shaping,

Theirs who most studied man, the bard and sage, — 

 Give!” — So, he gowned him,   50

Straight got by heart that book to its last page:

 Learned, we found him.

Yea, but we found him bald too, eyes like lead,

 Accents uncertain:

“Time to taste life,” another would have said,   55

 “Up with the curtain!”

This man said rather, “Actual life comes next?

 Patience a moment!

Grant I have mastered learning’s crabbed text,

 Still there’s the comment.   60

Let me know all! Prate not of most or least,

 Painful or easy!

Even to the crumbs I’d fain eat up the feast,

 Ay, nor feel queasy.”

Oh, such a life as he resolved to live,   65

 When he had learned it,

When he had gathered all books had to give!

 Sooner, he spurned it.

Image the whole, then execute the parts — 

 Fancy the fabric   70

Quite, ere you build, ere steel strike fire from quartz,

 Ere mortar dab brick!
 

(Here’s the town-gate reached: there’s the market-place

 Gaping before us.)

Yea, this in him was the peculiar grace   75

 (Hearten our chorus!)

That before living he’d learn how to live — 

 No end to learning:

Earn the means first — God surely will contrive

 Use for our earning.   80

Others mistrust and say, “But time escapes:

 Live now or never!”

He said, “What’s time? Leave Now for dogs and apes!

 Man has Forever.”

Back to his book then: deeper drooped his head:   85

 Calculus racked him:

Leaden before, his eyes grew dross of lead:

 Tussis attacked him.

“Now, master, take a little rest!” — not he!

 (Caution redoubled,   90

Step two abreast, the way winds narrowly!)

 Not a whit troubled,

Back to his studies, fresher than at first,

 Fierce as a dragon

He (soul-hydroptic with a sacred thirst)   95

 Sucked at the flagon.

Oh, if we draw a circle premature,

 Heedless of far gain,

Greedy for quick returns of profit, sure

 Bad is our bargain!   100

Was it not great? did not he throw on God,

 (He loves the burthen) — 

God’s task to make the heavenly period

 Perfect the earthen?

Did not he magnify the mind, show clear   105

 Just what it all meant?

He would not discount life, as fools do here,

 Paid by instalment.

He ventured neck or nothing — heaven’s success

 Found, or earth’s failure:   110

“Wilt thou trust death or not?” He answered “Yes!

 Hence with life’s pale lure!”

That low man seeks a little thing to do,

 Sees it and does it:

This high man, with a great thing to pursue,   115

 Dies ere he knows it.

That low man goes on adding one to one,

 His hundred’s soon hit:

This high man, aiming at a million,

 Misses an unit.   120

That, has the world here — should he need the next,

 Let the world mind him!

This, throws himself on God, and unperplexed

 Seeking shall find him.

So, with the throttling hands of death at strife,   125

 Ground he at grammar;

Still, through the rattle, parts of speech were rife:

 While he could stammer

He settled Hoti’s business — let it be! — 

 Properly based Oun — 130

Gave us the doctrine of the enclitic De,

 Dead from the waist down.

Well, here’s the platform, here’s the proper place:

 Hail to your purlieus,

All ye highfliers of the feathered race,   135

 Swallows and curlews!

Here’s the top-peak; the multitude below

 Live, for they can, there:

This man decided not to Live but Know — 

 Bury this man there?   140

Here — here’s his place, where meteors shoot, clouds form,

 Lightnings are loosened,

Stars come and go! Let joy break with the storm,

 Peace let the dew send!

Lofty designs must close in like effects:   145

 Loftily lying,

Leave him — still loftier than the world suspects,

 Living and dying.
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Andrea Del Sarto
 

Called “The Faultless Painter”
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

BUT do not let us quarrel any more,

No, my Lucrezia; bear with me for once:

Sit down and all shall happen as you wish.

You turn your face, but does it bring your heart?

I’ll work then for your friend’s friend, never fear,   5

Treat his own subject after his own way,

Fix his own time, accept too his own price,

And shut the money into this small hand

When next it takes mine. Will it? tenderly?

Oh, I’ll content him, — but to-morrow, Love!   10

I often am much wearier than you think,

This evening more than usual, and it seems

As if — forgive now — should you let me sit

Here by the window with your hand in mine

And look a half-hour forth on Fiesole,   15

Both of one mind, as married people use,

Quietly, quietly the evening through,

I might get up to-morrow to my work

Cheerful and fresh as ever. Let us try.

To-morrow, how you shall be glad for this!   20

Your soft hand is a woman of itself,

And mine the man’s bared breast she curls inside.

Don’t count the time lost, neither; you must serve

For each of the five pictures we require:

It saves a model. So! keep looking so — 25

My serpentining beauty, rounds on rounds!

 — How could you ever prick those perfect ears,

Even to put the pearl there! oh, so sweet — 

My face, my moon, my everybody’s moon,

Which everybody looks on and calls his,   30

And, I suppose, is looked on by in turn,

While she looks — no one’s: very dear, no less.

You smile? why, there’s my picture ready made,

There’s what we painters call our harmony!

A common grayness silvers everything, — 35

All in a twilight, you and I alike

 — You, at the point of your first pride in me

(That’s gone you know), — but I, at every point;

My youth, my hope, my art, being all toned down

To yonder sober pleasant Fiesole.   40

There’s the bell clinking from the chapel-top;

That length of convent-wall across the way

Holds the trees safer, huddled more inside;

The last monk leaves the garden; days decrease,

And autumn grows, autumn in everything.   45

Eh? the whole seems to fall into a shape

As if I saw alike my work and self

And all that I was born to be and do,

A twilight-piece. Love, we are in God’s hand.

How strange now looks the life he makes us lead;   50

So free we seem, so fettered fast we are!

I feel he laid the fetter: let it lie!

This chamber for example — turn your head — 

All that’s behind us! You don’t understand

Nor care to understand about my art,   55

But you can hear at least when people speak:

And that cartoon, the second from the door

 — It is the thing, Love! so such things should be — 

Behold Madonna! — I am bold to say.

I can do with my pencil what I know,   60

What I see, what at bottom of my heart

I wish for, if I ever wish so deep — 

Do easily, too — when I say, perfectly,

I do not boast, perhaps: yourself are judge,

Who listened to the Legate’s talk last week,   65

And just as much they used to say in France.

At any rate ’tis easy, all of it!

No sketches first, no studies, that’s long past:

I do what many dream of all their lives,

 — Dream? strive to do, and agonize to do,   70

And fail in doing. I could count twenty such

On twice your fingers, and not leave this town,

Who strive — you don’t know how the others strive

To paint a little thing like that you smeared

Carelessly passing with your robes afloat, — 75

Yet do much less, so much less, Someone says,

(I know his name, no matter) — so much less!

Well, less is more, Lucrezia: I am judged.

There burns a truer light of God in them,

In their vexed beating stuffed and stopped-up brain,   80

Heart, or whate’er else, than goes on to prompt

This low-pulsed forthright craftsman’s hand of mine.

Their works drop groundward, but themselves, I know,

Reach many a time a heaven that’s shut to me,

Enter and take their place there sure enough,   85

Though they come back and cannot tell the world.

My works are nearer heaven, but I sit here.

The sudden blood of these men! at a word — 

Praise them, it boils, or blame them, it boils too.

I, painting from myself and to myself,   90

Know what I do, am unmoved by men’s blame

Or their praise either. Somebody remarks

Morello’s outline there is wrongly traced,

His hue mistaken; what of that? or else,

Rightly traced and well ordered; what of that?   95

Speak as they please, what does the mountain care?

Ah, but a man’s reach should exceed his grasp,

Or what’s a heaven for? All is silver-gray

Placid and perfect with my art: the worse!

I know both what I want and what might gain,   100

And yet how profitless to know, to sigh

“Had I been two, another and myself,

Our head would have o’erlooked the world!” No doubt.

Yonder’s a work now, of that famous youth

The Urbinate who died five years ago.   105

(’Tis copied, George Vasari sent it me.)

Well, I can fancy how he did it all,

Pouring his soul, with kings and popes to see,

Reaching, that heaven might so replenish him,

Above and through his art — for it gives way;   110

That arm is wrongly put — and there again — 

A fault to pardon in the drawing’s lines,

Its body, so to speak: its soul is right,

He means right — that, a child may understand.

Still, what an arm! and I could alter it:   115

But all the play, the insight and the stretch — 

Out of me, out of me! And wherefore out?

Had you enjoined them on me, given me soul,

We might have risen to Rafael, I and you!

Nay, Love, you did give all I asked, I think — 120

More than I merit, yes, by many times.

But had you — oh, with the same perfect brow,

And perfect eyes, and more than perfect mouth,

And the low voice my soul hears, as a bird

The fowler’s pipe, and follows to the snare — 125

Had you, with these the same, but brought a mind!

Some women do so. Had the mouth there urged

“God and the glory! never care for gain,

The present by the future, what is that?

Live for fame, side by side with Agnolo!   130

Rafael is waiting: up to God, all three!”

I might have done it for you. So it seems:

Perhaps not. All is as God overrules.

Beside, incentives come from the soul’s self;

The rest avail not. Why do I need you?   135

What wife had Rafael, or has Agnolo?

In this world, who can do a thing, will not;

And who would do it, cannot, I perceive:

Yet the will’s somewhat — somewhat, too, the power — 

And thus we half-men struggle. At the end,   140

God, I conclude, compensates, punishes.

’Tis safer for me, if the award be strict,

That I am something underrated here,

Poor this long while, despised, to speak the truth.

I dared not, do you know, leave home all day,   145

For fear of chancing on the Paris lords.

The best is when they pass and look aside;

But they speak sometimes; I must bear it all.

Well may they speak! That Francis, that first time,

And that long festal year at Fontainebleau!   150

I surely then could sometimes leave the ground,

Put on the glory, Rafael’s daily wear,

In that humane great monarch’s golden look, — 

One finger in his beard or twisted curl

Over his mouth’s good mark that made the smile,   155

One arm about my shoulder, round my neck,

The jingle of his gold chain in my ear,

I painting proudly with his breath on me,

All his court round him, seeing with his eyes,

Such frank French eyes, and such a fire of souls   160

Profuse, my hand kept plying by those hearts, — 

And, best of all, this, this, this face beyond,

This in the background, waiting on my work,

To crown the issue with a last reward!

A good time, was it not, my kingly days?   165

And had you not grown restless… but I know — 

’Tis done and past; ’twas right, my instinct said;

Too live the life grew, golden and not gray,

And I’m the weak-eyed bat no sun should tempt

Out of the grange whose four walls make his world.   170

How could it end in any other way?

You called me, and I came home to your heart.

The triumph was — to reach and stay there; since

I reached it ere the triumph, what is lost?

Let my hands frame your face in your hair’s gold,   175

You beautiful Lucrezia that are mine!

“Rafael did this, Andrea painted that;

The Roman’s is the better when you pray,

But still the other’s Virgin was his wife” — 

Men will excuse me. I am glad to judge   180

Both pictures in your presence; clearer grows

My better fortune, I resolve to think.

For, do you know, Lucrezia, as God lives,

Said one day Agnolo, his very self,

To Rafael … I have known it all these years…   185

(When the young man was flaming out his thoughts

Upon a palace-wall for Rome to see,

Too lifted up in heart because of it)

“Friend, there’s a certain sorry little scrub

Goes up and down our Florence, none cares how,   190

Who, were he set to plan and execute

As you are, pricked on by your popes and kings,

Would bring the sweat into that brow of yours!”

To Rafael’s! — And indeed the arm is wrong.

I hardly dare… yet, only you to see,   195

Give the chalk here — quick, thus the line should go!

Ay, but the soul! he’s Rafael! rub it out!

Still, all I care for, if he spoke the truth,

(What he? why, who but Michel Agnolo?

Do you forget already words like those?)   200

If really there was such a chance, so lost, — 

Is, whether you’re — not grateful — but more pleased.

Well, let me think so. And you smile indeed!

This hour has been an hour! Another smile?

If you would sit thus by me every night   205

I should work better, do you comprehend?

I mean that I should earn more, give you more.

See, it is settled dusk now; there’s a star;

Morello’s gone, the watch-lights show the wall,

The cue-owls speak the name we call them by.   210

Come from the window, love, — come in, at last,

Inside the melancholy little house

We built to be so gay with. God is just.

King Francis may forgive me: oft at nights

When I look up from painting, eyes tired out,   215

The walls become illumined, brick from brick

Distinct, instead of mortar, fierce bright gold,

That gold of his I did cement them with!

Let us but love each other. Must you go?

That Cousin here again? he waits outside?   220

Must see you — you, and not with me? Those loans?

More gaming debts to pay? you smiled for that?

Well, let smiles buy me! have you more to spend?

While hand and eye and something of a heart

Are left me, work’s my ware, and what’s it worth?   225

I’ll pay my fancy. Only let me sit

The gray remainder of the evening out,

Idle, you call it, and muse perfectly

How I could paint, were I but back in France,

One picture, just one more — the Virgin’s face.   230

Not yours this time! I want you at my side

To hear them — that is, Michel Agnolo — 

Judge all I do and tell you of its worth.

Will you? To-morrow, satisfy your friend.

I take the subjects for his corridor,   235

Finish the portrait out of hand — there, there,

And throw him in another thing or two

If he demurs; the whole should prove enough

To pay for this same Cousin’s freak. Beside,

What’s better and what’s all I care about,   240

Get you the thirteen scudi for the ruff!

Love, does that please you? Ah, but what does he,

The Cousin, what does he to please you more?
 

 I am grown peaceful as old age to-night.

I regret little, I would change still less.   245

Since there my past life lies, why alter it?

The very wrong to Francis! — it is true

I took his coin, was tempted and complied,

And built this house and sinned, and all is said.

My father and my mother died of want.   250

Well, had I riches of my own? you see

How one gets rich! Let each one bear his lot.

They were born poor, lived poor, and poor they died;

And I have labored somewhat in my time

And not been paid profusely. Some good son   255

Paint my two hundred pictures — let him try!

No doubt, there’s something strikes a balance. Yes.

You loved me quite enough, it seems to-night.

This must suffice me here. What would one have?

In heaven, perhaps, new chances, one more chance — 260

Four great walls in the New Jerusalem,

Meted on each side by the angel’s reed,

For Leonard, Rafael, Agnolo and me

To cover — the three first without a wife,

While I have mine! So — still they overcome   265

Because there’s still Lucrezia, — as I choose.
 

 Again the Cousin’s whistle! Go, my Love.
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London, September, 1855
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

I
 

THERE they are, my fifty men and women

Naming me the fifty poems finished!

Take them, Love, the book and me together:

Where the heart lies, let the brain lie also.
 

II
 

Rafael made a century of sonnets,   5

Made and wrote them in a certain volume

Dinted with the silver-pointed pencil

Else he only used to draw Madonnas:

These, the world might view — but one, the volume.

Who that one, you ask? Your heart instructs you.   10

Did she live and love it all her lifetime

Did she drop, his lady of the sonnets,

Die, and let it drop beside her pillow

Where it lay in place of Rafael’s glory,

Rafael’s cheek so duteous and so loving,   15

Cheek, the world was wont to hail a painter’s,

Rafael’s cheek, her love had turned a poet’s?
 

III
 

You and I would rather read that volume,

(Taken to his beating bosom by it)

Lean and list the bosom-beats of Rafael,   20

Would we not? than wonder at Madonnas — 

Her, San Sisto names, and Her, Foligno,

Her, that visits Florence in a vision,

Her, that’s left with lilies in the Louvre — 

Seen by us and all the world in circle.   25
 

IV
 

You and I will never read that volume.

Guido Reni, like his own eye’s apple

Guarded long the treasure-book and loved it.

Guido Reni dying, all Bologna

Cried, and the world cried too, “Ours, the treasure!”   30

Suddenly, as rare things will, it vanished.
 

V
 

Dante once prepared to paint an angel:

Whom to please? You whisper “Beatrice.”

While he mused and traced it and retraced it,

(Peradventure with a pen corroded   35

Still by drops of that hot ink he dipped for,

When, his left-hand i’ the hair o’ the wicked,

Back he held the brow and pricked its stigma,

Bit into the live man’s flesh for parchment,

Loosed him, laughed to see the writing rankle,   40

Let the wretch go festering through Florence) — 

Dante, who loved well because he hated,

Hated wickedness that hinders loving,

Dante standing, studying his angel, — 

In there broke the folk of his Inferno.   45

Says he— “Certain people of importance”

(Such he gave his daily dreadful line to)

“Entered and would seize, forsooth, the poet.”

Says the poet— “Then I stopped my painting.”
 

VI
 

You and I would rather see that angel,   50

Painted by the tenderness of Dante,

Would we not? — than read a fresh Inferno.
 

VII
 

You and I will never see that picture.

While he mused on love and Beatrice,

While he softened o’er his outlined angel,   55

In they broke, those “people of importance:”

We and Bice bear the loss forever.
 

VIII
 

What of Rafael’s sonnets, Dante’s picture?

This: no artist lives and loves, that longs not

Once, and only once, and for one only,   60

(Ah, the prize!) to find his love a language

Fit and fair and simple and sufficient — 

Using nature that’s an art to others,

Not, this one time, art that’s turned his nature,

Ay, of all the artists living, loving,   65

None but would forego his proper dowry, — 

Does he paint? he fain would write a poem, — 

Does he write? he fain would paint a picture,

Put to proof art alien to the artist’s,

Once, and only once, and for one only,   70

So to be the man and leave the artist,

Gain the man’s joy, miss the artist’s sorrow.
 

IX
 

Wherefore? Heaven’s gift takes earth’s abatement!

He who smites the rock and spreads the water,

Bidding drink and live a crowd beneath him,   75

Even he, the minute makes immortal,

Proves, perchance, but mortal in the minute.

Desecrates, belike, the deed in doing.

While he smites, how can he but remember,

So he smote before, in such a peril,   80

When they stood and mocked— “Shall smiting help us?”

When they drank and sneered— “A stroke is easy!”

When they wiped their mouths and went their journey,

Throwing him for thanks— “But drought was pleasant.”

Thus old memories mar the actual triumph;   85

Thus the doing savors of disrelish;

Thus achievement lacks a gracious somewhat;

O’er-importuned brows becloud the mandate,

Carelessness or consciousness — the gesture.

For he bears an ancient wrong about him,   90

Sees and knows again those phalanxed faces,

Hears, yet one time more, the ‘customed prelude — 

“How shouldst thou, of all men, smite, and save us?”

Guesses what is like to prove the seque! — 

“Egypt’s flesh pots — nay, the drought was better.”   95
 

X
 

Oh, the crowd must have emphatic warrant!

Theirs, the Sinai-forehead’s cloven brilliance,

Right-arm’s rod-sweep, tongue’s imperial fiat.

Never dares the man put off the prophet.
 

XI
 

Did he love one face from out the thousands,   100

(Were she Jethro’s daughter, white and wifely,

Were she but the Æthiopian bondslave,)

He would envy yon dumb patient camel,

Keeping a reserve of scanty water

Meant to save his own life in the desert;   105

Ready in the desert to deliver

(Kneeling down to let his breast be opened)

Hoard and life together for his mistress.
 

XII
 

I shall never, in the years remaining,

Paint you pictures, no, nor carve you statues,   110

Make you music that should all-express me;

So it seems: I stand on my attainment.

This of verse alone, one life allows me;

Verse and nothing else have I to give you.

Other heights in other lives, God willing:   115

All the gifts from all the heights, your own, Love!
 

XIII
 

Yet a semblance of resource avails us — 

Shade so finely touched, love’s sense must seize it.

Take these lines, look lovingly and nearly,

Lines I write the first time and the last time.   120

He who works in fresco, steals a hairbrush,

Curbs the liberal hand, subservient proudly,

Cramps his spirit, crowds its all in little,

Makes a strange art of an art familiar,

Fills his lady’s missal-marge with flowerets.   125

He who blows through bronze, may breathe through silver,

Fitly serenade a slumbrous princess.

He who writes, may write for once as I do.
 

XIV
 

Love, you saw me gather men and women,

Live or dead or fashioned by my fancy,   130

Enter each and all, and use their service,

Speak from every mouth, — the speech, a poem.

Hardly shall I tell my joys and sorrows,

Hope and fears, belief and disbelieving:

I am mine and yours — the rest be all men’s,   135

Karshish, Cleon, Norbert, and the fifty,

Let me speak this once in my true person,

Not as Lippo, Roland, or Andrea,

Though the fruit of speech be just this sentence:

Pray you, look on these my men and women,   140

Take and keep my fifty poems finished;

Where my heart lies, let my brain lie also!

Poor the speech; be how I speak, for all things.
 

XV
 

Not but that you know me! Lo, the moon’s self!

Here in London, yonder late in Florence,   145

Still we find her face, the thrice-transfigured,

Curving on a sky imbrued with color,

Drifted over Fiesole by twilight,

Came she, our new crescent of a hair’s-breadth.

Full she flared it, lamping Samminiato,   150

Rounder ‘twixt the cypresses and rounder,

Perfect till the nightingales applauded.

Now, a piece of her old self, impoverished,

Hard to greet, she traverses the houseroofs,

Hurries with unhandsome thrift of silver,   155

Goes dispiritedly, glad to finish.
 

XVI
 

What, there’s nothing in the moon noteworthy?

Nay: for if that moon could love a mortal,

Use, to charm him (so to fit a fancy),

All her magic (’tis the old sweet mythos),   160

She would turn a new side to her mortal,

Side unseen of herdsman, huntsman, steersman — 

Blank to Zoroaster on his terrace,

Blind to Galileo on his turret,

Dumb to Homer, dumb to Keats — him, even!   165

Think, the wonder of the moonstruck mortal — 

When she turns round, comes again in heaven,

Opens out anew for worse or better!

Proves she like some portent of an iceberg

Swimming full upon the ship it founders,   170

Hungry with huge teeth of splintered crystals?

Proves she as the paved work of a sapphire

Seen by Moses when he climbed the mountain?

Moses, Aaron, Nadab and Abihu

Climbed and saw the very God, the Highest,   175

Stand upon the paved work of a sapphire.

Like the bodied heaven in his clearness

Shone the stone, the sapphire of that paved work,

When they ate and drank and saw God also!
 

XVII
 

What were seen? None knows, none ever shall know.   180

Only this is sure — the sight were other,

Not the moon’s same side, born late in Florence,

Dying now impoverished here in London.

God be thanked, the meanest of his creatures

Boasts two soul-sides, one to face the world with,   185

One to show a woman when he loves her!
 

XVIII
 

This I say of me, but think of you, Love!

This to you — yourself my moon of poets!

Ah, but that’s the world’s side, there’s the wonder,

Thus they see you, praise you, think they know you!   190

There, in turn I stand with them and praise you — 

Out of my own self, I dare to phrase it.

But the best is when I glide from out them,

Cross a step or two of dubious twilight,

Come out on the other side, the novel   195

Silent silver lights and darks undreamed of,

Where I hush and bless myself with silence.
 

XIX
 

Oh, their Rafael of the dear Madonnas,

Oh, their Dante of the dread Inferno,

Wrote one song — and in my brain I sing it,   200

Drew one angel — borne, see, on my bosom!
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Abt Vogler. After He Has Been Extemporizing Upon the Musical Instrument of His Invention
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

WOULD that the structure brave, the manifold music I build,

 Bidding my organ obey, calling its keys to their work,

Claiming each slave of the sound, at a touch, as when Solomon willed

 Armies of angels that soar, legions of demons that lurk,

Man, brute, reptile, fly, — alien of end and of aim,   5

 Adverse, each from the other heaven-high, hell-deep removed,

Should rush into sight at once as he named the ineffable Name,

 And pile him a palace straight, to pleasure the princess he loved!
 

Would it might tarry like his, the beautiful building of mine,

 This which my keys in a crowd pressed and importuned to raise!   10

Ah, one and all, how they helped, would dispart now and now combine,

 Zealous to hasten the work, heighten their master his praise!

And one would bury his brow with a blind plunge down to hell,

 Burrow awhile and build, broad on the roots of things,

Then up again swim into sight, having based me my palace well,   15

 Founded it, fearless of flame, flat on the nether springs.
 

And another would mount and march, like the excellent minion he was,

 Ay, another and yet another, one crowd but with many a crest,

Raising my rampired walls of gold as transparent as glass,

 Eager to do and die, yield each his place to the rest:   20

For higher still and higher (as a runner tips with fire,

 When a great illumination surprises a festal night — 

Outlining round and round Rome’s dome from space to spire)

 Up, the pinnacled glory reached, and the pride of my soul was in sight.
 

In sight? Not half! for it seemed, it was certain, to match man’s birth,   25

 Nature in turn conceived, obeying an impulse as I;

And the emulous heaven yearned down, made effort to reach the earth,

 As the earth had done her best, in my passion, to scale the sky:

Novel splendors burst forth, grew familiar and dwelt with mine,

 Not a point nor peak but found and fixed its wandering star;   30

Meteor-moons, balls of blaze: and they did not pale nor pine,

 For earth had attained to heaven, there was no more near nor far.
 

Nay more; for there wanted not who walked in the glare and glow,

 Presences plain in the place; or, fresh from the Protoplast,

Furnished for ages to come, when a kindlier wind should blow,   35

 Lured now to begin and live, in a house to their liking at last;

Or else the wonderful Dead who have passed through the body and gone,

 But were back once more to breathe in an old world worth their new:

What never had been, was now; what was, as it shall be anon;

 And what is, — shall I say, matched both? for I was made perfect too.   40
 

All through my keys that gave their sounds to a wish of my soul,

 All through my soul that praised as its wish flowed visibly forth,

All through music and me! For think, had I painted the whole,

 Why, there it had stood, to see, nor the process so wonder-worth:

Had I written the same, made verse — still, effect proceeds from cause,   45

 Ye know why the forms are fair, ye hear how the tale is told;

It is all triumphant art, but art in obedience to laws,

 Painter and poet are proud in the artist-list enrolled: — 
 

But here is the finger of God, a flash of the will that can,

 Existent behind all laws, that made them and, lo, they are!   50

And I know not if, save in this, such gift be allowed to man,

 That out of three sounds he frame, not a fourth sound, but a star.

Consider it well: each tone of our scale in itself is naught:

 It is everywhere in the world — loud, soft, and all is said:

Give it to me to use! I mix it with two in my thought:   55

 And there! Ye have heard and seen: consider and bow the head!
 

Well, it is gone at last, the palace of music I reared;

 Gone! and the good tears start, the praises that come too slow;

For one is assured at first, one scarce can say that he feared,

 That he even gave it a thought, the gone thing was to go,   60

Never to be again! But many more of the kind

 As good, nay, better, perchance: is this your comfort to me?

To me, who must be saved because I cling with my mind

 To the same, same self, same love, same God: ay, what was, shall be.
 

Therefore to whom turn I but to thee, the ineffable Name?   65

 Builder and maker, thou, of houses not made with hands!

What, have fear of change from thee who art ever the same?

 Doubt that thy power can fill the heart that thy power expands?

There shall never be one lost good! What was, shall live as before;

 The evil is null, is naught, is silence implying sound;   70

What was good shall be good, with, for evil, so much good more;

 On the earth the broken arcs; in the heaven a perfect round.
 

All we have willed or hoped or dreamed of good shall exist;

 Not its semblance, but itself; no beauty, nor good, nor power

Whose voice has gone forth, but each survives for the melodist   75

 When eternity affirms the conception of an hour,

The high that proved too high, the heroic for earth too hard,

 The passion that left the ground to lose itself in the sky,

Are music sent up to God by the lover and the bard;

 Enough that he heard it once: we shall hear it by and by.   80
 

And what is our failure here but a triumph’s evidence

 For the fulness of the days? Have we withered or agonized?

Why else was the pause prolonged but that singing might issue thence?

 Why rushed the discords in, but that harmony should be prized?

Sorrow is hard to bear, and doubt is slow to clear,   85

 Each sufferer says his say, his scheme of the weal and woe;

But God has a few of us whom he whispers in the ear;

 The rest may reason and welcome; ’tis we musicians know.
 

Well, it is earth with me; silence resumes her reign:

 I will be patient and proud, and soberly acquiesce.   90

Give me the keys. I feel for the common chord again,

 Sliding by semitones till I sink to the minor, — yes,

And I blunt it into a ninth, and I stand on alien ground,

 Surveying awhile the heights I rolled from into the deep;

Which, hark, I have dared and done, for my resting-place is found,   95

 The C Major of this life: so, now I will try to sleep.
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Rabbi Ben Ezra
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

GROW old along with me!

The best is yet to be,

The last of life, for which the first was made:

Our times are in his hand

Who saith, “A whole I planned,   5

Youth shows but half; trust God: see all, nor be afraid!”
 

Not that, amassing flowers,

Youth sighed, “Which rose make ours,

Which lily leave and then as best recall?”

Not that, admiring stars,   10

It yearned, “Nor Jove, nor Mars;

Mine be some figured flame which blends, transcends them all!”
 

Not for such hopes and fears

Annulling youth’s brief years,

Do I remonstrate: folly wide the mark!   15

Rather I prize the doubt

Low kinds exist without,

Finished and finite clods, untroubled by a spark.
 

Poor vaunt of life indeed,

Were man but formed to feed   20

On joy, to solely seek and find a feast:

Such feasting ended, then

As sure an end to men;

Irks care the crop-full bird? Frets doubt the maw-crammed beast?
 

Rejoice we are allied   25

To that which doth provide

And not partake, effect and not receive!

A spark disturbs our clod;

Nearer we hold of God

Who gives, than of His tribes that take, I must believe.   30
 

Then, welcome each rebuff

That turns earth’s smoothness rough,

Each sting that bids nor sit nor stand but go!

Be our joys three-parts pain!

Strive, and hold cheap the strain;   35

Learn, nor account the pang; dare, never grudge the throe!
 

For thence, — a paradox

Which comforts while it mocks, — 

Shall life succeed in that it seems to fail:

What I aspired to be,   40

And was not, comforts me:

A brute I might have been, but would not sink i’ the scale.
 

What is he but a brute

Whose flesh has soul to suit,

Whose spirit works lest arms and legs want play?   45

To man, propose this test — 

Thy body at its best,

How far can that project thy soul on its lone way?
 

Yet gifts should prove their use:

I own the Past profuse   50

Of power each side, perfection every turn:

Eyes, ears took in their dole,

Brain treasured up the whole;

Should not the heart beat once “How good to live and learn”?
 

Not once beat “Praise be thine!   55

I see the whole design,

I, who saw power, see now Love perfect too:

Perfect I call Thy plan:

Thanks that I was a man!

Maker, remake, complete, — I trust what Thou shalt do!”   60
 

For pleasant is this flesh;

Our soul, in its rose-mesh

Pulled ever to the earth, still yearns for rest:

Would we some prize might hold

To match those manifold   65

Possessions of the brute, — gain most, as we did best!
 

Let us not always say,

“Spite of this flesh to-day

I strove, made head, gained ground upon the whole!”

As the bird wings and sings,   70

Let us cry, “All good things

Are ours, nor soul helps flesh more, now, than flesh helps soul!”
 

Therefore I summon age

To grant youth’s heritage,

Life’s struggle having so far reached its term:   75

Thence shall I pass, approved

A man, for aye removed

From the developed brute; a God though in the germ.
 

And I shall thereupon

Take rest, ere I be gone   80

Once more on my adventure brave and new:

Fearless and unperplexed,

When I wage battle next,

What weapons to select, what armor to indue.
 

Youth ended, I shall try   85

My gain or loss thereby;

Leave the fire ashes, what survives is gold:

And I shall weigh the same,

Give life its praise or blame:

Young, all lay in dispute; I shall know, being old.   90
 

For note, when evening shuts,

A certain moment cuts

The deed off, calls the glory from the gray:

A whisper from the west

Shoots— “Add this to the rest,   95

Take it and try its worth: here dies another day.”
 

So, still within this life,

Though lifted o’er its strife,

Let me discern, compare, pronounce at last,

“This rage was right i’ the main,   100

That acquiescence vain:

The Future I may face now I have proved the Past.”
 

For more is not reserved

To man, with soul just nerved

To act to-morrow what he learns to-day:   105

Here, work enough to watch

The Master work, and catch

Hints of the proper craft, tricks of the tool’s true play.
 

As it was better, youth

Should strive, through acts uncouth,   110

Toward making, than repose on aught found made:

So, better, age, exempt

From strife, should know, than tempt

Further. Thou waitedst age: wait death nor be afraid!
 

Enough now, if the Right   115

And Good and Infinite

Be named here, as thou callest thy hand thine own,

With knowledge absolute,

Subject to no dispute

From fools that crowded youth, nor let thee feel alone.   120
 

Be there, for once and all,

Severed great minds from small,

Announced to each his station in the Past!

Was I, the world arraigned,

Were they, my soul disdained,   125

Right? Let age speak the truth and give us peace at last!
 

Now, who shall arbitrate?

Ten men love what I hate,

Shun what I follow, slight what I receive;

Ten, who in ears and eyes   130

Match me; we all surmise,

They this thing, and I that: whom shall my soul believe?
 

Not on the vulgar mass

Called “work,” must sentence pass,

Things done, that took the eye and had the price;
  135

O’er which, from level stand,

The low world laid its hand,

Found straightway to its mind, could value in a trice:
 

But all, the world’s coarse thumb

And finger failed to plumb,   140

So passed in making up the main account;

All instincts immature,

All purposes unsure,

That weighed not as his work, yet swelled the man’s amount:
 

Thoughts hardly to be packed   145

Into a narrow act,

Fancies that broke through language and escaped;

All I could never be,

All, men ignored in me,

This, I was worth to God, whose wheel the pitcher shaped.   150
 

Ay, note that Potter’s wheel,

That metaphor! and feel

Why time spins fast, why passive lies our clay, — 

Thou, to whom fools propound,

When the wine makes its round,   155

“Since life fleets, all is change; the Past gone, seize to-day!”
 

Fool! All that is, at all,

Lasts ever, past recall;

Earth changes, but thy soul and God stand sure:

What entered into thee,   160

That was, is, and shall be:

Time’s wheel runs back or stops: Potter and clay endure.
 

He fixed thee ‘mid this dance

Of plastic circumstance,

This Present, thou, forsooth, would fain arrest:   165

Machinery just meant

To give thy soul its bent,

Try thee and turn thee forth, sufficiently impressed.
 

What though the earlier grooves,

Which ran the laughing loves   170

Around thy base, no longer pause and press?

What though, about thy rim,

Skull-things in order grim

Grow out, in graver mood, obey the sterner stress?
 

Look not thou down but up!   175

To uses of a cup,

The festal board, lamp’s flash and trumpet’s peal,

The new wine’s foaming flow,

The master’s lips aglow!

Thou, heaven’s consummate cup, what needst thou with earth’s wheel?   180
 

But I need, now as then,

Thee, God, who mouldest men;

And since, not even while the whirl was worst,

Did I — to the wheel of life

With shapes and colors rife,   185

Bound dizzily — mistake my end, to slake Thy thirst:
 

So, take and use Thy work:

Amend what flaws may lurk,

What strain o’ the stuff, what warpings past the aim!

My times be in Thy hand!   190

Perfect the cup as planned!

Let age approve of youth, and death complete the same!
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Cristina
 

I.
 

SHE should never have looked at me
     If she meant I should not love her!
 There are plenty . . . men, you call such,
     I suppose . . . she may discover
 All her soul to, if she pleases,
     And yet leave much as she found them:
 But I’m not so, and she knew it
     When she fixed me, glancing round them,
 

II.
 

What? To fix me thus meant nothing?
     But I can’t tell . . . there’s my weakness . . .
 What her look said! — no vile cant, sure,
     About “need to strew the bleakness
 “Of some lone shore with its pearl-seed.
     ”That the sea feels” — no “strange yearning
 “That such souls have, most to lavish
     ”Where there’s chance of least returning.”
 

III.
 

Oh, we’re sunk enough here, God knows!
     But not quite so sunk that moments,
 Sure tho’ seldom, are denied us,
     When the spirit’s true endowments
 Stand out plainly from its false ones,
     And apprise it if pursuing
 Or the right way or the wrong way,
     To its triumph or undoing.
 

IV.
 

There are flashes struck from midnights,
     There are fire-flames noondays kindle,
 Whereby piled-up honours perish,
     Whereby swollen ambitions dwindle,
 While just this or that poor impulse,
     Which for once had play unstifled,
 Seems the sole work of a life-time
     That away the rest have trifled.
 

V.
 

Doubt you if, in some such moment,
     As she fixed me, she felt clearly,
 Ages past the soul existed,
     Here an age ’tis resting merely,
 And hence fleets again for ages,
     While the true end, sole and single,
 It stops here for is, this love-way,
     With some other soul to mingle?
 

VI.
 

Else it loses what it lived for,
     And eternally must lose it;
 Better ends may be in prospect,
     Deeper blisses (if you choose it),
 But this life’s end and this love-bliss
     Have been lost here. Doubt you whether
 This she felt as, looking at me,
     Mine and her souls rushed together?
 

VII.
 

Oh, observe! Of course, next moment,
     The world’s honours, in derision,
 Trampled out the light for ever:
     Never fear but there’s provision
 Of the devil’s to quench knowledge
     Lest we walk the earth in rapture!

 — Making those who catch God’s secret
     Just so much more prize their capture!
 

VIII.
 

Such am I: the secret’s mine now!
     She has lost me, I have gained her;
 Her soul’s mine: and thus, grown perfect,
     I shall pass my life’s remainder.
 Life will just hold out the proving
     Both our powers, alone and blended:
 And then, come next life quickly!
     This world’s use will have been ended.
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Porphyria’s Lover
 

THE RAIN set early in to-night,
     The sullen wind was soon awake,
 It tore the elm-tops down for spite,
     And did its worst to vex the lake,
 I listened with heart fit to break;
 When glided in Porphyria: straight
     She shut the cold out and the storm,
 And kneeled and made the cheerless grate
     Blaze up, and all the cottage warm;
 Which done, she rose, and from her form
 Withdrew the dripping cloak and shawl,
     And laid her soiled gloves by, untied
 Her hat and let the damp hair fall,
     And, last, she sate down by my side
 And called me. When no voice replied,
 She put my arm about her waist,
     And made her smooth white shoulder bare,
 And all her yellow hair displaced,
     And, stooping, made my cheek lie there,
 And spread o’er all her yellow hair,
 Murmuring how she loved me; she
     Too weak, for all her heart’s endeavour,
 To set its struggling passion free
     From pride, and vainer ties dissever,
 And give herself to me for ever:
 But passion sometimes would prevail,
     Nor could to-night’s gay feast restrain
 A sudden thought of one so pale
     For love of her, and all in vain;
 So, she was come through wind and rain.
 Be sure I looked up at her eyes
     Proud, very proud; at last I knew
 Porphyria worshipped me; surprise
     Made my heart swell, and still it grew
 While I debated what to do.
 That moment she was mine, mine, fair,
     Perfectly pure and good: I found
 A thing to do, and all her hair
     In one long yellow string I wound
 Three times her little throat around,
 And strangled her. No pain felt she;
     I am quite sure she felt no pain.
 As a shut bud that holds a bee
     I warily oped her lids; again
 Laughed the blue eyes without a stain.
 And I untightened next the tress
     About her neck; her cheek once more
 Blushed bright beneath my burning kiss:
     I propped her head up as before,
 Only, this time my shoulder bore
 Her head, which droops upon it still:
     The smiling rosy little head,
 So glad it has its utmost will,
     That all it scorned at once is fled,
 And I, its love, am gained instead!
 Porphyria’s love: she guessed not how
     Her darling one wish would be heard.
 And thus we sit together now,
     And all night long we have not stirred,
 And yet God has not said a word!
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Never the Time and the Place
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

NEVER the time and the place

 And the loved one all together!

This path — how soft to pace!

 This May — what magic weather!

Where is the loved one’s face?   5

In a dream that loved one’s face meets mine,

 But the house is narrow, the place is bleak

Where, outside, rain and wind combine

 With a furtive ear, if I strive to speak,

 With a hostile eye at my flushing cheek,   10

With a malice that marks each word, each sign!

O enemy sly and serpentine,

 Uncoil thee from the waking man!

  Do I hold the Past

  Thus firm and fast   15

 Yet doubt if the Future hold I can?

 This path so soft to pace shall lead

 Through the magic of May to herself indeed!

 Or narrow if needs the house must be,

 Outside are the storms and strangers: we — 20

 Oh, close, safe, warm, sleep I and she, I and she.
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Dedication of the Ring and the Book
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

O LYRIC Love, half angel and half bird,

And all a wonder and a wild desire, — 

Boldest of hearts that ever braved the sun,

Took sanctuary within the holier blue,

And sang a kindred soul out to his face, — 5

Yet human at the red-ripe of the heart — 

When the first summons from the darkling earth

Reached thee amid thy chambers, blanched their blue,

And bared them of the glory — to drop down,

To toil for man, to suffer or to die, — 10

This is the same voice: can thy soul know change?

Hail then, and harken from the realms of help!

Never may I commence my song, my due

To God who best taught song by gift of thee,

Except with bent head and beseeching hand — 15

That still, despite the distance and the dark,

What was, again may be; some interchange

Of grace, some splendor once thy very thought,

Some benediction anciently thy smile:

 — Never conclude, but raising hand and head   20

Thither where eyes, that cannot reach, yet yearn

For all hope, all sustainment, all reward,

Their utmost up and on, — so blessing back

In those thy realms of help, that heaven thy home,

Some whiteness which, I judge, thy face makes proud,   25

Some wanness where, I think, thy foot may fall!
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Epilogue
 

Robert Browning (1812–1889)
 

AT the midnight in the silence of the sleep-time,

 When you set your fancies free,

Will they pass to where — by death, fools think, imprisoned — 

Low he lies who once so loved you, whom you loved so,

   — Pity me?   5
 

Oh to love so, be so loved, yet so mistaken!

 What had I on earth to do

With the slothful, with the mawkish, the unmanly?

Like the aimless, helpless, hopeless, did I drivel

   — Being — who?   10
 

One who never turned his back but marched breast forward,

 Never doubted clouds would break,

Never dreamed, though right were worsted, wrong would triumph,

Held we fall to rise, are baffled to fight better,

     Sleep to wake.   15
 

No, at noonday in the bustle of man’s work-time

 Greet the unseen with a cheer!

Bid him forward, breast and back as either should be,

“Strive and thrive!” cry “Speed, — fight on, fare ever

     There as here!”   20
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Emily Bronte
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Last Lines
 

Emily Bronte (1818–1848)
 

 NO coward soul is mine,

No trembler in the world’s storm-troubled sphere:

 I see Heaven’s glories shine,

And faith shines equal, arming me from fear.
 

 O God within my breast,   5

Almighty, ever-present Deity!

 Life — that in me has rest,

As I — undying Life — have power in Thee!
 

 Vain are the thousand creeds

That move men’s hearts: unutterably vain;   10

 Worthless as wither’d weeds,

Or idlest froth amid the boundless main,
 

 To waken doubt in one

Holding so fast by Thine infinity;

 So surely anchor’d on   15

The steadfast rock of immortality.
 

 With wide-embracing love

Thy Spirit animates eternal years,

 Pervades and broods above,

Changes, sustains, dissolves, creates, and rears.   20
 

 Though earth and man were gone,

And suns and universes cease to be,

 And Thou were left alone,

Every existence would exist in Thee.
 

 There is not room for Death,   25

Nor atom that his might could render void:

 Thou — Thou art Being and Breath,

And what Thou art may never be destroyed.
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The Old Stoic
 

Emily Bronte (1818–1848)
 

RICHES I hold in light esteem,

 And Love I laugh to scorn;

And lust of fame was but a dream,

 That vanish’d with the morn:
 

And if I pray, the only prayer   5

 That moves my lips for me

Is, ‘Leave the heart that now I bear,

 And give me liberty!’
 

Yes, as my swift days near their goal,

 ’Tis all that I implore;   10

In life and death a chainless soul

 With courage to endure.
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Robert Stephen Hawker
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And Shall Trelawny Die?
 

Robert Stephen Hawker (1804–1875)
 

A GOOD sword and a trusty hand!

 A merry heart and true!

King James’s men shall understand

 What Cornish lads can do.
 

And have they fixed the where and when?   5

 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:   10

‘If London Tower were Michael’s hold,

 We’ll set Trelawny free!
 

‘We’ll cross the Tamar, land to land,

 The Severn is no stay,

With “one and all,” and hand in hand,   15

 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.   20
 

‘Trelawny he’s in keep and hold,

 Trelawny he may die;

But here’s twenty thousand Cornish bold

 Will know the reason why!’
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Coventry Patmore
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Departure
 

Coventry Patmore (1823–1896)
 

IT was not like your great and gracious ways!

Do you, that have naught other to lament,

Never, my Love, repent

Of how, that July afternoon,

You went,   5

With sudden, unintelligible phrase,

And frighten’d eye,

Upon your journey of so many days

Without a single kiss, or a good-bye?

I knew, indeed, that you were parting soon;   10

And so we sate, within the low sun’s rays,

You whispering to me, for your voice was weak,

Your harrowing praise.

Well, it was well

To hear you such things speak,   15

And I could tell

What made your eyes a growing gloom of love,

As a warm South-wind sombres a March grove.

And it was like your great and gracious ways

To turn your talk on daily things, my Dear,   20

Lifting the luminous, pathetic lash

To let the laughter flash,

Whilst I drew near,

Because you spoke so low that I could scarcely hear.

But all at once to leave me at the last,   25

More at the wonder than the loss aghast,

With huddled, unintelligible phrase,

And frighten’d eye,

And go your journey of all days

With not one kiss, or a good-bye,   30

And the only loveless look the look with which you pass’d:

’Twas all unlike your great and gracious ways.
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William (Johnson) Cory
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Heraclitus
 

William (Johnson) Cory (1823–1892)
 

THEY told me, Heraclitus, they told me you were dead,

They brought me bitter news to hear and bitter tears to shed.

I wept as I remember’d how often you and I

Had tired the sun with talking and sent him down the sky.
 

And now that thou art lying, my dear old Carian guest,   5

A handful of grey ashes, long, long ago at rest,

Still are thy pleasant voices, thy nightingales, awake;

For Death, he taketh all away, but them he cannot take.
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Mimnermus in Church
 

William (Johnson) Cory (1823–1892)
 

YOU promise heavens free from strife,

 Pure truth, and perfect change of will;

But sweet, sweet is this human life,

 So sweet, I fain would breathe it still:

Your chilly stars I can forego,   5

This warm kind world is all I know.
 

You say there is no substance here,

 One great reality above:

Back from that void I shrink in fear,

 And child-like hide myself in love:   10

Show me what angels feel. Till then,

I cling, a mere weak man, to men.
 

You bid me lift my mean desires

 From faltering lips and fitful veins

To sexless souls, ideal quires,   15

 Unwearied voices, wordless strains:

My mind with fonder welcome owns

One dear dead friend’s remembered tones.
 

Forsooth the present we must give

 To that which cannot pass away;   20

All beauteous things for which we live

 By laws of time and space decay.

But oh, the very reason why

I clasp them, is because they die.
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Sydney Dobell
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The Ballad of Keith of Ravelston
 

Sydney Dobell (1824–1874)
 

THE MURMUR of the mourning ghost

 That keeps the shadowy kine,

‘O Keith of Ravelston,

 The sorrows of thy line!’
 

Ravelston, Ravelston,   5

 The merry path that leads

Down the golden morning hill,

 And thro’ the silver meads;
 

Ravelston, Ravelston,

 The stile beneath the tree,   10

The maid that kept her mother’s kine,

 The song that sang she!
 

She sang her song, she kept her kine,

 She sat beneath the thorn,

When Andrew Keith of Ravelston   15

 Rode thro’ the Monday morn.
 

His henchmen sing, his hawk-bells ring,

 His belted jewels shine;

O Keith of Ravelston,

 The sorrows of thy line!   20
 

Year after year, where Andrew came,

 Comes evening down the glade,

And still there sits a moonshine ghost

 Where sat the sunshine maid.
 

Her misty hair is faint and fair,   25

 She keeps the shadowy kine;

O Keith of Ravelston,

 The sorrows of thy line!
 

I lay my hand upon the stile,

 The stile is lone and cold,   30

The burnie that goes babbling by

 Says naught that can be told.
 

Yet, stranger! here, from year to year,

 She keeps her shadowy kine;

O Keith of Ravelston,   35

 The sorrows of thy line!
 

Step out three steps, where Andrew stood — 

 Why blanch thy cheeks for fear?

The ancient stile is not alone,

 ’Tis not the burn I bear!   40
 

She makes her immemorial moan,

 She keeps her shadowy kine;

O Keith of Ravelston,

 The sorrows of thy line!
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William Allingham
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The Fairies
 

William Allingham (1824–1889)
 

UP the airy mountain,

 Down the rushy glen,

We daren’t go a-hunting

 For fear of little men;

Wee folk, good folk,   5

 Trooping all together;

Green jacket, red cap,

 And white owl’s feather!
 

Down along the rocky shore

 Some make their home,   10

They live on crispy pancakes

 Of yellow tide-foam;

Some in the reeds

 Of the black mountain lake,

With frogs for their watch-dogs,   15

 All night awake.
 

High on the hill-top

 The old King sits;

He is now so old and gray

 He’s nigh lost his wits.   20

With a bridge of white mist

 Columbkill he crosses,

On his stately journeys

 From Slieveleague to Rosses;

Or going up with music   25

 On cold starry nights

To sup with the Queen

 Of the gay Northern Lights.
 

They stole little Bridget

 For seven years long;   30

When she came down again

 Her friends were all gone.

They took her lightly back,

 Between the night and morrow,

They thought that she was fast asleep,   35

 But she was dead with sorrow.

They have kept her ever since

 Deep within the lake,

On a bed of flag-leaves,

 Watching till she wake.   40
 

By the craggy hill-side,

 Through the mosses bare,

They have planted thorn-trees

 For pleasure here and there.

If any man so daring   45

 As dig them up in spite,

He shall find their sharpest thorns

 In his bed at night.
 

Up the airy mountain,

 Down the rushy glen,   50

We daren’t go a-hunting

 For fear of little men;

Wee folk, good folk,

 Trooping all together;

Green jacket, red cap,   55

 And white owl’s feather!
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








George MacDonald
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That Holy Thing
 

George MacDonald (1824–1905)
 

THEY all were looking for a king

 To slay their foes and lift them high:

Thou cam’st, a little baby thing

  That made a woman cry.
 

O Son of Man, to right my lot   5

 Naught but Thy presence can avail;

Yet on the road Thy wheels are not,

  Nor on the sea Thy sail!
 

My how or when Thou wilt not heed,

 But come down Thine own secret stair,   10

That Thou mayst answer all my need — 

  Yea, every bygone prayer.
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Baby
 

George MacDonald (1824–1905)
 

WHERE did you come from, baby dear?

Out of the everywhere into here.
 

Where did you get those eyes so blue?

Out of the sky as I came through.
 

What makes the light in them sparkle and spin?   5

Some of the starry spikes left in.
 

Where did you get that little tear?

I found it waiting when I got here.
 

What makes your forehead so smooth and high?

A soft hand stroked it as I went by.   10
 

What makes your cheek like a warm white rose?

I saw something better than any one knows.
 

Whence that three-cornered smile of bliss?

Three angels gave me at once a kiss.
 

Where did you get this pearly ear?   15

God spoke, and it came out to hear.
 

Where did you get those arms and hands?

Love made itself into bonds and bands.
 

Feet, whence did you come, you darling things?

From the same box as the cherubs’ wings.   20
 

How did they all just come to be you?

God thought about me, and so I grew.
 

But how did you come to us, you dear?

God thought about you, and so I am here.
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Emily Dickinson
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They shut me up in Prose

 

Emily Dickinson (1830–1886)
 

445
 

They shut me up in Prose –

As when a little Girl

They put me in the Closet –

Because they liked me “still”   –
 

Still! Could themself have peeped –

And seen my Brain – go round –

They might as wise have lodged a Bird

For Treason – in the Pound –
 

Himself has but to will

And easy as a Star

Look down opon Captivity –

And laugh – No more have I –
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Hope is the thing with feathers
 

Emily Dickinson (1830–1886)
 

254
 

“Hope” is the thing with feathers — 
 That perches in the soul — 
 And sings the tune without the words — 
 And never stops — at all — 
 

And sweetest — in the Gale — is heard — 
 And sore must be the storm — 
 That could abash the little Bird
 That kept so many warm — 
 

I’ve heard it in the chillest land — 
 And on the strangest Sea — 
 Yet, never, in Extremity,
 It asked a crumb — of Me.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Faith is a fine invention
 

Emily Dickinson (1830–1886)
 

185
 

“Faith” is a fine invention
 When Gentlemen can see — 
 But Microscopes are prudent
 In an Emergency.
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A Book
 

Emily Dickinson (1830–1886)
 

There is no frigate like a book
 To take us lands away,
 Nor any coursers like a page
 Of prancing poetry.
 This traverse may the poorest take
 Without oppress of toll;
 How frugal is the chariot
 That bears a human soul!
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A Bird Came Down
 

Emily Dickinson (1830–1886)
 

A bird came down the walk:
 He did not know I saw; 
 He bit an angle-worm in halves
 And ate the fellow, raw.
 

And then he drank a dew
 From a convenient grass,
 And then hopped sidewise to the wall
 To let a beetle pass.
 

He glanced with rapid eyes
 That hurried all abroad,- 
 They looked like frightened beads, I thought; 
 He stirred his velvet head
 

Like one in danger; cautious,
 I offered him a crumb,
 And he unrolled his feathers
 And rowed him softer home
 

Than oars divide the ocean,
 Too silver for a seam,
 Or butterflies, off banks of noon,
 Leap, plashless, as they swim.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








A Dying Tiger — moaned for Drink
 

Emily Dickinson (1830–1886)
 

566
 

A Dying Tiger — moaned for Drink — 
 I hunted all the Sand — 
 I caught the Dripping of a Rock
 And bore it in my Hand — 
 

His Mighty Balls — in death were thick — 
 But searching — I could see
 A Vision on the Retina
 Of Water — and of me — 
 

’Twas not my blame — who sped too slow — 
 ’Twas not his blame — who died
 While I was reaching him — 
 But ’twas — the fact that He was dead — 
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A Cloud withdrew from the Sky
 

Emily Dickinson (1830–1886)
 

895
 

A Cloud withdrew from the Sky
 Superior Glory be
 But that Cloud and its Auxiliaries
 Are forever lost to me
 

Had I but further scanned
 Had I secured the Glow
 In an Hermetic Memory
 It had availed me now.
 

Never to pass the Angel
 With a glance and a Bow
 Till I am firm in Heaven
 Is my intention now.
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Speech — is a prank of Parliament
 

Emily Dickinson (1830–1886)
 

688
 

‘Speech’ — is a prank of Parliament — 
 ‘Tears’ — is a trick of the nerve — 
 But the Heart with the heaviest freight on — 
 Doesn’t — always — move — 
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Why do I love You, Sir?
 

Emily Dickinson (1830–1886)
 

480
 

“Why do I love” You, Sir?
 Because — 
 The Wind does not require the Grass
 To answer — Wherefore when He pass
 She cannot keep Her place.
 

Because He knows — and
 Do not You — 
 And We know not — 
 Enough for Us
 The Wisdom it be so — 
 

The Lightning — never asked an Eye
 Wherefore it shut — when He was by — 
 Because He knows it cannot speak — 
 And reasons not contained — 

 — Of Talk — 
 There be — preferred by Daintier Folk — 
 

The Sunrise — Sire — compelleth Me — 
 Because He’s Sunrise — and I see — 
 Therefore — Then — 
 I love Thee — 
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Heaven — is what I cannot reach!
 

Emily Dickinson (1830–1886)
 

239
 

“Heaven” — is what I cannot reach!
 The Apple on the Tree — 
 Provided it do hopeless — hang — 
 That— “He aven” is — to Me!
 

The Color, on the Cruising Cloud — 
 The interdicted Land — 
 Behind the Hill — the House behind — 
 There — Paradise — is found!
 

Her teasing Purples — Afternoons — 
 The credulous — decoy — 
 Enamored — of the Conjuror — 
 That spurned us — Yesterday!
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Nature is what we see
 

Emily Dickinson (1830–1886)
 

668
 

“Nature” is what we see — 
 The Hill — the Afternoon — 
 Squirrel — Eclipse — the Bumble bee — 
 Nay — Nature is Heaven — 
 Nature is what we hear — 
 The Bobolink — the Sea — 
 Thunder — the Cricket — 
 Nay — Nature is Harmony — 
 Nature is what we know — 
 Yet have no art to say — 
 So impotent Our Wisdom is
 To her Simplicity.
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Heaven has different Signs — to me
 

Emily Dickinson (1830–1886)
 

575
 

“Heaven” has different Signs — to me — 
 Sometimes, I think that Noon
 Is but a symbol of the Place — 
 And when again, at Dawn,
 

A mighty look runs round the World
 And settles in the Hills — 
 An Awe if it should be like that
 Upon the Ignorance steals — 
 

The Orchard, when the Sun is on — 
 The Triumph of the Birds
 When they together Victory make — 
 Some Carnivals of Clouds — 
 

The Rapture of a finished Day — 
 Returning to the West — 
 All these — remind us of the place
 That Men call “paradise” — 
 

Itself be fairer — we suppose — 
 But how Ourself, shall be
 Adorned, for a Superior Grace — 
 Not yet, our eyes can see — 
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A Coffin — is a Small Domain
 

Emily Dickinson (1830–1886)
 

A Coffin — is a small Domain,
 Yet able to contain
 A Citizen of Paradise
 In it diminished Plane.
 

A Grave — is a restricted Breadth — 
 Yet ampler than the Sun — 
 And all the Seas He populates
 And Lands He looks upon
 

To Him who on its small Repose
 Bestows a single Friend — 
 Circumference without Relief — 
 Or Estimate — or End — 
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Because I could not stop for Death (712)
 

Emily Dickinson (1830–1886)
 

Because I could not stop for Death — 
 He kindly stopped for me — 
 The Carriage held but just Ourselves — 
 And Immortality.
 

We slowly drove — He knew no haste
 And I had put away
 My labor and my leisure too,
 For His Civility — 
 

We passed the School, where Children strove
 At Recess — in the Ring — 
 We passed the Fields of Gazing Grain — 
 We passed the Setting Sun — 
 

Or rather — He passed us — 
 The Dews drew quivering and chill — 
 For only Gossamer, my Gown — 
 My Tippet — only Tulle — 
 

We paused before a House that seemed
 A Swelling of the Ground — 
 The Roof was scarcely visible — 
 The Cornice — in the Ground — 
 

Since then— ’tis Centuries — and yet
 Feels shorter than the Day
 I first surmised the Horses’ Heads 
 Were toward Eternity — 
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When One has given up One’s life
 

Emily Dickinson (1830–1886)
 

853
 

When One has given up One’s life
 The parting with the rest
 Feels easy, as when Day lets go
 Entirely the West
 

The Peaks, that lingered last
 Remain in Her regret
 As scarcely as the Iodine
 Upon the Cataract.
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Edward, Earl of Lytton
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The Last Wish
 

Edward, Earl of Lytton (1831–1892)
 

SINCE all that I can ever do for thee

Is to do nothing, this my prayer must be:

That thou mayst never guess nor ever see

The all-endured this nothing-done costs me.
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Arthur Hugh Clough
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Say Not the Struggle Naught Availeth
 

Arthur Hugh Clough (1819–1861)
 

SAY not the struggle naught availeth,

 The labour and the wounds are vain,

The enemy faints not, nor faileth,

 And as things have been they remain.
 

If hopes were dupes, fears may be liars;   5

 It may be, in yon smoke conceal’d,

Your comrades chase e’en now the fliers,

 And, but for you, possess the field.
 

For while the tired waves, vainly breaking,

 Seem here no painful inch to gain,   10

Far back, through creeks and inlets making,

 Comes silent, flooding in, the main.
 

And not by eastern windows only,

 When daylight comes, comes in the light;

In front the sun climbs slow, how slowly!   15

 But westward, look, the land is bright!
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The Stream of Life
 

Arthur Hugh Clough (1819–1861)
 

O STREAM descending to the sea,

 Thy mossy banks between,

The flowerets blow, the grasses grow,

 The leafy trees are green.
 

In garden plots the children play,   5

 The fields the labourers till,

And houses stand on either hand,

 And thou descendest still.
 

O life descending into death,

 Our walking eyes behold,   10

Parent and friend thy lapse attend,

 Companions young and old.
 

Strong purposes our minds possess,

 Our hearts affections fill,

We toil and earn, we seek and learn,   15

 And thou descendest still.
 

O end to which our currents tend,

 Inevitable sea,

To which we flow, what do we know,

 What shall we guess of thee?   20
 

A roar we hear upon thy shore,

 As we our course fulfil;

Scarce we divine a sun will shine

 And be above us still.
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In a London Square
 

Arthur Hugh Clough (1819–1861)
 

PUT forth thy leaf, thou lofty plane,

 East wind and frost are safely gone;

With zephyr mild and balmy rain

 The summer comes serenely on;

Earth, air, and sun and skies combine   5

 To promise all that’s kind and fair; — 

But thou, O human heart of mine,

 Be still, contain thyself, and bear.
 

December days were brief and chill,

 The winds of March were wild and drear,   10

And, nearing and receding still,

 Spring never would, we thought, be here.

The leaves that burst, the suns that shine,

 Had, not the less, their certain date; — 

And thou, O human heart of mine,   15

 Be still, refrain thyself, and wait.
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Qua Cursum Ventus
 

Arthur Hugh Clough (1819–1861)
 

AS ships, becalmed at eve, that lay

 With canvas drooping, side by side,

Two towers of sail at dawn of day

 Are scarce long leagues apart descried;
 

When fell the night, upsprung the breeze,   5

 And all the darkling hours they plied,

Nor dreamt but each the self-same seas

 By each was cleaving, side by side:
 

E’en so — but why the tale reveal

 Of those, whom year by year unchanged,   10

Brief absence joined anew to feel,

 Astounded, soul from soul estranged?
 

At dead of night their sails were filled,

 And onward each rejoicing steered — 

Ah, neither blame, for neither willed,   15

 Or wist, what first with dawn appeared!
 

To veer, how vain! On, onward strain,

 Brave barks! In light, in darkness too,

Through winds and tides one compass guides:

 To that, and your own selves, be true.   20
 

But O blithe breeze; and O great seas,

 Though ne’er, that earliest parting past,

On your wide plain they join again,

 Together lead them home at last.
 

One port, methought, alike they sought,   25

 One purpose hold where’er they fare, — 

O bounding breeze, O rushing seas!

 At last, at last, unite them there!
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Where Lies the Land?
 

Arthur Hugh Clough (1819–1861)
 

WHERE lies the land to which the ship would go?

Far, far ahead, is all her seamen know.

And where the land she travels from? Away,

Far, far behind, is all that they can say.
 

On sunny noons upon the deck’s smooth face   5

Linked arm in arm, how pleasant here to pace;

Or, o’er the stern reclining, watch below

The foaming wake far widening as we go.
 

On stormy nights when wild north-westers rave,

How proud a thing to fight with wind and wave!   10

The dripping sailor on the reeling mast

Exults to bear, and scorns to wish it past.
 

Where lies the land to which the ship would go?

Far, far ahead, is all her seamen know.

And where the land she travels from? Away,   15

Far, far behind, is all that they can say.
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Matthew Arnold
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The Forsaken Merman
 

Matthew Arnold (1822–1888)
 

COME, dear children, let us away;

 Down and away below.

Now my brothers call from the bay;

Now the great winds shoreward blow;

Now the salt tides seaward flow;   5

Now the wild white horses play,

Champ and chafe and toss in the spray,

 Children dear, let us away.

  This way, this way!
 

Call her once before you go.   10

  Call once yet.

In a voice that she will know:

 ‘Margaret! Margaret!’

Children’s voices should be dear

(Call once more) to a mother’s ear:   15

Children’s voices, wild with pain.

Surely she will come again.

Call her once and come away.

  This way, this way!

‘Mother dear, we cannot stay.’   20

The wild white horses foam and fret.

 Margaret! Margaret!
 

Come, dear children, come away down.

  Call no more.

One last look at the white-wall’d town,   25

And the little grey church on the windy shore.

  Then come down.

She will not come though you call all day.

 Come away, come away.
 

Children dear, was it yesterday   30

We heard the sweet bells over the bay?

In the caverns where we lay,

Through the surf and through the swell,

The far-off sound of a silver bell?

Sand-strewn caverns, cool and deep,   35

Where the winds are all asleep;

Where the spent lights quiver and gleam;

Where the salt weed sways in the stream;

Where the sea-beasts, ranged all round,

Feed in the ooze of their pasture-ground;   40

Where the sea-snakes coil and twine,

Dry their mail, and bask in the brine;

Where great whales come sailing by,

Sail and sail, with unshut eye,

Round the world for ever and aye?   45

When did music come this way?

Children dear, was it yesterday?
 

 Children dear, was it yesterday

 (Call yet once) that she went away?

 Once she sate with you and me,   50

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

 And the youngest sate on her knee.

She comb’d its bright hair, and she tended it well,

When down swung the sound of the far-off bell.

She sigh’d, she look’d up through the clear green sea.   55

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

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

‘Twill be Easter-time in the world — ah me!

And I lose my poor soul, Merman, here with thee.’

I said, ‘Go up, dear heart, through the waves.   60

Say thy prayer and come back to the kind sea-caves.’

She smiled, she went up through the surf in the bay

 Children dear, was it yesterday?
 

 Children dear, were we long alone?

‘The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan.   65

 Long prayers,’ I said, ‘in the world they say.

Come,’ I said, and we rose through the surf in the bay.

We went up the beach, by the sandy down

Where the sea-stocks bloom, to the white-wall’d town.

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

To the little grey church on the windy hill.

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

But we stood without in the cold-blowing airs.

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

And we gazed up the aisle through the small leaded panes.   75

 She sate by the pillar; we saw her clear:

 ‘Margaret, hist! come quick, we are here.

 Dear heart,’ I said, ‘we are long alone.

 The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan.’

But, ah! she gave me never a look,   80

For her eyes were seal’d to the holy book.

Loud prays the priest; shut stands the door.

 Come away, children, call no more.

 Come away, come down. call no more.

  Down, down, down;   85

 Down to the depths of the sea.

She sits at her wheel in the humming town,

 Singing most joyfully.

Hark what she sings: ‘O joy, O joy,

For the humming street, and the child with its toy.   90

For the priest, and the bell, and the holy well.

 For the wheel where I spun,

 And the blessed light of the sun.’
 

 And so she sings her fill,

 Singing most joyfully,   95

 Till the shuttle falls from her hand,

 And the whizzing wheel stands still.

She steals to the window, and looks at the sand;

 And over the sand at the sea;

 And her eyes are set in a stare;   100

 And anon there breaks a sigh,

 And anon there drops a tear,

 From a sorrow-clouded eye,

 And a heart sorrow-laden,

   A long, long sigh   105

For the cold strange eyes of a little Mermaiden

 And the gleam of her golden hair.
 

Come children, come down.

Come away, away, children.

The hoarse wind blows colder;   110

Lights shine in the town.

She will start from her slumber

When gusts shake the door;

She will hear the winds howling,

Will hear the waves roar.   115

We shall see, while above us

The waves roar and whirl,

A ceiling of amber,

A pavement of pearl.

Singing, ‘Here came a mortal,   120

But faithless was she:

And alone dwell for ever

The kings of the sea.’
 

But, children, at midnight,

When soft the winds blow;   125

When clear falls the moonlight;

When spring-tides are low:

When sweet airs come seaward

From heaths starr’d with broom;

And high rocks throw mildly   130

On the blanch’d sands a gloom:

Up the still, glistening beaches,

Up the creeks we will hie;

Over banks of bright seaweed

The ebb-tide leaves dry.   135

We will gaze, from the sand-hills,

At the white, sleeping town;

At the church on the hill-side — 

 And then come back down.

Singing, ‘There dwells a loved one,   140

 But cruel is she.

She left lonely for ever

 The kings of the sea.’
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The Song of Callicles
 

Matthew Arnold (1822–1888)
 

THROUGH the black, rushing smoke-bursts,

Thick breaks the red flame.

All Etna heaves fiercely

Her forest-clothed frame.
 

Not here, O Apollo!   5

Are haunts meet for thee.

But, where Helicon breaks down

In cliff to the sea.
 

Where the moon-silver’d inlets

Send far their light voice   10

Up the still vale of Thisbe,

O speed, and rejoice!
 

On the sward at the cliff-top,

Lie strewn the white flocks;

On the cliff-side, the pigeons   15

Roost deep in the rocks.
 

In the moonlight the shepherds,

Soft lull’d by the rills,

Lie wrapt in their blankets,

Asleep on the hills.   20
 

 — What forms are these coming

So white through the gloom?

What garments out-glistening

The gold-flower’d broom?
 

What sweet-breathing Presence   25

Out-perfumes the thyme?

What voices enrapture

The night’s balmy prime? — 
 

’Tis Apollo comes leading

His choir, The Nine.   30

 — The Leader is fairest,

But all are divine.
 

They are lost in hollows.

They stream up again.

What seeks on this mountain   35

The glorified train? — 
 

They bathe on this mountain,

In the spring by their road.

Then on to Olympus,

Their endless abode.   40
 

 — Whose praise do they mention:

Of what is it told? — 

What will be for ever.

What was from of old.
 

First hymn they the Father   45

Of all things: and then,

The rest of Immortals,

The action of men.
 

The Day in his hotness,

The strife with the palm;   50

The Night in her silence,

The Stars in their calm.
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To Marguerite
 

Matthew Arnold (1822–1888)
 

YES: in the sea of life enisled,

 With echoing straits between us thrown.

Dotting the shoreless watery wild,

 We mortal millions live alone.

The islands feel the enclasping flow,   5

And then their endless bounds they know.
 

But when the moon their hollows lights,

 And they are swept by balms of spring,

And in their glens, on starry nights,

 The nightingales divinely sing;   10

And lovely notes, from shore to shore,

Across the sounds and channels pour;
 

O then a longing like despair

 Is to their farthest caverns sent!

For surely once, they feel we were   15

 Parts of a single continent.

Now round us spreads the watery plain — 

 O might our marges meet again!
 

Who order’d that their longing’s fire

 Should be, as soon as kindled, cool’d?   20

Who renders vain their deep desire? — 

 A God, a God their severance ruled;

And bade betwixt their shores to be

The unplumb’d, salt, estranging sea.
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Requiescat
 

Matthew Arnold (1822–1888)
 

STREW on her roses, roses,

 And never a spray of yew.

In quiet she reposes:

 Ah! would that I did too.
 

Her mirth the world required:   5

 She bathed it in smiles of glee.

But her heart was tired, tired,

 And now they let her be.
 

Her life was turning, turning,

 In mazes of heat and sound.   10

But for peace her soul was yearning,

 And now peace laps her round.
 

Her cabin’d, ample Spirit,

 It flutter’d and fail’d for breath.

To-night it doth inherit   15

 The vasty hall of Death.
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Shakespeare
 

Matthew Arnold (1822–1888)
 

OTHERS abide our question. Thou art free.

We ask and ask: Thou smilest and art still,

Out-topping knowledge. For the loftiest hill

That to the stars uncrowns his majesty,

Planting his steadfast footsteps in the sea,   5

Making the heaven of heavens his dwelling-place,

Spares but the cloudy border of his base

To the foil’d searching of mortality;

And thou, who didst the stars and sunbeams know,

Self-school’d, self-scann’d, self-honour’d, self-secure,   10

Didst walk on earth unguess’d at. Better so!

All pains the immortal spirit must endure,

 All weakness that impairs, all griefs that bow,

 Find their sole voice in that victorious brow.
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Rugby Chapel
 

November, 1857
 

Matthew Arnold (1822–1888)
 

COLDLY, sadly descends

The autumn-evening. The field

Strewn with its dank yellow drifts

Of wither’d leaves, and the elms,

Fade into dimness apace,   5

Silent; — hardly a shout

From a few boys late at their play!

The lights come out in the street,

In the school-room windows; — but cold,

Solemn, unlighted, austere,   10

Through the gathering darkness, arise

The chapel-walls, in whose bound

Thou, my father! art laid.
 

There thou dost lie, in the gloom

Of the autumn evening. But ah!   15

That word, gloom, to my mind

Brings thee back, in the light

Of thy radiant vigor, again;

In the gloom of November we pass’d

Days not dark at thy side;   20

Seasons impair’d not the ray

Of thy buoyant cheerfulness clear.

Such thou wast! and I stand

In the autumn evening and think

Of bygone autumns with thee.   25
 

Fifteen years have gone round

Since thou arosest to tread,

In the summer-morning, the road

Of death, at a call unforeseen,

Sudden. For fifteen years,   30

We who till then in thy shade

Rested as under the boughs

Of a mighty oak, have endured

Sunshine and rain as we might,

Bare, unshaded, alone,   35

Lacking the shelter of thee.
 

O strong soul, by what shore

Tarriest thou now? For that force,

Surely, has not been left vain!

Somewhere, surely, afar,   40

In the sounding labor-house vast

Of being, is practised that strength,

Zealous, beneficent, firm!
 

Yes, in some far-shining sphere,

Conscious or not of the past,   45

Still thou performest the word

Of the Spirit in whom thou dost live — 

Prompt, unwearied, as here!

Still thou upraisest with zeal

The humble good from the ground,   50

Sternly repressest the bad!

Still, like a trumpet, dost rouse

Those who with half-open eyes

Tread the border-land dim

Twixt vice and virtue; reviv’st,   55

Succorest! — this was thy work;

This was thy life upon earth.
 

What is the course of the life

Of mortal men on the earth? — 

Most men eddy about   60

Here and there — eat and drink,

Chatter and love and hate,

Gather and squander, are raised

Aloft, are hurl’d in the dust,

Striving blindly, achieving   65

Nothing; and then they die — 

Perish; — and no one asks

Who or what they have been,

More than he asks what waves,

In the moonlit solitudes mild   70

Of the midmost Ocean, have swell’d,

Foam’d for a moment, and gone.
 

And there are some, whom a thirst

Ardent, unquenchable, fires,

Not with the crowd to be spent,   75

Not without aim to go round

In an eddy of purposeless dust,

Effort unmeaning and vain.

Ah yes! some of us strive

Not without action to die   80

Fruitless, but something to snatch

From dull oblivion, nor all

Glut the devouring grave!

We, we have chosen our path — 

Path to a clear-purposed goal,   85

Path of advance! — but it leads

A long, steep journey, through sunk

Gorges, o’er mountains in snow.

Cheerful, with friends, we set forth — 

Then on the height, comes the storm.   90

Thunder crashes from rock

To rock, the cataracts reply,

Lightnings dazzle our eyes.

Roaring torrents have breach’d

The track, the stream-bed descends   95

In the place where the wayfarer once

Planted his footstep — the spray

Boils o’er its borders! aloft

The unseen snow-beds dislodge

Their hanging ruin; alas,   100

Havoc is made in our train!

Friends who set forth at our side,

Falter, are lost in the storm.

We, we only are left!

With frowning foreheads, with lips   105

Sternly compress’d, we strain on,

On — and at nightfall at last

Come to the end of our way,

To the lonely inn ‘mid the rocks;

Where the gaunt and taciturn host   110

Stands on the threshold, the wind

Shaking his thin white hairs — 

Holds his lantern to scan

Our storm-beat figures, and asks:

Whom in our party we bring?   115

Whom we have left in the snow?
 

Sadly we answer: We bring

Only ourselves! we lost

Sight of the rest in the storm.

Hardly ourselves we fought through,   120

Stripp’d, without friends, as we are.

Friends, companions, and train,

The avalanche swept from our side.
 

But thou would’st not alone

Be saved, my father! alone   125

Conquer and come to thy goal,

Leaving the rest in the wild.

We were weary, and we

Fearful, and we in our march

Fain to drop down and to die.   130

Still thou turnedst, and still

Beckonedst the trembler, and still

Gavest the weary thy hand.
 

If, in the paths of the world,

Stones might have wounded thy feet,   135

Toil or dejection have tried

Thy spirit, of that we saw

Nothing — to us thou wast still

Cheerful, and helpful, and firm!

Therefore to thee it was given   140

Many to save with thyself;

And, at the end of thy day,

O faithful shepherd! to come,

Bringing thy sheep in thy hand.
 

And through thee I believe   145

In the noble and great who are gone;

Pure souls honor’d and blest

By former ages, who else — 

Such, so soulless, so poor,

Is the race of men whom I see — 150

Seem’d but a dream of the heart,

Seem’d but a cry of desire.

Yes! I believe that there lived

Others like thee in the past,

Not like the men of the crowd   155

Who all round me to-day

Bluster or cringe, and make life

Hideous, and arid, and vile;

But souls temper’d with fire,

Fervent, heroic, and good,   160

Helpers and friends of mankind.
 

Servants of God! — or sons

Shall I not call you? because

Not as servants ye knew

Your Father’s innermost mind,   165

His, who unwillingly sees

One of his little ones lost — 

Yours is the praise, if mankind

Hath not as yet in its march

Fainted, and fallen, and died!   170
 

See! In the rocks of the world

Marches the host of mankind,

A feeble, wavering line.

Where are they tending? — A God

Marshall’d them, gave them their goal.   175

Ah, but the way is so long!

Years they have been in the wild!

Sore thirst plagues them, the rocks,

Rising all round, overawe;

Factions divide them, their host   180

Threatens to break, to dissolve.

 — Ah, keep, keep them combined!

Else, of the myriads who fill

That army, not one shall arrive;

Sole they shall stray; in the rocks   185

Stagger for ever in vain.

Die one by one in the waste.
 

Then, in such hour of need

Of your fainting, dispirited race

Ye, like angels, appear,   190

Radiant with ardor divine!

Beacons of hope, ye appear!

Languor is not in your heart,

Weakness is not in your word,

Weariness not on your brow.   195

Ye alight in our van! at your voice,

Panic, despair, flee away.

Ye move through the ranks, recall

The stragglers, refresh the outworn,

Praise, re-inspire the brave!   200

Order, courage, return;

Eyes rekindling, and prayers,

Follow your steps as ye go.

Ye fill up the gaps in our files,

Strengthen the wavering line,   205

Stablish, continue our march,

On, to the bound of the waste,

On, to the City of God.
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Memorial Verses
 

April, 1850
 

Matthew Arnold (1822–1888)
 

GOETHE in Weimar sleeps, and Greece,

Long since, saw Byron’s struggle cease.

But one such death remain’d to come;

The last poetic voice is dumb — 

We stand to-day by Wordsworth’s tomb.   5
 

When Byron’s eyes were shut in death,

We bow’d our head and held our breath.

He taught us little; but our soul

Had felt him like the thunder’s roll.
 

With shivering heart the strife we saw   10

Of passion with eternal law;

And yet with reverential awe

We watch’d the fount of fiery life

Which served for that Titanic strife.
 

When Goethe’s death was told, we said:   15

Sunk, then, is Europe’s sagest head.

Physician of the iron age,

Goethe has done his pilgrimage.

He took the suffering human race,

He read each wound, each weakness clear;   20

And struck his finger on the place,

And said:Thou ailest here, and here!

He look’d on Europe’s dying hour

Of fitful dream and feverish power;

His eye plunged down the weltering strife,   25

The turmoil of expiring life — 

He said: The end is everywhere,

Art still has truth, take refuge there!

And he was happy, if to know

Causes of things, and far below   30

His feet to see the lurid flow

Of terror, and insane distress,

And headlong fate, be happiness.
 

And Wordsworth! — Ah, pale ghosts, rejoice!

For never has such soothing voice   35

Been to your shadowy world convey’d,

Since erst, at morn, some wandering shade

Heard the clear song of Orpheus come

Through Hades, and the mournful gloom.

Wordsworth has gone from us — and ye,   40

Ah, may ye feel his voice as we!

He too upon a wintry clime

Had fallen — on this iron time

Of doubts, disputes, distractions, fears.

He found us when the age had bound   45

Our souls in its benumbing round;

He spoke, and loosed our heart in tears.
 

He laid us as we lay at birth

On the cool flowery lap of earth,

Smiles broke from us and we had ease;   50

The hills were round us, and the breeze

Went o’er the sun-lit fields again;

Our foreheads felt the wind and rain.

Our youth returned; for there was shed

On spirits that had long been dead,   55

Spirits dried up and closely furl’d,

The freshness of the early world.
 

Ah! since dark days still bring to light

Man’s prudence and man’s fiery might,

Time may restore us in his course   60

Goethe’s sage mind and Byron’s force;

But where will Europe’s latter hour

Again find Wordsworth’s healing power?

Others will teach us how to dare,

And against fear our breast to steel;   65

Others will strengthen us to bear — 

But who, ah! who, will make us feel?

The cloud of mortal destiny,

Others will front it fearlessly — 

But who, like him, will put it by?   70
 

Keep fresh the grass upon his grave

O Rotha, with thy living wave!

Sing him thy best! for few or none

Hears thy voice right, now he is gone.
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Dover Beach
 

Matthew Arnold (1822–1888)
 

THE SEA is calm to-night,

The tide is full, the moon lies fair

Upon the straits; — on the French coast the light

Gleams and is gone; the cliffs of England stand,

Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay.   5

Come to the window, sweet is the night air!

Only, from the long line of spray

Where the sea meets the moon-blanch’d land,

Listen! you hear the grating roar

Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and fling,   10

At their return, up the high strand.

Begin, and cease, and then again begin,

With tremulous cadence slow, and bring

The eternal note of sadness in.
 

Sophocles long ago   15

Heard it on the Ægæan, and it brought

Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow

Of human misery; we

Find also in the sound a thought,

Hearing it by this distant northern sea.   20
 

The Sea of Faith

Was once, too, at the full, and round earth’s shore

Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furl’d.

But now I only hear

Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar,   25

Retreating, to the breath

Of the night-wind, down the vast edges drear

And naked shingles of the world.

Ah, love, let us be true

To one another! for the world, which seems   30

To lie before us like a land of dreams,

So various, so beautiful, so new,

Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light,

Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain;

And we are here as on a darkling plain   35

Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight,

Where ignorant armies clash by night.
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The Better Part
 

Matthew Arnold (1822–1888)
 

LONG fed on boundless hopes, O race of man,

How angrily thou spurn’st all simpler fare!

“Christ,” some one says, “was human as we are;

No judge eyes us from Heaven, our sin to scan;

We live no more, when we have done our span.”   5

“Well, then, for Christ,” thou answerest, “who can care?

From sin, which Heaven records not, why forbear?

Live we like brutes our life without a plan!”

So answerest thou; but why not rather say:

“Hath man no second life? — Pitch this one high!   10

Sits there no judge in Heaven, our sin to see? — 

More strictly, then, the inward judge obey!

Was Christ a man like us? Ah! let us try

If we then, too, can be such men as he!”
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Worldly Place
 

Matthew Arnold (1822–1888)
 

EVEN in a palace, life may be led well!

So spake the imperial sage, purest of men,

Marcus Aurelius. But the stifling den

Of common life, where, crowded up pell-mell,

Our freedom for a little bread we sell,   5

And drudge under some foolish master’s ken

Who rates us if we peer outside our pen — 

Match’d with a palace, is not this a hell?

Even in a palace! On his truth sincere,

Who spoke these words, no shadow ever came;   10

And when my ill-school’d spirit is aflame

Some nobler, ampler stage of life to win,

I’ll stop, and say: “There were no succor here!

The aids to noble life are all within.”
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The Last Word
 

Matthew Arnold (1822–1888)
 

CREEP into thy narrow bed,

Creep, and let no more be said!

Vain thy onset! all stands fast.

Thou thyself must break at last.
 

Let the long contention cease!   5

Geese are swans, and swans are geese.

Let them have it how they will!

Thou art tired; best be still.
 

They out-talk’d thee, hiss’d thee, tore thee?

Better men fared thus before thee;   10

Fired their ringing shot and pass’d,

Hotly charged — and sank at last.
 

Charge once more, then, and be dumb!

Let the victors, when they come,

When the forts of folly fall,   15

Find thy body by the wall!
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George Meredith
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Love in the Valley
 

George Meredith (1828 — 1909)
 

UNDER yonder beech-tree single on the green-sward,

 Couch’d with her arms behind her golden head,

Knees and tresses folded to slip and ripple idly,

 Lies my young love sleeping in the shade.

Had I the heart to slide an arm beneath her,   5

 Press her parting lips as her waist I gather slow,

Waking in amazement she could not but embrace me:

 Then would she hold me and never let me go?
 

Shy as the squirrel and wayward as the swallow,

 Swift as the swallow along the river’s light   10

Circleting the surface to meet his mirror’d winglets,

 Fleeter she seems in her stay than in her flight.

Shy as the squirrel that leaps among the pine-tops,

 Wayward as the swallow overhead at set of sun,

She whom I love is hard to catch and conquer,   15

 Hard, but O the glory of the winning were she won!
 

When her mother tends her before the laughing mirror,

 Tying up her laces, looping up her hair,

Often she thinks, were this wild thing wedded,

 More love should I have, and much less care.   20

When her mother tends her before the lighted mirror,

 Loosening her laces, combing down her curls,

Often she thinks, were this wild thing wedded,

 I should miss but one for many boys and girls.
 

Heartless she is as the shadow in the meadows   25

 Flying to the hills on a blue and breezy noon.

No, she is athirst and drinking up her wonder:

 Earth to her is young as the slip of the new moon.

Deals she an unkindness, ’tis but her rapid measure,

 Even as in a dance; and her smile can heal no less:   30

Like the swinging May-cloud that pelts the flowers with hailstones

 Off a sunny border, she was made to bruise and bless.
 

Lovely are the curves of the white owl sweeping

 Wavy in the dusk lit by one large star.

Lone on the fir-branch, his rattle-note unvaried,   35

 Brooding o’er the gloom, spins the brown evejar.

Darker grows the valley, more and more forgetting:

 So were it with me if forgetting could be will’d.

Tell the grassy hollow that holds the bubbling well-spring,

 Tell it to forget the source that keeps it fill’d.   40
 

Stepping down the hill with her fair companions,

 Arm in arm, all against the raying West,

Boldly she sings, to the merry tune she marches,

 Brave is her shape, and sweeter unpossess’d.

Sweeter, for she is what my heart first awaking   45

 Whisper’d the world was; morning light is she.

Love that so desires would fain keep her changeless;

 Fain would fling the net, and fain have her free.
 

Happy happy time, when the white star hovers

 Low over dim fields fresh with bloomy dew,   50

Near the face of dawn, that draws athwart the darkness

 Threading it with colour, like yewberries the yew.

Thicker crowd the shades as the grave East deepens

 Glowing, and with crimson a long cloud swells.

Maiden still the morn is; and strange she is, and secret;   55

 Strange her eyes; her cheeks are cold as cold sea-shells.
 

Sunrays, leaning on our southern hills and lighting

 Wild cloud-mountains that drag the hills along,

Oft ends the day of your shifting brilliant laughter

 Chill as a dull face frowning on a song.   60

Ay, but shows the South-west a ripple-feather’d bosom

 Blown to silver while the clouds are shaken and ascend

Scaling the mid-heavens as they stream, there comes a sunset

 Rich, deep like love in beauty without end.
 

When at dawn she sighs, and like an infant to the window   65

 Turns grave eyes craving light, released from dreams,

Beautiful she looks, like a white water-lily

 Bursting out of bud in havens of the streams.

When from bed she rises clothed from neck to ankle

 In her long nightgown sweet as boughs of May,   70

Beautiful she looks, like a tall garden-lily

 Pure from the night, and splendid for the day.
 

Mother of the dews, dark eye-lash’d twilight,

 Low-lidded twilight, o’er the valley’s brim,

Rounding on thy breast sings the dew-delighted skylark,   75

 Clear as though the dewdrops had their voice in him.

Hidden where the rose-flush drinks the rayless planet,

 Fountain-full he pours the spraying fountain-showers.

Let me hear her laughter, I would have her ever

 Cool as dew in twilight, the lark above the flowers.   80
 

All the girls are out with their baskets for the primrose;

 Up lanes, woods through, they troop in joyful bands.

My sweet leads: she knows not why, but now she loiters,

 Eyes the bent anemones, and hangs her hands.

Such a look will tell that the violets are peeping,   85

 Coming the rose: and unaware a cry

Springs in her bosom for odours and for colour,

 Covert and the nightingale; she knows not why.
 

Kerchief’d head and chin she darts between her tulips,

 Streaming like a willow gray in arrowy rain:   90

Some bend beaten cheek to gravel, and their angel

 She will be; she lifts them, and on she speeds again.

Black the driving raincloud breasts the iron gateway:

 She is forth to cheer a neighbour lacking mirth.

So when sky and grass met rolling dumb for thunder   95

 Saw I once a white dove, sole light of earth.
 

Prim little scholars are the flowers of her garden,

 Train’d to stand in rows, and asking if they please.

I might love them well but for loving more the wild ones:

 O my wild ones! they tell me more than these.   100

You, my wild one, you tell of honied field-rose,

 Violet, blushing eglantine in life; and even as they,

They by the wayside are earnest of your goodness,

 You are of life’s, on the banks that line the way.
 

Peering at her chamber the white crowns the red rose,   105

 Jasmine winds the porch with stars two and three.

Parted is the window; she sleeps; the starry jasmine

 Breathes a falling breath that carries thoughts of me.

Sweeter unpossess’d, have I said of her my sweetest?

 Not while she sleeps: while she sleeps the jasmine breathes,   110

Luring her to love; she sleeps; the starry jasmine

 Bears me to her pillow under white rose-wreaths.
 

Yellow with birdfoot-trefoil are the grass-glades;

 Yellow with cinquefoil of the dew-gray leaf;

Yellow with stonecrop; the moss-mounds are yellow;   115

 Blue-neck’d the wheat sways, yellowing to the sheaf.

Green-yellow, bursts from the copse the laughing yaffle;

 Sharp as a sickle is the edge of shade and shine:

Earth in her heart laughs looking at the heavens,

 Thinking of the harvest: I look and think of mine.   120
 

This I may know: her dressing and undressing

 Such a change of light shows as when the skies in sport

Shift from cloud to moonlight; or edging over thunder

 Slips a ray of sun; or sweeping into port

White sails furl; or on the ocean borders   125

 White sails lean along the waves leaping green.

Visions of her shower before me, but from eyesight

 Guarded she would be like the sun were she seen.
 

Front door and back of the moss’d old farmhouse

 Open with the morn, and in a breezy link   130

Freshly sparkles garden to stripe-shadow’d orchard,

 Green across a rill where on sand the minnows wink.

Busy in the grass the early sun of summer

 Swarms, and the blackbird’s mellow fluting notes

Call my darling up with round and roguish challenge:   135

 Quaintest, richest carol of all the singing throats!
 

Cool was the woodside; cool as her white dairy

 Keeping sweet the cream-pan; and there the boys from school,

Cricketing below, rush’d brown and red with sunshine;

 O the dark translucence of the deep-eyed cool!   140

Spying from the farm, herself she fetch’d a pitcher

 Full of milk, and tilted for each in turn the beak.

Then a little fellow, mouth up and on tiptoe,

 Said, ‘I will kiss you’: she laugh’d and lean’d her cheek.
 

Doves of the fir-wood walling high our red roof   145

 Through the long noon coo, crooning through the coo.

Loose droop the leaves, and down the sleepy roadway

 Sometimes pipes a chaffinch; loose droops the blue.

Cows flap a slow tail knee-deep in the river,

 Breathless, given up to sun and gnat and fly.   150

Nowhere is she seen; and if I see her nowhere,

 Lightning may come, straight rains and tiger sky.
 

O the golden sheaf, the rustling treasure-armful!

 O the nutbrown tresses nodding interlaced!

O the treasure-tresses one another over   155

 Nodding! O the girdle slack about the waist!

Slain are the poppies that shot their random scarlet

 Quick amid the wheat-ears: wound about the waist,

Gather’d, see these brides of Earth one blush of ripeness!

 O the nutbrown tresses nodding interlaced!   160
 

Large and smoky red the sun’s cold disk drops,

 Clipp’d by naked hills, on violet shaded snow:

Eastward large and still lights up a bower of moonrise,

 Whence at her leisure steps the moon aglow.

Nightlong on black print-branches our beech-tree   165

 Gazes in this whiteness: nightlong could I.

Here may life on death or death on life be painted.

 Let me clasp her soul to know she cannot die!
 

Gossips count her faults; they scour a narrow chamber

 Where there is no window, read not heaven or her.   170

‘When she was a tiny,’ one agèd woman quavers,

 Plucks at my heart and leads me by the ear.

Faults she had once as she learn’d to run and tumbled:

 Faults of feature some see, beauty not complete.

Yet, good gossips, beauty that makes holy   175

 Earth and air, may have faults from head to feet.
 

Hither she comes; she comes to me; she lingers,

 Deepens her brown eyebrows, while in new surprise

High rise the lashes in wonder of a stranger;

 Yet am I the light and living of her eyes.   180

Something friends have told her fills her heart to brimming,

 Nets her in her blushes, and wounds her, and tames. — 

Sure of her haven, O like a dove alighting,

 Arms up, she dropp’d: our souls were in our names.
 

Soon will she lie like a white frost sunrise.   185

 Yellow oats and brown wheat, barley pale as rye,

Long since your sheaves have yielded to the thresher,

 Felt the girdle loosen’d, seen the tresses fly.

Soon will she lie like a blood-red sunset.

 Swift with the to-morrow, green-wing’d Spring!   190

Sing from the South-west, bring her back the truants,

 Nightingale and swallow, song and dipping wing.
 

Soft new beech-leaves, up to beamy April

 Spreading bough on bough a primrose mountain, you

Lucid in the moon, raise lilies to the skyfields,   195

 Youngest green transfused in silver shining through:

Fairer than the lily, than the wild white cherry:

 Fair as in image my seraph love appears

Borne to me by dreams when dawn is at my eyelids:

 Fair as in the flesh she swims to me on tears.   200
 

Could I find a place to be alone with heaven,

 I would speak my heart out: heaven is my need.

Every woodland tree is flushing like the dogwood,

 Flashing like the whitebeam, swaying like the reed.

Flushing like the dogwood crimson in October;   205

 Streaming like the flag-reed South-west blown;

Flashing as in gusts the sudden-lighted whitebeam:

 All seem to know what is for heaven alone.
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Barbara
 

Alexander Smith (1829–1867)
 

ON the Sabbath-day,

Through the churchyard old and grey,

Over the crisp and yellow leaves, I held my rustling way;

And amid the words of mercy, falling on my soul like balms;

‘Mid the gorgeous storms of music — in the mellow organ-calms,   5

‘Mid the upward streaming prayers, and the rich and solemn psalms,

I stood careless, Barbara.
 

My heart was otherwhere

While the organ shook the air,

And the priest, with outspread hands, blessed the people with a prayer;   10

But, when rising to go homeward, with a mild and saint-like shine

Gleamed a face of airy beauty with its heavenly eyes on mine — 

Gleamed and vanished in a moment — O that face was surely thine

Out of heaven, Barbara!
 

O pallid, pallid face!   15

O earnest eyes of grace!

When last I saw thee, dearest, it was in another place.

You came running forth to meet me with my love-gift on your wrist:

The flutter of a long white dress, then all was lost in mist — 

A purple stain of agony was on the mouth I kissed,   20

That wild morning, Barbara!
 

I searched in my despair,

Sunny noon and midnight air;

I could not drive away the thought that you were lingering there.

O many and many a winter night I sat when you were gone,   25

My worn face buried in my hands, beside the fire alone.

Within the dripping churchyard, the rain plashing on your stone,

You were sleeping, Barbara.
 

‘Mong angels, do you think

Of the precious golden link   30

I clasped around your happy arm while sitting by yon brink?

Or when that night of gliding dance, of laughter and guitars,

Was emptied of its music, and we watched, through latticed bars,

The silent midnight heaven creeping o’er us with its stars,

Till the day broke, Barbara?   35
 

In the years I’ve changed;

Wild and far my heart hath ranged,

And many sins and errors now have been on me avenged;

But to you I have been faithful, whatsoever good I lacked:

I loved you, and above my life still hangs that love intact — 40

Your love the trembling rainbow, I the reckless cataract.

Still I love you, Barbara!
 

Yet, love, I am unblest;

With many doubts oppressed,

I wander like a desert wind, without a place of rest.   45

Could I but win you for an hour from off that starry shore,

The hunger of my soul were stilled, for Death hath told you more

Than the melancholy world doth know; things deeper than all lore

Will you teach me, Barbara?
 

In vain, in vain, in vain,   50

You will never come again.

There droops upon the dreary hills a mournful fringe of rain;

The gloaming closes slowly round, loud winds are in the tree,

Round selfish shores for ever moans the hurt and wounded sea,

There is no rest upon the earth, peace is with Death and thee,   55

Barbara!
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The Ivy Green
 

Charles Dickens (1812–1870)
 

OH, a dainty plant is the Ivy green,

That creepeth o’er ruins old!

Of right choice food are his meals I ween,

In his cell so lone and cold.

The wall must be crumbled, the stone decayed,   5

To pleasure his dainty whim:

And the mouldering dust that years have made

Is a merry meal for him.

   Creeping where no life is seen,

   A rare old plant is the Ivy green.   10
 

Fast he stealeth on, though he wears no wings,

And a stanch old heart has he.

How closely he twineth, how tight he clings

To his friend the huge Oak Tree!

And slyly he traileth along the ground,   15

And his leaves he gently waves,

As he joyously hugs and crawleth round

The rich mould of dead men’s graves.

   Creeping where grim death has been,

   A rare old plant is the Ivy green.   20
 

Whole ages have fled and their works decayed,

And nations have scattered been;

But the stout old Ivy shall never fade,

From its hale and hearty green.

The brave old plant in its lonely days,   25

Shall fatten upon the past:

For the stateliest building man can raise,

Is the Ivy’s food at last.

   Creeping on, where time has been,

   A rare old plant is the Ivy green.   30
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A Christmas Carol
 

Charles Dickens (1812–1870)
 

I care not for Spring; on his fickle wing

Let the blossoms and buds be borne:

He woos them amain with his treacherous rain,

And he scatters them ere the morn.

An inconstant elf, he knows not himself

Nor his own changing mind an hour,

He’ll smile in your face, and, with wry grimace,

He’ll wither your youngest flower.
 

Let the Summer sun to his bright home run,

He shall never be sought by me;

When he’s dimmed by a cloud I can laugh aloud,

And care not how sulky he be!

For his darling child is the madness wild

That sports in fierce fever’s train;

And when love is too strong, it don’t last long,

As many have found to their pain.
 

A mild harvest night, by the tranquil light

Of the modest and gentle moon,

Has a far sweeter sheen, for me, I ween,

Than the broad and unblushing noon.

But every leaf awakens my grief,

As it lieth beneath the tree;

So let Autumn air be never so fair,

It by no means agrees with me.
 

But my song I troll out, for Christmas stout,

The hearty, the true, and the bold;

A bumper I drain, and with might and main

Give three cheers for this Christmas old!

We’ll usher him in with a merry din

That shall gladden his joyous heart,

And we’ll keep him up, while there’s bite or sup,

And in fellowship good, we’ll part.
 

In his fine honest pride, he scorns to hide

One jot of his hard-weather scars;

They’re no disgrace, for there’s much the same trace

On the cheeks of our bravest tars.

Then again I sing ‘till the roof doth ring,

And it echoes from wall to wall — 

To the stout old wight, fair welcome to-night,

As the King of the Seasons all!
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The Fine Old English Gentleman
 

(To be said or sung at all Conservative Dinners)
 

Charles Dickens (1812–1870)
 

I’ll sing you a new ballad, and I’ll warrant it first-rate,

Of the days of that old gentleman who had that old estate;

When they spent the public money at a bountiful old rate

On ev’ry mistress, pimp, and scamp, at ev’ry noble gate,

In the fine old English Tory times;

Soon may they come again!
 

The good old laws were garnished well with gibbets, whips, and chains,

With fine old English penalties, and fine old English pains,

With rebel heads, and seas of blood once hot in rebel veins;

For all these things were requisite to guard the rich old gains

Of the fine old English Tory times;

Soon may they come again!
 

This brave old code, like Argus, had a hundred watchful eyes,

And ev’ry English peasant had his good old English spies,

To tempt his starving discontent with fine old English lies,

Then call the good old Yeomanry to stop his peevish cries,

In the fine old English Tory times;

Soon may they come again!
 

The good old times for cutting throats that cried out in their need,

The good old times for hunting men who held their fathers’ creed,

The good old times when William Pitt, as all good men agreed,

Came down direct from Paradise at more than railroad speed....

Oh the fine old English Tory times;

When will they come again!
 

In those rare days, the press was seldom known to snarl or bark,

But sweetly sang of men in pow’r, like any tuneful lark;

Grave judges, too, to all their evil deeds were in the dark;

And not a man in twenty score knew how to make his mark.

Oh the fine old English Tory times;

Soon may they come again!
 

Those were the days for taxes, and for war’s infernal din;

For scarcity of bread, that fine old dowagers might win;

For shutting men of letters up, through iron bars to grin,

Because they didn’t think the Prince was altogether thin,

In the fine old English Tory times;

Soon may they come again!
 

But Tolerance, though slow in flight, is strong-wing’d in the main;

That night must come on these fine days, in course of time was plain;

The pure old spirit struggled, but its struggles were in vain;

A nation’s grip was on it, and it died in choking pain,

With the fine old English Tory days,

All of the olden time.
 

The bright old day now dawns again; the cry runs through the land,

In England there shall be dear bread — in Ireland, sword and brand;

And poverty, and ignorance, shall swell the rich and grand,

So, rally round the rulers with the gentle iron hand,

Of the fine old English Tory days;

Hail to the coming time!
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My Garden
 

Thomas Edward Brown (1830–1897)
 

A GARDEN is a lovesome thing, God wot!

 Rose plot,

Fringed pool,

Fern’d grot — 

 The veriest school   5

 Of peace; and yet the fool

Contends that God is not — 

Not God! in gardens! when the eve is cool?

 Nay, but I have a sign;

 ’Tis very sure God walks in mine.   10
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Gifts
 

James Thomson (B. V.) (1834–1882)
 

GIVE a man a horse he can ride,

 Give a man a boat he can sail;

And his rank and wealth, his strength and health,

 On sea nor shore shall fail.
 

Give a man a pipe he can smoke,   5

 Give a man a book he can read:

And his home is bright with a calm delight,

 Though the room be poor indeed.
 

Give a man a girl he can love,

 As I, O my love, love thee;   10

And his heart is great with the pulse of Fate,

 At home, on land, on sea.
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The Blessèd Damozel
 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti (1828–1882)
 

THE BLESSÈD Damozel lean’d out

 From the gold bar of Heaven:

Her blue grave eyes were deeper much

 Than a deep water, even.

She had three lilies in her hand,   5

 And the stars in her hair were seven.
 

Her robe, ungirt from clasp to hem,

 No wrought flowers did adorn,

But a white rose of Mary’s gift

 On the neck meetly worn;   10

And her hair, lying down her back,

 Was yellow like ripe corn.
 

Herseem’d she scarce had been a day

 One of God’s choristers;

The wonder was not yet quite gone   15

 From that still look of hers;

Albeit, to them she left, her day

 Had counted as ten years.
 

(To one it is ten years of years:

 … Yet now, here in this place,   20

Surely she lean’d o’er me, — her hair

 Fell all about my face…

Nothing: the Autumn-fall of leaves.

 The whole year sets apace.)
 

It was the terrace of God’s house   25

 That she was standing on, — 

By God built over the sheer depth

 In which Space is begun;

So high, that looking downward thence,

 She scarce could see the sun.   30
 

It lies from Heaven across the flood

 Of ether, as a bridge.

Beneath, the tides of day and night

 With flame and darkness ridge

The void, as low as where this earth   35

 Spins like a fretful midge.
 

But in those tracts, with her, it was

 The peace of utter light

And silence. For no breeze may stir

 Along the steady flight   40

Of seraphim; no echo there,

 Beyond all depth or height.
 

Heard hardly, some of her new friends,

 Playing at holy games,

Spake, gentle-mouth’d, among themselves,   45

 Their virginal chaste names;

And the souls, mounting up to God,

 Went by her like thin flames.
 

And still she bow’d herself, and stoop’d

 Into the vast waste calm;   50

Till her bosom’s pressure must have made

 The bar she lean’d on warm,

And the lilies lay as if asleep

 Along her bended arm.
 

From the fixt lull of Heaven, she saw   55

 Time, like a pulse, shake fierce

Through all the worlds. Her gaze still strove,

 In that steep gulf, to pierce

The swarm; and then she spoke, as when

 The stars sang in their spheres.   60
 

‘I wish that he were come to me,

 For he will come,’ she said.

‘Have I not pray’d in solemn Heaven?

 On earth, has he not pray’d?

Are not two prayers a perfect strength?   65

 And shall I feel afraid?
 

‘When round his head the aureole clings,

 And he is clothed in white,

I’ll take his hand, and go with him

 To the deep wells of light,   70

And we will step down as to a stream

 And bathe there in God’s sight.
 

‘We two will stand beside that shrine,

 Occult, withheld, untrod,

Whose lamps tremble continually   75

 With prayer sent up to God;

And where each need, reveal’d, expects

 Its patient period.
 

‘We two will lie i’ the shadow of

 That living mystic tree   80

Within whose secret growth the Dove

 Sometimes is felt to be,

While every leaf that His plumes touch

 Saith His name audibly.
 

‘And I myself will teach to him, — 85

 I myself, lying so, — 

The songs I sing here; which his mouth

 Shall pause in, hush’d and slow,

Finding some knowledge at each pause,

 And some new thing to know.’   90
 

(Alas! to her wise simple mind

 These things were all but known

Before: they trembled on her sense, — 

 Her voice had caught their tone.

Alas for lonely Heaven! Alas   95

 For life wrung out alone!
 

Alas, and though the end were reach’d?…

 Was thy part understood

Or borne in trust? And for her sake

 Shall this too be found good? — 100

May the close lips that knew not prayer

 Praise ever, though they would?)
 

‘We two,’ she said, ‘will seek the groves

 Where the lady Mary is,

With her five handmaidens, whose names   105

 Are five sweet symphonies: — 

Cecily, Gertrude, Magdalen,

 Margaret and Rosalys.
 

‘Circle-wise sit they, with bound locks

 And bosoms coverèd;   110

Into the fine cloth, white like flame,

 Weaving the golden thread,

To fashion the birth-robes for them

 Who are just born, being dead.
 

‘He shall fear, haply, and be dumb.   115

 Then I will lay my cheek

To his, and tell about our love,

 Not once abash’d or weak:

And the dear Mother will approve

 My pride, and let me speak.   120
 

‘Herself shall bring us, hand in hand,

 To Him round whom all souls

Kneel — the unnumber’d solemn heads

 Bow’d with their aureoles:

And Angels, meeting us, shall sing   125

 To their citherns and citoles.
 

‘There will I ask of Christ the Lord

 Thus much for him and me: — 

To have more blessing than on earth

 In nowise; but to be   130

As then we were, — being as then

 At peace. Yea, verily.
 

‘Yea, verily; when he is come

 We will do thus and thus:

Till this my vigil seem quite strange   135

 And almost fabulous;

We two will live at once, one life;

 And peace shall be with us.’
 

She gazed, and listen’d, and then said,

 Less sad of speech than mild, — 140

‘All this is when he comes.’ She ceased:

 The light thrill’d past her, fill’d

With Angels, in strong level lapse.

 Her eyes pray’d, and she smiled.
 

(I saw her smile.) But soon their flight   145

 Was vague ‘mid the poised spheres.

And then she cast her arms along

 The golden barriers,

And laid her face between her hands,

 And wept. (I heard her tears.)   150
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The King’s Tragedy
 

James I of Scots. — 20th February, 1437
 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti (1828–1882)
 

I CATHERINE am a Douglas born,

 A name to all Scots dear;

And Kate Barlass they’ve called me now

 Through many a waning year.
 

This old arm’s withered now. ’Twas once   5

 Most deft ‘mong maidens all

To rein the steed, to wing the shaft,

 To smite the palm-play ball.
 

In hall adown the close-linked dance

 It has shone most white and fair;   10

It has been the rest for a true lord’s head,

And many a sweet babe’s nursing-bed,

 And the bar to a King’s chambère.
 

Aye, lasses, draw round Kate Barlass,

 And hark with bated breath
  15

How good King James, King Robert’s son,

 Was foully done to death.
 

Through all the days of his gallant youth

 The princely James was pent,

By his friends at first and then by his foes,   20

 In long imprisonment.
 

For the elder Prince, the kingdom’s heir,

 By treason’s murderous brood

Was slain; and the father quaked for the child

 With the royal mortal blood.   25
 

I’ the Bass Rock fort, by his father’s care,

 Was his childhood’s life assured;

And Henry the subtle Bolingbroke,

Proud England’s King, ‘neath the southron yoke

 His youth for long years immured.   30
 

Yet in all things meet for a kingly man

 Himself did he approve;

And the nightingale through his prison-wall

 Taught him both lore and love.
 

For once, when the bird’s song drew him close   35

 To the opened window-pane,

In her bowers beneath a lady stood,

A light of life to his sorrowful mood,

 Like a lily amid the rain.
 

And for her sake, to the sweet bird’s note,   40

 He framed a sweeter Song,

More sweet than ever a poet’s heart

 Gave yet to the English tongue.
 

She was a lady of royal blood;

 And when, past sorrow and teen,   45

He stood where still through his crownless years

 His Scottish realm had been,

At Scone were the happy lovers crowned,

 A heart-wed King and Queen.
 

But the bird may fall from the bough of youth,   50

 And song be turned to moan,

And Love’s storm-cloud be the shadow of Hate,

When the tempest-waves of a troubled State

 Are beating against a throne.
 

Yet well they loved; and the god of Love,   55

 Whom well the King had sung,

Might find on the earth no truer hearts

 His lowliest swains among.
 

From the days when first she rode abroad

 With Scottish maids in her train,   60

I Catherine Douglas won the trust

 Of my mistress, sweet Queen Jane.
 

And oft she sighed, “To be born a King!”

 And oft along the way

When she saw the homely lovers pass   65

 She has said, “Alack the day!”
 

Years waned, — the loving and toiling years:

 Till England’s wrong renewed

Drove James, by outrage cast on his crown,

 To the open field of feud.   70
 

’Twas when the King and his host were met

 At the leaguer of Roxbro’ hold,

The Queen o’ the sudden sought his camp

 With a tale of dread to be told.
 

And she showed him a secret letter writ   75

 That spoke of treasonous strife,

And how a band of his noblest lords

 Were sworn to take his life.
 

“And it may be here or it may be there,

 In the camp or the court,” she said:   80

“But for my sake come to your people’s arms

 And guard your royal head.”
 

Quoth he, “’Tis the fifteenth day of the siege,

 And the castle’s nigh to yield.”

“O face your foes on your throne,” she cried,   85

 “And show the power you wield;

And under your Scottish people’s love

 You shall sit as under your shield.”
 

At the fair Queen’s side I stood that day

 When he bade them raise the siege,   90

And back to his Court he sped to know

 How the lords would meet their Liege.
 

But when he summoned his Parliament,

 The louring brows hung round,

Like clouds that circle the mountain-head   95

 Ere the first low thunders sound.
 

For he had tamed the nobles’ lust

 And curbed their power and pride,

And reached out an arm to right the poor

 Through Scotland far and wide;   100

And many a lordly wrong-doer

 By the headsman’s axe had died.
 

’Twas then upspoke Sir Robert Græme,

 The bold o’ermastering man: — 

“O King, in the name of your Three Estates   105

 I set you under their ban!
 

“For, as your lords made oath to you

 Of service and fealty,

Even in likewise you pledged your oath

 Their faithful sire to be: — 110
 

“Yet all we here that are nobly sprung

 Have mourned dear kith and kin

Since first for the Scottish Barons’ curse

 Did your bloody rule begin.”
 

With that he laid his hands on his King: — 115

 “Is this not so, my lords?”

But of all who had sworn to league with him

 Not one spake back to his words.
 

Quoth the King:— “Thou speak’st but for one Estate,

 Nor doth it avow thy gage.   120

Let my liege lords hale this traitor hence!”

 The Græme fired dark with rage: — 

“Who works for lesser men than himself,

 He earns but a witless wage!”
 

But soon from the dungeon where he lay   125

 He won by privy plots,

And forth he fled with a price on his head

 To the country of the Wild Scots.
 

And word there came from Sir Robert Græme

 To the King at Edinbro’: — 130

“No Liege of mine thou art; but I see

From this day forth alone in thee

 God’s creature, my mortal foe.
 

“Through thee are my wife and children lost,

 My heritage and lands;   135

And when my God shall show me a way,

Thyself my mortal foe will I slay

 With these my proper hands.”
 

Against the coming of Christmastide

 That year the King bade call   140

I’ the Black Friars’ Charterhouse of Perth

 A solemn festival.
 

And we of his household rode with him

 In a close-ranked company;

But not till the sun had sunk from his throne   145

 Did we reach the Scottish Sea.
 

That eve was clenched for a boding storm,

 ‘Neath a toilsome moon half seen;

The cloud stooped low and the surf rose high;

And where there was a line of the sky,   150

 Wild wings loomed dark between.
 

And on a rock of the black beach-side,

 By the veiled moon dimly lit,

There was something seemed to heave with life

 As the King drew nigh to it.   155
 

And was it only the tossing furze

 Or brake of the waste sea-wold?

Or was it an eagle bent to the blast?

When near we came, we knew it at last

 For a woman tattered and old.   160
 

But it seemed as though by a fire within

 Her writhen limbs were wrung;

And as soon as the King was close to her,

 She stood up gaunt and strong.
 

’Twas then the moon sailed clear of the rack   165

 On high in her hollow dome;

And still as aloft with hoary crest

 Each clamorous wave rang home,

Like fire in snow the moonlight blazed

 Amid the champing foam.   170
 

And the woman held his eyes with her eyes: — 

 “O King, thou art come at last;

But thy wraith has haunted the Scottish Sea

 To my sight for four years past.
 

“Four years it is since first I met,   175

 ‘Twixt the Duchray and the Dhu,

A shape whose feet clung close in a shroud,

 And that shape for thine I knew.
 

“A year again, and on Inchkeith Isle

 I saw thee pass in the breeze,   180

With the cerecloth risen above thy feet

 And wound about thy knees.
 

“And yet a year, in the Links of Forth,

 As a wanderer without rest,

Thou cam’st with both thine arms i’ the shroud   185

 That clung high up thy breast.
 

“And in this hour I find thee here,

 And well mine eyes may note

That the winding-sheet hath passed thy breast

 And risen around thy throat.   190
 

“And when I meet thee again, O King,

 That of death hast such sore drouth, — 

Except thou turn again on this shore, — 

The winding-sheet shall have moved once more

 And covered thine eyes and mouth.   195
 

“O King, whom poor men bless for their King,

 Of thy fate be not so fain;

But these my words for God’s message take,

And turn thy steed, O King, for her sake

 Who rides beside thy rein!”   200
 

While the woman spoke, the King’s horse reared

 As if it would breast the sea,

And the Queen turned pale as she heard on the gale

 The voice die dolorously.
 

When the woman ceased, the steed was still,   205

 But the King gazed on her yet,

And in silence save for the wail of the sea

 His eyes and her eyes met.
 

At last he said:— “God’s ways are His own;

 Man is but shadow and dust.   210

Last night I prayed by His altar-stone;

To-night I wend to the feast of His Son;

 And in Him I set my trust.
 

“I have held my people in sacred charge,

 And have not feared the sting   215

Of proud men’s hate, — to His will resign’d

Who has but one same death for a hind

 And one same death for a King.
 

“And if God in His wisdom have brought close

 The day when I must die,   220

That day by water or fire or air

My feet shall fall in the destined snare

 Wherever my road may lie.
 

“What man can say but the Fiend hath set

 Thy sorcery on my path,   225

My heart with the fear of death to fill,

And turn me against God’s very will

 To sink in His burning wrath?”
 

The woman stood as the train rode past,

 And moved nor limb nor eye;   230

And when we were shipped, we saw her there

 Still standing against the sky.
 

As the ship made way, the moon once more

 Sank slow in her rising pall;

And I thought of the shrouded wraith of the King,   235

 And I said, “The Heavens know all.”
 

And now, ye lasses, must ye hear

 How my name is Kate Barlass: — 

But a little thing, when all the tale

 Is told of the weary mass   240

Of crime and woe which in Scotland’s realm

 God’s will let come to pass.
 

’Twas in the Charterhouse of Perth

 That the King and all his Court

Were met, the Christmas Feast being done,   245

 For solace and disport.
 

’Twas a wind-wild eve in February,

 And against the casement-pane

The branches smote like summoning hands

 And muttered the driving rain.   250
 

And when the wind swooped over the lift

 And made the whole heaven frown,

It seemed a grip was laid on the walls

 To tug the housetop down.
 

And the Queen was there, more stately fair   255

 Than a lily in garden set;

And the king was loth to stir from her side;

For as on the day when she was his bride,

 Even so he loved her yet.
 

And the Earl of Athole, the King’s false friend,   260

 Sat with him at the board;

And Robert Stuart the chamberlain

 Who had sold his sovereign Lord.
 

Yet the traitor Christopher Chaumber there

 Would fain have told him all,   265

And vainly four times that night he strove

 To reach the King through the hall.
 

But the wine is bright at the goblet’s brim

 Though the poison lurk beneath;

And the apples still are red on the tree   270

Within whose shade may the adder be

 That shall turn thy life to death.
 

There was a knight of the King’s fast friends

 Whom he called the King of Love;

And to such bright cheer and courtesy   275

 That name might best behove.
 

And the King and Queen both loved him well

 For his gentle knightliness;

And with him the King, as that eve wore on,

 Was playing at the chess.   280
 

And the King said, (for he thought to jest

 And soothe the Queen thereby;) — 

“In a book ’tis writ that this same year

 A King shall in Scotland die.
 

“And I have pondered the matter o’er,   285

 And this have I found, Sir Hugh, — 

There are but two Kings on Scottish ground,

 And those Kings are I and you.
 

“And I have a wife and a newborn heir,

 And you are yourself alone;   290

So stand you stark at my side with me

 To guard our double throne.
 

“For here sit I and my wife and child,

 As well your heart shall approve,

In full surrender and soothfastness,   295

 Beneath your Kingdom of Love.”
 

And the Knight laughed, and the Queen too smiled;

 But I knew her heavy thought,

And I strove to find in the good King’s jest

 What cheer might thence be wrought.   300
 

And I said, “My Liege, for the Queen’s dear love

 Now sing the song that of old

You made, when a captive Prince you lay,

And the nightingale sang sweet on the spray,

 In Windsor’s castle-hold.”   305
 

Then he smiled the smile I knew so well

 When he thought to please the Queen;

The smile which under all bitter frowns

 Of hate that rose between,

For ever dwelt at the poet’s heart   310

 Like the bird of love unseen.
 

And he kissed her hand and took his harp,

 And the music sweetly rang;

And when the song burst forth, it seemed

 ’Twas the nightingale that sang.   315
 

“Worship, ye lovers, on this May:

 Of bliss your kalends are begun:

Sing with us, Away, Winter, away!

 Come, Summer, the sweet season and sun!

 Awake for shame, — your heaven is won, — 320

And amorously your heads lift all:

Thank Love, that you to his grace doth call!”
 

But when he bent to the Queen, and sang

The speech whose praise was hers

It seemed his voice was the voice of the Spring   325

And the voice of the bygone years.
 

“The fairest and the freshest flower

That ever I saw before that hour,

The which o’ the sudden made to start

The blood of my body to my heart.   330
 

Ah sweet, are ye a worldly creature

Or heavenly thing in form of nature?”
 

And the song was long, and richly stored

 With wonder and beauteous things;

And the harp was tuned to every change   335

 Of minstrel ministerings;

But when he spoke of the Queen at the last,

 Its strings were his own heart-strings.
 

“Unworthy but only of her grace,

 Upon Love’s rock that’s easy and sure,   340

In guerdon of all my love’s space

 She took me her humble creäture.

 Thus fell my blissful aventure

In youth of love that from day to day

Flowereth aye new, and further I say.   345
 

“To reckon all the circumstance

 As it happed when lessen gan my sore,

Of my rancor and woful chance,

 It were too long, — I have done therefor.

 And of this flower I say no more   350

But unto my help her heart hath tended

And even from death her man defended.”
 

“Aye, even from death,” to myself I said;

 For I thought of the day when she

Had borne him the news, at Roxbro’ siege,   355

 Of the fell confederacy.
 

But Death even then took aim as he sang

 With an arrow deadly bright;

And the grinning skull lurked grimly aloof,

And the wings were spread far over the roof   360

 More dark than the winter night.
 

Yet truly along the amorous song

 Of Love’s high pomp and state,

There were words of Fortune’s trackless doom

 And the dreadful face of Fate.   365
 

And oft have I heard again in dreams

 The voice of dire appeal

In which the King then sang of the pit

 That is under Fortune’s wheel.
 

“And under the wheel beheld I there   370

 An ugly Pit as deep as hell,

That to behold I quaked for fear:

 And this I heard, that who therein fell

 Came no more up, tidings to tell:

Whereat, astound of the fearful sight,   375

I wist not what to do for fright.”
 

And oft has my thought called up again

 These words of the changeful song: — 

“Wist thou thy pain and thy travàil

To come, well might’st thou weep and wail!”   380

 And our wail, O God! is long.
 

But the song’s end was all of his love;

 And well his heart was grac’d

With her smiling lips and her tear-bright eyes

 As his arm went round her waist.   385
 

And on the swell of her long fair throat

 Close clung the necklet-chain

As he bent her pearl-tir’d head aside,

And in the warmth of his love and pride

 He kissed her lips full fain.   390
 

And her true face was a rosy red,

 The very red of the rose

That, couched on the happy garden-bed,

 In the summer sunlight glows.
 

And all the wondrous things of love   395

 That sang so sweet through the song

Were in the look that met in their eyes,

 And the look was deep and long.
 

’Twas then a knock came at the outer gate,

 And the usher sought the King.   400

“The woman you met by the Scottish Sea,

 My Liege, would tell you a thing;

And she says that her present need for speech

 Will bear no gainsaying.”
 

And the King said:— “The hour is late;   405

 To-morrow will serve, I ween.”

Then he charged the usher strictly, and said:

 “No word of this to the Queen.”
 

But the usher came again to the King,

 “Shall I call her back?” quoth he:   410

“For as she went on her way, she cried,

 ‘Woe! Woe! then the thing must be!’”
 

And the King paused, but he did not speak.

 Then he called for the Voidee-cup;

And as we heard the twelfth hour strike,   415

There by true lips and false lips alike

 Was the draught of trust drained up.
 

So with reverence meet to King and Queen,

 To bed went all from the board;

And the last to leave of the courtly train   420

Was Robert Stuart the chamberlain

 Who had sold his sovereign lord.
 

And all the locks of the chamber-door

 Had the traitor riven and brast;

And that Fate might win sure way from afar,   425

He had drawn out every bolt and bar

 That made the entrance fast.
 

And now at midnight the stole his way

 To the moat of the outer wall,

And laid strong hurdles closely across   430

 Where the traitors’ tread should fall.
 

But we that were the Queen’s bower-maids

 Alone were left behind;

And with heed we drew the curtains close

 Against the winter wind.   435
 

And now that all was still through the hall,

 More clearly we heard the rain

That clamored ever against the glass

 And the boughs that beat on the pane.
 

But the fire was bright in the ingle-nook,   440

 And through empty space around

The shadows cast on the arras’d wall

‘Mid the pictured kings stood sudden and tall

 Like spectres sprung from the ground.
 

And the bed was dight in a deep alcove;   445

 And as he stood by the fire

The king was still in talk with the Queen

 While he doffed his goodly attire.
 

And the song had brought the image back

 Of many a bygone year;   450

And many a loving word they said

With hand in hand and head laid to head;

 And none of us went anear.
 

But Love was weeping outside the house,

 A child in the piteous rain;   455

And as he watched the arrow of Death,

He wailed for his own shafts close in the sheath

 That never should fly again.
 

And now beneath the window arose

 A wild voice suddenly:   460

And the King reared straight, but the Queen fell back

 As for bitter dule to dree;

And all of us knew the woman’s voice

 Who spoke by the Scottish Sea.
 

“O King,” she cried, “in an evil hour   465

 They drove me from thy gate;

And yet my voice must rise to thine ears;

 But alas! it comes too late!
 

“Last night at mid-watch, by Aberdour,

 When the moon was dead in the skies   470

O King, in a death-light of thine own

 I saw thy shape arise.
 

“And in full season, as erst I said,

 The doom had gained its growth;

And the shroud had risen above thy neck   475

 And covered thine eyes and mouth.
 

“And no moon woke, but the pale dawn broke,

 And still thy soul stood there;

And I thought its silence cried to my soul

 As the first rays crowned its hair.   480
 

“Since then have I journeyed fast and fain

 In very despite of Fate,

Lest Hope might still be found in God’s will:

 But they drove me from thy gate.
 

“For every man on God’s ground, O King,   485

 His death grows up from his birth

In a shadow-plant perpetually;

And thine towers high, a black yew-tree,

 O’er the Charterhouse of Perth!”
 

That room was built far out from the house;   490

 And none but we in the room

Might hear the voice that rose beneath,

 Nor the tread of the coming doom.
 

For now there came a torchlight-glare,

 And a clang of arms there came;   495

And not a soul in that space but thought

 Of the foe Sir Robert Græme.
 

Yea, from the country of the Wild Scots,

 O’er mountain, valley, and glen,

He had brought with him in murderous league   500

 Three hundred armèd men.
 

The King knew all in an instant’s flash,

 And like a King did he stand;

But there was no armor in all the room

 Nor weapon lay to his hand.   505
 

And all we women flew to the door

 And thought to have made it fast:

But the bolts were gone and the bars were gone

 And the locks were riven and brast.
 

And he caught the pale queen in his arms   510

 As the iron footsteps fell, — 

Then loosed her, standing alone, and said,

 “Our bliss was our farewell!”
 

And ‘twixt his lips he murmured a prayer,

 And he crossed his brow and breast;   515

And proudly in royal hardihood

Even so with folded arms he stood, — 

 The prize of the bloody quest.
 

Then on me leaped the Queen like a deer:

 “Catherine, help!” she cried.   520

And low at his feet we clasped his knees

 Together side by side.

“Oh! even a King, for his people’s sake,

 From treasonous death must hide!”
 

“For her sake most!” I cried, and I marked   525

 The pang that my words would wring.

And the iron tongs from the chimney-nook

 I snatched and held to the King: — 

“Wrench up the plank! and the vault beneath

 Shall yield safe harboring.”   530
 

With brows low-bent, from my eager hand

 The heavy heft did he take;

And the plank at his feet he wrenched and tore:

And as he frowned through the open floor,

 Again I said, “For her sake!”   535
 

Then he cried to the Queen, “God’s will be done!”

 For her hands were clasped in prayer.

And down he sprang to the inner crypt;

And straight we closed the plank he had ripp’d

 And toiled to smoothe it fair.   540
 

(Alas! in that vault a gap once was

 Wherethro’ the King might have fled;

But three days since close-walled had it been

By his will; for the ball would roll therein

 When without at the palm he play’d.)   545
 

Then the Queen cried, “Catherine, keep the door,

 And I to this will suffice!”

At her word I rose all dazed to my feet,

 And my heart was fire and ice.
 

And louder ever the voices grew,   550

 And the tramp of men in mail;

Until to my brain it seemed to be

As though I tossed on a ship at sea

 In the teeth of a crashing gale.
 

Then back I flew to the rest; and hard   555

 We strove with sinews knit

To force the table against the door;

 But we might not compass it.
 

Then my wild gaze sped far down the hall

 To the place of the hearthstone-sill;   560

And the Queen bent ever above the floor,

 For the plank was rising still.
 

And now the rush was heard on the stair,

 And “God, what help?” was our cry.

And was I frenzied or was I bold?   565

I looked at each empty stanchion-hold,

 And no bar but my arm had I!
 

Like iron felt my arm, as through

 The staple I made it pass: — 

Alack! it was flesh and bone — no more!   570

’Twas Catherine Douglas sprang to the door,

 But I fell back Kate Barlass.
 

With that they all thronged into the hall,

 Half dim to my failing ken;

And the space that was but a void before   575

 Was a crowd of wrathful men.

Behind the door I had fall’n and lay,

 Yet my sense was wildly aware,

And for all the pain of my shattered arm

 I never fainted there.   580
 

Even as I fell, my eyes were cast

 Where the King leaped down to the pit;

And lo! the plank was smooth in its place,

 And the Queen stood far from it.
 

And under the litters and through the bed   585

 And within the presses all

The traitors sought for the King, and pierced

 The arras around the wall.
 

And through the chamber they ramped and stormed

 Like lions loose in the lair,   590

And scarce could trust to their very eyes, — 

 For behold! no King was there.
 

Then one of them seized the Queen, and cried, — 

 “Now tell us, where is thy lord?”

And he held the sharp point over her heart:   595

She dropped not her eyes nor did she start,

 But she answered never a word.
 

Then the sword half pierced the true true breast:

 But it was the Græme’s own son

Cried, “This is a woman, — we seek a man!”   600

 And away from her girdle-zone

He struck the point of the murderous steel;

 And that foul deed was not done.
 

And forth flowed all the throng like a sea,

 And ’twas empty space once more;   605

And my eyes sought out the wounded Queen

 As I lay behind the door.
 

And I said: “Dear Lady, leave me here,

 For I cannot help you now;

But fly while you may, and none shall reck   610

 Of my place here lying low.”
 

And she said, “My Catherine, God help thee!”

 Then she looked to the distant floor,

And clasping her hands, “Oh God help him,”

 She sobbed, “for we can no more!”   615
 

But God He knows what help may mean,

 If it mean to live or to die;

And what sore sorrow and mighty moan

On earth it may cost ere yet a throne

 Be filled in His house on high.   620
 

And now the ladies fled with the Queen:

 And through the open door

The night-wind wailed round the empty room

 And the rushes shook on the floor.
 

And the bed drooped low in the dark recess   625

 Whence the arras was rent away;

And the firelight still shone over the space

 Where our hidden secret lay.
 

And the rain had ceased, and the moonbeams lit

 The window high in the wall, — 630

Bright beams that on the plank that I knew

 Through the painted pane did fall

And gleamed with the splendor of Scotland’s crown

 And shield armorial.
 

But then a great wind swept up the skies,   635

 And the climbing moon fell back;

And the royal blazon fled from the floor,

 And nought remained on its track;

And high in the darkened window-pane

 The shield and the crown were black.   640
 

And what I say next I partly saw

 And partly I heard in sooth,

And partly since from the murderers’ lips

 The torture wrung the truth.
 

For now again came the armèd tread   645

 And fast through the hall it fell;

But the throng was less; and ere I saw,

 By the voice without I could tell

That Robert Stuart had come with them

 Who knew that chamber well.   650
 

And over the space the Græme strode dark

 With his mantle round him flung;

And in his eye was a flaming light

 But not a word on his tongue.
 

And Stuart held a torch to the floor,   655

 And he found the thing he sought;

And they slashed the plank away with their swords;

 And O God! I fainted not!
 

And the traitor held his torch in the gap,

 All smoking and smouldering;   660

And through the vapor and fire, beneath

 In the dark crypt’s narrow ring,

With a shout that pealed to the room’s high roof

 They saw their naked King.
 

Half naked he stood, but stood as one   665

 Who yet could do and dare;

With the crown, the King was stript away, — 

The Knight was reft of his battle-array, — 

 But still the Man was there.
 

From the rout then stepped a villain forth, — 670

 Sir John Hall was his name;

With a knife unsheathed he leapt to the vault

 Beneath the torchlight-flame.
 

Of his person and stature was the King

 A man right manly strong,   675

And mightily by the shoulder-blades

 His foe to his feet he flung.
 

Then the traitor’s brother, Sir Thomas Hall,

 Sprang down to work his worst;

And the King caught the second man by the neck   680

 And flung him above the first.
 

And he smote and trampled them under him;

 And a long month thence they bare

All black their throats with the grip of his hands

 When the hangman’s hand came there.   685
 

And sore he strove to have had their knives,

 But the sharp blades gashed his hands.

Oh James! so armed, thou hadst battled there

 Till help had come of thy bands;

And oh! once more thou hadst held our throne   690

 And ruled thy Scottish lands!
 

But while the King o’er his foes still raged

 With a heart that nought could tame,

Another man sprang down to the crypt;

And with his sword in his hand hard-gripp’d   695

 There stood Sir Robert Græme.
 

(Now shame on the recreant traitor’s heart

 Who durst not face his King

Till the body unarmed was wearied out

 With two-fold combating!   700
 

Ah! well might the people sing and say,

 As oft ye have heard aright: — 

“O Robert Græme, O Robert Græme,

Who slew our King, God give thee shame!”

 For he slew him not as a knight.)   705
 

And the naked King turned round at bay,

 But his strength had passed the goal,

And he could but gasp:— “Mine hour is come;

But oh! to succor thine own soul’s doom,

 Let a priest now shrive my soul!”   710
 

And the traitor looked on the King’s spent strength,

 And said:— “Have I kept my word? — 

Yea, King, the mortal pledge that I gave?

No black friar’s shrift thy soul shall save,

 But the shrift of this red sword!”   715
 

With that he smote his King through the breast;

 And all they three in that pen

Fell on him and stabbed and stabbed him there

 Like merciless murderous men.
 

Yet seemed it now that Sir Robert Græme,   720

 Ere the King’s last breath was o’er,

Turned sick at heart with the deadly sight

 And would have done no more.
 

But a cry came from the troop above:

 “If him thou do not slay,   725

The price of his life that thou dost spare

 Thy forfeit life shall pay!”
 

O God! what more did I hear or see,

 Or how should I tell the rest?

But there at length our King lay slain   730

 With sixteen wounds in his breast.
 

O God! and now did a bell boom forth,

 And the murderers turned and fled; — 

Too late, too late, O God, did it sound! — 

And I heard the true men mustering round,   735

 And the cries and the coming tread.
 

But ere they came to the black death-gap

 Somewise did I creep and steal;

And lo! or ever I swooned away,

Through the dusk I saw where the white face lay   740

 In the Pit of Fortune’s Wheel.
 

And now, ye Scottish maids who have heard

 Dread things of the days grown old, — 

Even at the last, of true Queen Jane

 May somewhat yet be told,   745

And how she dealt for her dear lord’s sake

 Dire vengeance manifold.
 

’Twas in the Charterhouse of Perth,

 In the fair-lit Death-chapelle,

That the slain King’s corpse on bier was lain   750

 With chant and requiem-knell.
 

And all with royal wealth of balm

 Was the body purified:

And none could trace on the brow and lips

 The death that he had died.   755
 

In his robes of state he lay asleep

 With orb and sceptre in hand;

And by the crown he wore on his throne

 Was his kingly forehead spann’d.
 

And, girls, ’twas a sweet sad thing to see   760

 How the curling golden hair,

As in the day of the poet’s youth,

 From the King’s crown clustered there.
 

And if all had come to pass in the brain

 That throbbed beneath those curls,   765

Then Scots had said in the days to come

That this their soil was a different home

 And a different Scotland, girls!
 

And the Queen sat by him night and day,

 And oft she knelt in prayer,   770

All wan and pale in the widow’s veil

 That shrouded her shining hair.
 

And I had got good help of my hurt:

 And only to me some sign

She made; and save the priests that were there   775

 No face would she see but mine.
 

And the month of March wore on apace;

 And now fresh couriers fared

Still from the country of the Wild Scots

 With news of the traitors snared.   780
 

And still as I told her day by day,

 Her pallor changed to sight,

And the frost grew to a furnace-flame

 That burnt her visage white.
 

And evermore as I brought her word,   785

 She bent to her dead King James,

And in the cold ear with fire-drawn breath

 She spoke the traitors’ names.
 

But when the name of Sir Robert Græme

 Was the one she had to give,   790

I ran to hold her up from the floor;

For the froth was on her lips, and sore

 I feared that she could not live.
 

And the month of March wore nigh to its end,

 And still was the death-pall spread;   795

For she would not bury her slaughtered lord

 Till his slayers all were dead.
 

And now of their dooms dread tidings came,

 And of torments fierce and dire;

And nought she spake, — she had ceased to speak, — 800

 But her eyes were a soul on fire.
 

But when I told her the bitter end

 Of the stern and just award,

She leaned o’er the bier, and thrice three times

 She kissed the lips of her lord.   805
 

And then she said,— “My King, they are dead!”

 And she knelt on the chapel-floor,

And whispered low with a strange proud smile, — 

 “James, James, they suffered more!”
 

Last she stood up to her queenly height,   810

 But she shook like an autumn leaf,

As though the fire wherein she burned

Then left her body, and all were turned

 To winter of life-long grief.
 

And “O James!” she said,— “My James!” she said, — 815

 “Alas for the woful thing,

That a poet true and a friend of man,

In desperate days of bale and ban,

 Should needs be born a King!”
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Lovesight
 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti (1828–1882)
 

WHEN do I see thee most, beloved one?

When in the light the spirits of mine eyes

Before thy face, their altar, solemnize

The worship of that Love through thee made known?

Or when in the dusk hours, (we two alone,)   5

Close-kissed and eloquent of still replies

Thy twilight-hidden glimmering visage lies,

And my soul only sees thy soul its own?

O love, my love! if I no more should see

Thyself, nor on the earth the shadow of thee,   10

Nor image of thine eyes in any spring, — 

How then should sound upon Life’s darkening slope

The ground-whirl of the perished leaves of Hope,

The wind of Death’s imperishable wing?
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Heart’s Hope
 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti (1828–1882)
 

BY what word’s power, the key of paths untrod,

Shall I the difficult deeps of Love explore,

Till parted waves of Song yield up the shore

Even as that sea which Israel crossed dryshod?

For lo! in some poor rhythmic period,   5

Lady, I fain would tell how evermore

Thy soul I know not from thy body, nor

Thee from myself, neither our love from God.

Yea, in God’s name, and Love’s, and thine, would I

Draw from one loving heart such evidence   10

As to all hearts all things shall signify;

Tender as dawn’s first hill-fire, and intense

As instantaneous penetrating sense,

In Spring’s birth-hour, of other Springs gone by.
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Genius in Beauty
 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti (1828–1882)
 

BEAUTYlike hers is genius. Not the call

Of Homer’s or of Dante’s heart sublime, — 

Not Michael’s hand furrowing the zones of time, — 

Is more with compassed mysteries musical;

Nay, not in Spring’s or Summer’s sweet footfall   5

More gathered gifts exuberant Life bequeathes

Than doth this sovereign face, whose love-spell breathes

Even from its shadowed contour on the wall.

As many men are poets in their youth,

But for one sweet-strung soul the wires prolong   10

Even through all change the indomitable song;

So in like wise the envenomed years, whose tooth

Rends shallower grace with ruin void of ruth,

Upon this beauty’s power shall wreak no wrong.
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Silent Noon
 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti (1828–1882)
 

YOUR hands lie open in the long, fresh grass, — 

The finger-points look through like rosy blooms:

Your eyes smile peace. The pasture gleams and glooms

‘Neath billowing skies that scatter and amass.

All round our nest, far as the eye can pass,   5

Are golden kingcup-fields with silver edge

Where the cow-parsley skirts the hawthorn hedge.

’Tis visible silence, still as the hour-glass.

Deep in the sun-searched growths the dragon-fly

Hangs like a blue thread loosened from the sky, — 10

So this wing’d hour is dropped to us from above.

Oh! clasp we to our hearts, for deathless dower,

This close-companioned inarticulate hour

When twofold silence was the song of love.
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Love-Sweetness
 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti (1828–1882)
 

SWEET dimness of her loosened hair’s downfall

About thy face; her sweet hands round thy head

In gracious fostering union garlanded;

Her tremulous smiles; her glances’ sweet recall

Of love; her murmuring sighs memorial;   5

Her mouth’s culled sweetness by thy kisses shed

On cheeks and neck and eyelids, and so led

Back to her mouth, which answers there for all: — 

What sweeter than these things, except the thing

In lacking which all these would lose their sweet: — 10

The confident heart’s still fervor: the swift beat

And soft subsidence of the spirit’s wing,

Then when it feels, in cloud-girt wayfaring,

The breath of kindred plumes against its feet?
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Heart’s Compass
 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti (1828–1882)
 

SOMETIMES thou seem’st not as thyself alone,

But as the meaning of all things that are;

A breathless wonder, shadowing forth afar

Some heavenly solstice hushed and halcyon;

Whose unstirred lips are music’s visible tone;   5

Whose eyes the sun-gate of the soul unbar,

Being of its furthest fires oracular — 

The evident heart of all life sown and mown.

Even such love is; and is not thy name Love?

Yea, by thy hand the Love-god rends apart   10

All gathering clouds of Night’s ambiguous art;

Flings them far down, and sets thine eyes above;

And simply, as some gage of flower or glove,

Stakes with a smile the world against thy heart.
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Her Gifts
 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti (1828–1882)
 

HIGH grace, the dower of queens; and therewithal

Some wood-born wonder’s sweet simplicity;

A glance like water brimming with the sky

Or hyacinth-light where forest-shadows fall;

Such thrilling pallor of cheek as doth enthral   5

The heart; a mouth whose passionate forms imply

All music and all silence held thereby;

Deep golden locks, her sovereign coronal;

A round reared neck, meet column of Love’s shrine

To cling to when the heart takes sanctuary;   10

Hands which for ever at Love’s bidding be,

And soft-stirred feet still answering to his sign: — 

These are her gifts, as tongue may tell them o’er.

Breathe low her name, my soul; for that means more.
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Christina Georgina Rossetti
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Goblin Market
 

Christina Georgina Rossetti (1830–1894)
 

Morning and evening
 Maids heard the goblins cry:
 ‘Come buy our orchard fruits,
 Come buy, come buy:
 Apples and quinces,
 Lemons and oranges,
 Plump unpecked cherries,
 Melons and raspberries,
 Bloom-down-cheeked peaches,
 Swart-headed mulberries,   10

Wild free-born cranberries,
 Crab-apples, dewberries,
 Pine-apples, blackberries,
 Apricots, strawberries; — 
 All ripe together
 In summer weather, — 
 Morns that pass by,
 Fair eves that fly;
 Come buy, come buy:
 Our grapes fresh from the vine,   20

Pomegranates full and fine,
 Dates and sharp bullaces,
 Rare pears and greengages,
 Damsons and bilberries,
 Taste them and try:
 Currants and gooseberries,
 Bright-fire-like barberries,
 Figs to fill your mouth,
 Citrons from the South,
 Sweet to tongue and sound to eye;   30

Come buy, come buy.’
 

  Evening by evening
 Among the brookside rushes,
 Laura bowed her head to hear,
 Lizzie veiled her blushes:
 Crouching close together
 In the cooling weather,
 With clasping arms and cautioning lips,
 With tingling cheeks and finger tips.
 ‘Lie close,’ Laura said,   40

Pricking up her golden head:
 ‘We must not look at goblin men,
 We must not buy their fruits:
 Who knows upon what soil they fed
 Their hungry thirsty roots?’
 ‘Come buy,’ call the goblins
 Hobbling down the glen.
 ‘Oh,’ cried Lizzie, ‘Laura, Laura,
 You should not peep at goblin men.’
 Lizzie covered up her eyes,   50

Covered close lest they should look;
 Laura reared her glossy head,
 And whispered like the restless brook:
 ‘Look, Lizzie, look, Lizzie,
 Down the glen tramp little men.
 One hauls a basket,
 One bears a plate,
 One lugs a golden dish
 Of many pounds weight.
 How fair the vine must grow   60

Whose grapes are so luscious;
 How warm the wind must blow
 Through those fruit bushes.’
 ‘No,’ said Lizzie, ‘No, no, no;
 Their offers should not charm us,
 Their evil gifts would harm us.’
 She thrust a dimpled finger
 In each ear, shut eyes and ran:
 Curious Laura chose to linger
 Wondering at each merchant man.   70

One had a cat’s face,
 One whisked a tail,
 One tramped at a rat’s pace,
 One crawled like a snail,
 One like a wombat prowled obtuse and furry,
 One like a ratel tumbled hurry skurry.
 She heard a voice like voice of doves
 Cooing all together:
 They sounded kind and full of loves
 In the pleasant weather.   80
 

  Laura stretched her gleaming neck
 Like a rush-imbedded swan,
 Like a lily from the beck,
 Like a moonlit poplar branch,
 Like a vessel at the launch
 When its last restraint is gone.
 

  Backwards up the mossy glen
 Turned and trooped the goblin men,
 With their shrill repeated cry,
 ‘Come buy, come buy.’   90

When they reached where Laura was
 They stood stock still upon the moss,
 Leering at each other,
 Brother with queer brother;
 Signalling each other,
 Brother with sly brother.
 One set his basket down,
 One reared his plate;
 One began to weave a crown
 Of tendrils, leaves, and rough nuts brown   100

(Men sell not such in any town);
 One heaved the golden weight
 Of dish and fruit to offer her:
 ‘Come buy, come buy,’ was still their cry.
 Laura stared but did not stir,
 Longed but had no money:
 The whisk-tailed merchant bade her taste
 In tones as smooth as honey,
 The cat-faced purr’d,
 The rat-faced spoke a word   110

Of welcome, and the snail-paced even was heard;
 One parrot-voiced and jolly
 Cried ‘Pretty Goblin’ still for ‘Pretty Polly;’ — 
 One whistled like a bird.
 

  But sweet-tooth Laura spoke in haste:
 ‘Good folk, I have no coin;
 To take were to purloin:
 I have no copper in my purse,
 I have no silver either,
 And all my gold is on the furze   120

That shakes in windy weather
 Above the rusty heather.’
 ‘You have much gold upon your head,’
 They answered all together:
 ‘Buy from us with a golden curl.’
 She clipped a precious golden lock,
 She dropped a tear more rare than pearl,
 Then sucked their fruit globes fair or red:
 Sweeter than honey from the rock,
 Stronger than man-rejoicing wine,   130

Clearer than water flowed that juice;
 She never tasted such before,
 How should it cloy with length of use?
 She sucked and sucked and sucked the more
 Fruits which that unknown orchard bore;
 She sucked until her lips were sore;
 Then flung the emptied rinds away
 But gathered up one kernel stone,
 And knew not was it night or day
 As she turned home alone.   140
 

  Lizzie met her at the gate
 Full of wise upbraidings:
 ‘Dear, you should not stay so late,
 Twilight is not good for maidens;
 Should not loiter in the glen
 In the haunts of goblin men.
 Do you not remember Jeanie,
 How she met them in the moonlight,
 Took their gifts both choice and many,
 Ate their fruits and wore their flowers   150

Plucked from bowers
 Where summer ripens at all hours?
 But ever in the noonlight
 She pined and pined away;
 Sought them by night and day,
 Found them no more, but dwindled and grew grey;
 Then fell with the first snow,
 While to this day no grass will grow
 Where she lies low:
 I planted daisies there a year ago   160

That never blow.
 You should not loiter so.’
 ‘Nay, hush,’ said Laura:
 ‘Nay, hush, my sister:
 I ate and ate my fill,
 Yet my mouth waters still;
 To-morrow night I will
 Buy more:’ and kissed her:
 ‘Have done with sorrow;
 I’ll bring you plums to-morrow   170

Fresh on their mother twigs,
 Cherries worth getting;
 You cannot think what figs
 My teeth have met in,
 What melons icy-cold
 Piled on a dish of gold
 Too huge for me to hold,
 What peaches with a velvet nap,
 Pellucid grapes without one seed:
 Odorous indeed must be the mead   180

Whereon they grow, and pure the wave they drink
 With lilies at the brink,
 And sugar-sweet their sap.’
 

  Golden head by golden head,
 Like two pigeons in one nest
 Folded in each other’s wings,
 They lay down in their curtained bed:
 Like two blossoms on one stem,
 Like two flakes of new-fall’n snow,
 Like two wands of ivory   190

Tipped with gold for awful kings.
 Moon and stars gazed in at them,
 Wind sang to them lullaby,
 Lumbering owls forbore to fly,
 Not a bat flapped to and fro
 Round their rest:
 Cheek to cheek and breast to breast
 Locked together in one nest.
 

  Early in the morning
 When the first cock crowed his warning,   200

Neat like bees, as sweet and busy,
 Laura rose with Lizzie:
 Fetched in honey, milked the cows,
 Aired and set to rights the house,
 Kneaded cakes of whitest wheat,
 Cakes for dainty mouths to eat,
 Next churned butter, whipped up cream,
 Fed their poultry, sat and sewed;
 Talked as modest maidens should:
 Lizzie with an open heart,   210

Laura in an absent dream,
 One content, one sick in part;
 One warbling for the mere bright day’s delight,
 One longing for the night.
 

  At length slow evening came:
 They went with pitchers to the reedy brook;
 Lizzie most placid in her look,
 Laura most like a leaping flame.
 They drew the gurgling water from its deep;
 Lizzie plucked purple and rich golden flags,   220

Then turning homeward said: ‘The sunset flushes
 Those furthest loftiest crags;
 Come, Laura, not another maiden lags,
 No wilful squirrel wags,
 The beasts and birds are fast asleep.’
 But Laura loitered still among the rushes
 And said the bank was steep.
 

  And said the hour was early still
 The dew not fall’n, the wind not chill:
 Listening ever, but not catching   230

The customary cry,
 ‘Come buy, come buy,’
 With its iterated jingle
 Of sugar-baited words:
 Not for all her watching
 Once discerning even one goblin
 Racing, whisking, tumbling, hobbling;
 Let alone the herds
 That used to tramp along the glen,
 In groups or single,   240

Of brisk fruit-merchant men.
 

  Till Lizzie urged, ‘O Laura, come;
 I hear the fruit-call but I dare not look:
 You should not loiter longer at this brook:
 Come with me home.
 The stars rise, the moon bends her arc,
 Each glowworm winks her spark,
 Let us get home before the night grows dark:
 For clouds may gather
 Though this is summer weather,   250

Put out the lights and drench us through;
 Then if we lost our way what should we do?’
 

  Laura turned cold as stone
 To find her sister heard that cry alone,
 That goblin cry,
 ‘Come buy our fruits, come buy.’
 Must she then buy no more such dainty fruit?
 Must she no more such succous pasture find,
 Gone deaf and blind?
 Her tree of life drooped from the root:   260

She said not one word in her heart’s sore ache;
 But peering thro’ the dimness, nought discerning,
 Trudged home, her pitcher dripping all the way;
 So crept to bed, and lay
 Silent till Lizzie slept;
 Then sat up in a passionate yearning,
 And gnashed her teeth for baulked desire, and wept
 As if her heart would break.
 

  Day after day, night after night,
 Laura kept watch in vain   270

In sullen silence of exceeding pain.
 She never caught again the goblin cry:
 ‘Come buy, come buy;’ — 
 She never spied the goblin men
 Hawking their fruits along the glen:
 But when the noon waxed bright
 Her hair grew thin and grey;
 She dwindled, as the fair full moon doth turn
 To swift decay and burn
 Her fire away.   280
 

  One day remembering her kernel-stone
 She set it by a wall that faced the south;
 Dewed it with tears, hoped for a root,
 Watched for a waxing shoot,
 But there came none;
 It never saw the sun,
 It never felt the trickling moisture run:
 While with sunk eyes and faded mouth
 She dreamed of melons, as a traveller sees
 False waves in desert drouth   290

With shade of leaf-crowned trees,
 And burns the thirstier in the sandful breeze.
 

  She no more swept the house,
 Tended the fowls or cows,
 Fetched honey, kneaded cakes of wheat,
 Brought water from the brook:
 But sat down listless in the chimney-nook
 And would not eat.
 

  Tender Lizzie could not bear
 To watch her sister’s cankerous care   300

Yet not to share.
 She night and morning
 Caught the goblins’ cry:
 ‘Come buy our orchard fruits,
 Come buy, come buy:’ — 
 Beside the brook, along the glen,
 She heard the tramp of goblin men,
 The voice and stir
 Poor Laura could not hear;
 Longed to buy fruit to comfort her,   310

But feared to pay too dear.
 She thought of Jeanie in her grave,
 Who should have been a bride;
 But who for joys brides hope to have
 Fell sick and died
 In her gay prime,
 In earliest Winter time
 With the first glazing rime,
 With the first snow-fall of crisp Winter time.
 

  Till Laura dwindling   320

Seemed knocking at Death’s door:
 Then Lizzie weighed no more
 Better and worse;
 But put a silver penny in her purse,
 Kissed Laura, crossed the heath with clumps of furze
 At twilight, halted by the brook:
 And for the first time in her life
 Began to listen and look.
 

  Laughed every goblin
 When they spied her peeping:   330

Came towards her hobbling,
 Flying, running, leaping,
 Puffing and blowing,
 Chuckling, clapping, crowing,
 Clucking and gobbling,
 Mopping and mowing,
 Full of airs and graces,
 Pulling wry faces,
 Demure grimaces,
 Cat-like and rat-like,   340

Ratel- and wombat-like,
 Snail-paced in a hurry,
 Parrot-voiced and whistler,
 Helter skelter, hurry skurry,
 Chattering like magpies,
 Fluttering like pigeons,
 Gliding like fishes, — 
 Hugged her and kissed her:
 Squeezed and caressed her:
 Stretched up their dishes,   350

Panniers, and plates:
 ‘Look at our apples
 Russet and dun,
 Bob at our cherries,
 Bite at our peaches,
 Citrons and dates,
 Grapes for the asking,
 Pears red with basking
 Out in the sun,
 Plums on their twigs;   360

Pluck them and suck them,
 Pomegranates, figs.’ — 
 

  ‘Good folk,’ said Lizzie,
 Mindful of Jeanie:
 ‘Give me much and many:’ — 
 Held out her apron,
 Tossed them her penny.
 ‘Nay, take a seat with us,
 Honour and eat with us,’
 They answered grinning:   370

‘Our feast is but beginning.
 Night yet is early,
 Warm and dew-pearly,
 Wakeful and starry:
 Such fruits as these
 No man can carry;
 Half their bloom would fly,
 Half their dew would dry,
 Half their flavour would pass by.
 Sit down and feast with us,   380

Be welcome guest with us,
 Cheer you and rest with us.’ — 
 ‘Thank you,’ said Lizzie: ‘But one waits
 At home alone for me:
 So without further parleying,
 If you will not sell me any
 Of your fruits though much and many,
 Give me back my silver penny
 I tossed you for a fee.’ — 
 They began to scratch their pates,   390

No longer wagging, purring,
 But visibly demurring,
 Grunting and snarling.
 One called her proud,
 Cross-grained, uncivil;
 Their tones waxed loud,
 Their looks were evil.
 Lashing their tails
 They trod and hustled her,
 Elbowed and jostled her,   400

Clawed with their nails,
 Barking, mewing, hissing, mocking,
 Tore her gown and soiled her stocking,
 Twitched her hair out by the roots,
 Stamped upon her tender feet,
 Held her hands and squeezed their fruits
 Against her mouth to make her eat.
 

  White and golden Lizzie stood,
 Like a lily in a flood, — 
 Like a rock of blue-veined stone   410

Lashed by tides obstreperously, — 
 Like a beacon left alone
 In a hoary roaring sea,
 Sending up a golden fire, — 
 Like a fruit-crowned orange-tree
 White with blossoms honey-sweet
 Sore beset by wasp and bee, — 
 Like a royal virgin town
 Topped with gilded dome and spire
 Close beleaguered by a fleet   420

Mad to tug her standard down.
 

  One may lead a horse to water,
 Twenty cannot make him drink.
 Though the goblins cuffed and caught her,
 Coaxed and fought her,
 Bullied and besought her,
 Scratched her, pinched her black as ink,
 Kicked and knocked her,
 Mauled and mocked her,
 Lizzie uttered not a word;   430

Would not open lip from lip
 Lest they should cram a mouthful in:
 But laughed in heart to feel the drip
 Of juice that syrupped all her face,
 And lodged in dimples of her chin,
 And streaked her neck which quaked like curd.
 At last the evil people,
 Worn out by her resistance,
 Flung back her penny, kicked their fruit
 Along whichever road they took,   440

Not leaving root or stone or shoot;
 Some writhed into the ground,
 Some dived into the brook
 With ring and ripple,
 Some scudded on the gale without a sound,
 Some vanished in the distance.
 

  In a smart, ache, tingle,
 Lizzie went her way;
 Knew not was it night or day;
 Sprang up the bank, tore thro’ the furze,   450

Threaded copse and dingle,
 And heard her penny jingle
 Bouncing in her purse, — 
 Its bounce was music to her ear.
 She ran and ran
 As if she feared some goblin man
 Dogged her with gibe or curse
 Or something worse:
 But not one goblin skurried after,
 Nor was she pricked by fear;   460

The kind heart made her windy-paced
 That urged her home quite out of breath with haste
 And inward laughter.
 

  She cried ‘Laura,’ up the garden,
 ‘Did you miss me?
 Come and kiss me.
 Never mind my bruises,
 Hug me, kiss me, suck my juices
 Squeezed from goblin fruits for you,
 Goblin pulp and goblin dew.   470

Eat me, drink me, love me;
 Laura, make much of me:
 For your sake I have braved the glen
 And had to do with goblin merchant men.’
 

  Laura started from her chair,
 Flung her arms up in the air,
 Clutched her hair:
 ‘Lizzie, Lizzie, have you tasted
 For my sake the fruit forbidden?
 Must your light like mine be hidden,   480

Your young life like mine be wasted,
 Undone in mine undoing,
 And ruined in my ruin,
 Thirsty, cankered, goblin-ridden?’ — 
 She clung about her sister,
 Kissed and kissed and kissed her:
 Tears once again
 Refreshed her shrunken eyes,
 Dropping like rain
 After long sultry drouth;   490

Shaking with aguish fear, and pain,
 She kissed and kissed her with a hungry mouth.
 

  Her lips began to scorch,
 That juice was wormwood to her tongue,
 She loathed the feast:
 Writhing as one possessed she leaped and sung,
 Rent all her robe, and wrung
 Her hands in lamentable haste,
 And beat her breast.
 Her locks streamed like the torch   500

Borne by a racer at full speed,
 Or like the mane of horses in their flight,
 Or like an eagle when she stems the light
 Straight toward the sun,
 Or like a caged thing freed,
 Or like a flying flag when armies run.
 

  Swift fire spread through her veins, knocked at her heart,
 Met the fire smouldering there
 And overbore its lesser flame;
 She gorged on bitterness without a name:   510

Ah! fool, to choose such part
 Of soul-consuming care!
 Sense failed in the mortal strife:
 Like the watch-tower of a town
 Which an earthquake shatters down,
 Like a lightning-stricken mast,
 Like a wind-uprooted tree
 Spun about,
 Like a foam-topped waterspout
 Cast down headlong in the sea,   520

She fell at last;
 Pleasure past and anguish past,
 Is it death or is it life?
 

  Life out of death.
 That night long Lizzie watched by her,
 Counted her pulse’s flagging stir,
 Felt for her breath,
 Held water to her lips, and cooled her face
 With tears and fanning leaves:
 But when the first birds chirped about their eaves,   530

And early reapers plodded to the place
 Of golden sheaves,
 And dew-wet grass
 Bowed in the morning winds so brisk to pass,
 And new buds with new day
 Opened of cup-like lilies on the stream,
 Laura awoke as from a dream,
 Laughed in the innocent old way,
 Hugged Lizzie but not twice or thrice;
 Her gleaming locks showed not one thread of grey,   540

Her breath was sweet as May
 And light danced in her eyes.
 

  Days, weeks, months, years
 Afterwards, when both were wives
 With children of their own;
 Their mother-hearts beset with fears,
 Their lives bound up in tender lives;
 Laura would call the little ones
 And tell them of her early prime,
 Those pleasant days long gone   550

Of not-returning time:
 Would talk about the haunted glen,
 The wicked, quaint fruit-merchant men,
 Their fruits like honey to the throat
 But poison in the blood;
 (Men sell not such in any town:)
 Would tell them how her sister stood
 In deadly peril to do her good,
 And win the fiery antidote:
 Then joining hands to little hands   560

Would bid them cling together,
 ‘For there is no friend like a sister
 In calm or stormy weather;
 To cheer one on the tedious way,
 To fetch one if one goes astray,
 To lift one if one totters down,
 To strengthen whilst one stands.’
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Song
 

Christina Georgina Rossetti (1830–1894)
 

WHEN I am dead, my dearest,

 Sing no sad songs for me;

Plant thou no roses at my head,

 Nor shady cypress tree:

Be the green grass above me   5

 With showers and dewdrops wet;

And if thou wilt, remember,

 And if thou wilt, forget.
 

I shall not see the shadows,

 I shall not feel the rain;   10

I shall not hear the nightingale

 Sing on, as if in pain;

And dreaming through the twilight

 That doth not rise nor set,

Haply I may remember,   15

 And haply may forget.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Remember
 

Christina Georgina Rossetti (1830–1894)
 

REMEMBER me when I am gone away,

 Gone far away into the silent land;

 When you can no more hold me by the hand,

Nor I half turn to go, yet turning stay.

Remember me when no more day by day   5

 You tell me of our future that you plann’d:

 Only remember me; you understand

It will be late to counsel then or pray.

Yet if you should forget me for a while

 And afterwards remember, do not grieve:   10

 For if the darkness and corruption leave

 A vestige of the thoughts that once I had,

Better by far you should forget and smile

 Than that you should remember and be sad.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Up-Hill
 

Christina Georgina Rossetti (1830–1894)
 

DOES the road wind up-hill all the way?

 Yes, to the very end.

Will the day’s journey take the whole long day?

 From morn to night, my friend.
 

But is there for the night a resting-place?   5

 A roof for when the slow dark hours begin.

May not the darkness hide it from my face?

 You cannot miss that inn.
 

Shall I meet other wayfarers at night?

 Those who have gone before.   10

Then must I knock, or call when just in sight?

 They will not keep you standing at that door.
 

Shall I find comfort, travel-sore and weak?

 Of labour you shall find the sum.

Will there be beds for me and all who seek?   15

 Yea, beds for all who come.
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In the Round Tower at Jhansi
 

June 8, 1857 (Indian Mutiny)
 

Christina Georgina Rossetti (1830–1894)
 

A HUNDRED, a thousand to one: even so;

 Not a hope in the world remained:

The swarming howling wretches below

 Gained and gained and gained.
 

Skene looked at his pale young wife.   5

 ‘Is the time come?’— ‘The time is come.’

Young, strong, and so full of life,

 The agony struck them dumb.
 

Close his arm about her now,

 Close her cheek to his,   10

Close the pistol to her brow — 

 God forgive them this!
 

‘Will it hurt much?’ ‘No, mine own:

 I wish I could bear the pang for both.’ — 

‘I wish I could bear the pang alone:   15

 Courage, dear, I am not loth.’
 

Kiss and kiss: ‘It is not pain

 Thus to kiss and die.

One kiss more.’— ‘And yet one again.’ — 

 ‘Good-bye.’— ‘Good-bye.’   20
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The Defence of Guenevere
 

William Morris (1834–1896)
 

BUT, knowing now that they would have her speak,

She threw her wet hair backward from her brow,

Her hand close to her mouth touching her cheek,
 

As though she had had there a shameful blow,

And feeling it shameful to feel aught but shame   5

All through her heart, yet felt her cheek burned so,
 

She must a little touch it; like one lame

She walked away from Gauwaine, with her head

Still lifted up; and on her cheek of flame
 

The tears dried quick; she stopped at last and said:   10

“O knights and lords, it seems but little skill

To talk of well-known things past now and dead.
 

“God wot I ought to say, I have done ill,

And pray you all forgiveness heartily!

Because you must be right, such great lords; still   15
 

“Listen, suppose your time were come to die,

And you were quite alone and very weak;

Yea, laid a dying while very mightily
 

“The wind was ruffling up the narrow streak

Of river through your broad lands running well:   20

Suppose a hush should come, then some one speak:
 

“‘One of these cloths is heaven, and one is hell,

Now choose one cloth for ever; which they be,

I will not tell you, you must somehow tell
 

“‘Of your own strength and mightiness; here, see!’   25

Yea, yea, my lord, and you to ope your eyes,

At foot of your familiar bed to see
 

“A great God’s angel standing, with such dyes,

Not known on earth, on his great wings, and hands,

Held out two ways, light from the inner skies   30
 

“Showing him well, and making his commands

Seem to be God’s commands, moreover, too,

Holding within his hands the cloths on wands;
 

“And one of these strange choosing cloths was blue,

Wavy and long, and one cut short and red;   35

No man could tell the better of the two.
 

“After a shivering half-hour you said:

‘God help! heaven’s color, the blue;’ and he said, ‘hell.’

Perhaps you would then roll upon your bed,
 

“And cry to all good men that loved you well,   40

‘Ah Christ! if only I had known, known, known;’

Launcelot went away, then I could tell,
 

“Like wisest man how all things would be, moan,

And roll and hurt myself, and long to die,

And yet fear much to die for what was sown.   45
 

“Nevertheless you, O Sir Gauwaine, lie,

Whatever may have happened through these years,

God knows I speak truth, saying that you lie.”
 

Her voice was low at first, being full of tears,

But as it cleared, it grew full loud and shrill,   50

Growing a windy shriek in all men’s ears,
 

A ringing in their startled brains, until

She said that Gauwaine lied, then her voice sunk,

And her great eyes began again to fill,
 

Though still she stood right up, and never shrunk,   55

But spoke on bravely, glorious lady fair!

Whatever tears her full lips may have drunk,
 

She stood, and seemed to think, and wrung her hair,

Spoke out at last with no more trace of shame,

With passionate twisting of her body there:   60
 

“It chanced upon a day that Launcelot came

To dwell at Arthur’s court: at Christmastime

This happened; when the heralds sung his name,
 

“Son of King Ban of Benwick, seemed to chime

Along with all the bells that rang that day,   65

O’er the white roofs, with little change of rhyme.
 

“Christmas and whitened winter passed away,

And over me the April sunshine came,

Made very awful with black hail-clouds, yea
 

“And in the Summer I grew white with flame,   70

And bowed my head down: Autumn, and the sick

Sure knowledge things would never be the same,
 

“However often Spring might be most thick

Of blossoms and buds, smote on me, and I grew

Careless of most things, let the clock tick, tick,   75
 

“To my unhappy pulse, that beat right through

My eager body; while I laughed out loud,

And let my lips curl up at false or true,
 

“Seemed cold and shallow without any cloud.

Behold, my judges, then the cloths were brought;   80

While I was dizzied thus, old thoughts would crowd
 

“Belonging to the time ere I was bought

By Arthur’s great name and his little love;

Must I give up for ever then, I thought,
 

“That which I deemed would ever round me move,   85

Glorifying all things; for a little word,

Scarce ever meant at all, must I now prove
 

“Stone-cold for ever? Pray you, does the Lord

Will that all folks should be quite happy and good?

I love God now a little, if this cord   90
 

“Were broken, once for all what striving could

Make me love anything in earth or heaven?

So day by day it grew, as if one should
 

“Slip slowly down some path worn smooth and even,

Down to a cool sea on a summer day;   95

Yet still in slipping there was some small leaven
 

“Of stretched hands catching small stones by the way,

Until one surely reached the sea at last,

And felt strange new joy as the worn head lay
 

“Back, with the hair like sea-weed; yea all past   100

Sweat of the forehead, dryness of the lips,

Washed utterly out by the dear waves o’ercast,
 

“In the lone sea, far off from any ships!

Do I not know now of a day in Spring?

No minute of that wild day ever slip   105
 

“From out my memory; I hear thrushes sing,

And wheresoever I may be, straightway

Thoughts of it all come up with most fresh sting:
 

“I was half mad with beauty on that day,

And went without my ladies all alone,   110

In a quiet garden walled round every way;
 

“I was right joyful of that wall of stone,

That shut the flowers and trees up with the sky,

And trebled all the beauty: to the bone,
 

“Yea right through to my heart, grown very shy   115

With wary thoughts, it pierced, and made me glad;

Exceedingly glad, and I knew verily,
 

“A little thing just then had made me mad;

I dared not think, as I was wont to do,

Sometimes, upon my beauty; If I had   120
 

“Held out my long hand up against the blue,

And, looking on the tenderly darken’d fingers,

Thought that by rights one ought to see quite through,
 

“There, see you, where the soft still light yet lingers

Round by the edges; what should I have done,   125

If this had joined with yellow spotted singers,
 

“And startling green drawn upward by the sun?

But shouting, loosed out, see now! all my hair,

And trancedly stood watching the west wind run
 

“With faintest half-heard breathing sound: why there   130

I lose my head e’en now in doing this;

But shortly listen: In that garden fair
 

“Came Launcelot walking; this is true, the kiss

Wherewith we kissed in meeting that spring day,

I scarce dare talk of the remember’d bliss,   135
 

“When both our mouths went wandering in one way,

And aching sorely, met among the leaves;

Our hands being left behind strained far away.
 

“Never within a yard of my bright sleeves

Had Launcelot come before: and now so nigh!   140

After that day why is it Guenevere grieves?
 

“Nevertheless you, O Sir Gauwaine, lie,

Whatever happened on through all those years,

God knows I speak truth, saying that you lie.
 

“Being such a lady could I weep these tears   145

If this were true? A great queen such as I

Having sinn’d this way, straight her conscience sears;
 

“And afterwards she liveth hatefully,

Slaying and poisoning, certes never weeps:

Gauwaine be friends now, speak me lovingly,   150
 

“Do I not see how God’s dear pity creeps

All through your frame, and trembles in your mouth?

Remember in what grave your mother sleeps,
 

“Buried in some place far down in the south

Men are forgetting as I speak to you;   155

By her head sever’d in that awful drouth
 

“Of pity that drew Agravaine’s fell blow,

I pray your pity! let me not scream out

For ever after, when the shrill winds blow
 

“Through half your castle-locks! let me not shout   160

For ever after in the winter night

When you ride out alone! in battle-rout
 

“Let not my rusting tears make your sword light!

Ah! God of mercy, how he turns away!

So, ever must I dress me to the fight,   165
 

“So: let God’s justice work! Gauwaine, I say,

See me hew down your proofs: yea all men know

Even as you said how Mellyagraunce one day,
 

“One bitter day in la Fausse Garde, for so

All good knights held it after, saw:   170

Yea, sirs, by cursed unknightly outrage; though
 

“You, Gauwaine, held his word without a flaw.

. . . . . . .

Not so, fair lords, even if the world should end
 

“This very day, and you were judges here   175

Instead of God. Did you see Mellyagraunce

When Launcelot stood by him? what white fear
 

“Curdled his blood, and how his teeth did dance,

His side sink in? as my knight cried and said:

‘Slayer of unarm’d men, here is a chance!   180
 

“‘Setter of traps, I pray you guard your head,

By God I am so glad to fight with you,

Stripper of ladies, that my hand feels lead
 

“‘For driving weight; hurrah now! draw and do,

For all my wounds are moving in my breast,   185

And I am getting mad with waiting so.’
 

“He struck his hands together o’er the beast,

Who fell down flat, and grovell’d at his feet,

And groan’d at being slain so young: ‘At least,
 

“My knight said, ‘Rise you, sir, who are so fleet   190

At catching ladies, half-arm’d will I fight,

My left side all uncovered!’ then I weet,
 

“Up sprang Sir Mellyagraunce with great delight

Upon his knave’s face; not until just then

Did I quite hate him, as I saw my knight   195
 

“Along the lists look to my stake and pen

With such a joyous smile, it made me sigh

From agony beneath my waist-chain, when
 

“The fight began, and to me they drew nigh;

Ever Sir Launcelot kept him on the right,   200

And traversed warily, and ever high
 

“And fast leapt caitiff’s sword, until my knight

Sudden threw up his sword to his left hand,

Caught it and swung it; that was all the fight;
 

“Except a spout of blood on the hot land,   205

For it was hottest summer; and I know

I wonder’d how the fire, while I should stand,
 

“And burn, against the heat, would quiver so,

Yards above my head; thus these matters went,

Which things were only warnings of the woe   210
 

“That fell on me. Yet Mellyagraunce was shent,

For Mellyagraunce had fought against the Lord;

Therefore, my lords, take heed lest you be blent
 

“With all his wickedness; say no rash word

Against me, being so beautiful; my eyes   215

Wept all away to gray, may bring some sword
 

“To drown you in your blood; see my breast rise

Like waves of purple sea, as here I stand;

And how my arms are moved in wonderful wise,
 

“Yea also at my full heart’s strong command,   220

See through my long throat how the words go up

In ripples to my mouth; how in my hand
 

“The shadow lies like wine within a cup

Of marvellously color’d gold; yea now

This little wind is rising, look you up,   225
 

“And wonder how the light is falling so

Within my moving tresses: will you dare

When you have looked a little on my brow,
 

“To say this thing is vile? or will you care

For any plausible lies of cunning woof,   230

Where you can see my face with no lie there
 

“For ever? am I not a gracious proof? — 

‘But in your chamber Launcelot was found’ — 

Is there a good knight then would stand aloof,
 

“When a queen says with gentle queenly sound:   235

‘O true as steel, come now and talk with me,

I love to see your step upon the ground
 

“‘Unwavering, also well I love to see

That gracious smile light up your face, and hear

Your wonderful words, that all mean verily   240
 

“‘The thing they seem to mean: good friend, so dear

To me in everything, come here to-night,

Or else the hours will pass most dull and drear;
 

“‘If you come not, I fear this time I might

Get thinking over much of times gone by,   245

When I was young, and green hope was in sight:
 

“‘For no man cares now to know why I sigh;

And no man comes to sing me pleasant songs,

Nor any brings me the sweet flowers that lie
 

“‘So thick in the gardens; therefore one so longs   250

To see you, Launcelot; that we may be

Like children once again, free from all wrongs
 

“‘Just for one night.’ Did he not come to me?

What thing could keep true Launcelot away

If I said, ‘Come?’ there was one less than three   255
 

“In my quiet room that night, and we were gay;

Till sudden I rose up, weak, pale, and sick,

Because a bawling broke our dream up, yea
 

“I looked at Launcelot’s face and could not speak,

For he looked helpless too, for a little while;   260

Then I remember how I tried to shriek,
 

“And could not, but fell down; from tile to tile

The stones they threw up rattled o’er my head

And made me dizzier; till within a while
 

“My maids were all about me, and my head   265

On Launcelot’s breast was being soothed away

From its white chattering, until Launcelot said:…
 

“By God! I will not tell you more to-day,

Judge any way you will: what matters it?

You know quite well the story of that fray,   270
 

“How Launcelot still’d their bawling, the mad fit

That caught up Gauwaine, all, all, verily,

But just that which would save me; these things flit.
 

“Nevertheless you, O Sir Gauwaine, lie,

Whatever may have happen’d these long years,   275

God knows I speak truth, saying that you lie!
 

“All I have said is truth, by Christ’s dear tears.”

She would not speak another word, but stood

Turn’d sideways; listening, like a man who hears
 

His brother’s trumpet sounding through the wood   280

Of his foes’ lances. She leaned eagerly,

And gave a slight spring sometimes, as she could
 

At last hear something really; joyfully

Her cheek grew crimson, as the headlong speed

Of the roan charger drew all men to see,   285

The knight who came was Launcelot at good need.
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Prologue of the Earthly Paradise
 

William Morris (1834–1896)
 

OF Heaven or Hell I have no power to sing,

I cannot ease the burden of your fears,

Or make quick-coming death a little thing,

Or bring again the pleasure of past years,

Nor for my words shall ye forget your tears,   5

Or hope again for aught that I can say,

The idle singer of an empty day.
 

But rather, when aweary of your mirth,

From full hearts still unsatisfied ye sigh,

And, feeling kindly unto all the earth,   10

Grudge every minute as it passes by,

Made the more mindful that the sweet days die — 

 — Remember me a little then I pray,

The idle singer of an empty day.
 

The heavy trouble, the bewildering care   15

That weighs us down who live and earn our bread,

These idle verses have no power to bear;

So let me sing of names remembered,

Because they, living not, can ne’er be dead,

Or long time take their memory quite away   20

From us poor singers of an empty day.
 

Dreamer of dreams, born out of my due time,

Why should I strive to set the crooked straight?

Let it suffice me that my murmuring rhyme

Beats with light wing against the ivory gate,   25

Telling a tale not too importunate

To those who in the sleepy region stay,

Lulled by the singer of an empty day.
 

Folk say, a wizard to a northern king

At Christmas-tide such wondrous things did show,   30

That through one window men beheld the spring,

And through another saw the summer glow,

And through a third the fruited vines a-row,

While still, unheard, but in its wonted way,

Piped the drear wind of that December day.   35
 

So with this Earthly Paradise it is,

If ye will read aright, and pardon me,

Who strive to build a shadowy isle of bliss

Midmost the beating of the steely sea,

Where tossed about all hearts of men must be;   40

Whose ravening monsters mighty men shall slay,

Not the poor singer of an empty day.
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The Nymph’s Song to Hylas
 

William Morris (1834–1896)
 

I KNOW a little garden-close

Set thick with lily and red rose,

Where I would wander if I might

From dewy dawn to dewy night,

And have one with me wandering.   5
 

And though within it no birds sing,

And though no pillar’d house is there,

And though the apple boughs are bare

Of fruit and blossom, would to God,

Her feet upon the green grass trod,   10

And I beheld them as before!
 

There comes a murmur from the shore,

And in the place two fair streams are,

Drawn from the purple hills afar,

Drawn down unto the restless sea;   15

The hills whose flowers ne’er fed the bee,

The shore no ship has ever seen,

Still beaten by the billows green,

Whose murmur comes unceasingly

Unto the place for which I cry.   20

For which I cry both day and night,

For which I let slip all delight,

That maketh me both deaf and blind,

Careless to win, unskill’d to find,

And quick to lose what all men seek.   25
 

Yet tottering as I am, and weak,

Still have I left a little breath

To seek within the jaws of death

An entrance to that happy place;

To seek the unforgotten face   30

Once seen, once kiss’d, once reft from me

Anigh the murmuring of the sea.
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The Day is Coming
 

William Morris (1834–1896)
 

COME hither, lads, and harken, for a tale there is to tell,

Of the wonderful days a-coming, when all shall be better than well.
 

And the tale shall be told of a country, a land in the midst of the sea,

And folk shall call it England in the days that are going to be.
 

There more than one in a thousand in the days that are yet to come,   5

Shall have some hope of the morrow, some joy of the ancient home.
 

For then, laugh not, but listen to this strange tale of mine,

All folk that are in England shall be better lodged than swine.
 

Then a man shall work and bethink him, and rejoice in the deed of his hand,

Nor yet come home in the even too faint and weary to stand.   10
 

Men in that time a-coming shall work and have no fear

For to-morrow’s lack of earning and the hunger-wolf anear.
 

I tell you this for a wonder, that no man then shall be glad

Of his fellow’s fall and mishap to snatch at the work he had.
 

For that which the worker winneth shall then be his indeed,   15

Nor shall half be reaped for nothing by him that sowed no seed.
 

O strange new wonderful justice! But for whom shall we gather the gain?

For ourselves and for each of our fellows, and no hand shall labor in vain.
 

Then all Mine and all Thine shall be Ours, and no more shall any man crave

For riches that serve for nothing but to fetter a friend for a slave.   20
 

And what wealth then shall be left us when none shall gather gold

To buy his friend in the market, and pinch and pine the sold?
 

Nay, what save the lovely city, and the little house on the hill,

And the wastes and the woodland beauty, and the happy fields we till;
 

And the homes of ancient stories, the tombs of the mighty dead;   25

And the wise men seeking out marvels, and the poet’s teeming head;
 

And the painter’s hand of wonder; and the marvelous fiddle-bow,

And the banded choirs of music: all those that do and know.
 

For all these shall be ours and all men’s; nor shall any lack a share

Of the toil and the gain of living in the days when the world grows fair.   30
 

Ah! such are the days that shall be! But what are the deeds of to-day,

In the days of the years we dwell in, that wear our lives away?
 

Why, then, and for what are we waiting? There are three words to speak;

WE WILL IT, and what is the foeman but the dream-strong wakened and weak?
 

O why and for what are we waiting? while our brothers droop and die,   35

And on every wind of the heavens a wasted life goes by.
 

How long shall they reproach us where crowd on crowd they dwell,

Poor ghosts of the wicked city, the gold-crushed, hungry hell?
 

Through squalid life they labored, in sordid grief they died,

Those sons of a mighty mother, those props of England’s pride.   40
 

They are gone; there is none can undo it, nor save our souls from the curse;

But many a million cometh, and shall they be better or worse?
 

It is we must answer and hasten, and open wide the door

For the rich man’s hurrying terror, and the slow-foot hope of the poor.
 

Yea, the voiceless wrath of the wretched, and their unlearned discontent,   45

We must give it voice and wisdom till the waiting-tide be spent.
 

Come, then, since all things call us, the living and the dead,

And o’er the weltering tangle a glimmering light is shed.
 

Come, then, let us cast off fooling, and put by ease and rest,

For the Cause alone is worthy till the good days bring the best.   50
 

Come, join in the only battle wherein no man can fail,

Where whoso fadeth and dieth, yet his deed shall still prevail.
 

Ah! come, cast off all fooling, for this, at least, we know:

That the Dawn the Day is coming, and forth the Banners go.
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The Days That Were
 

William Morris (1834–1896)
 

WHILES in the early winter eve

We pass amid the gathering night

Some homestead that we had to leave

Years past; and see its candles bright

Shine in the room beside the door   5

Where we were merry years agone,

But now must never enter more,

As still the dark road drives us on.

E’en so the world of men may turn

At even of some hurried day   10

And see the ancient glimmer burn

Across the waste that hath no way;

Then, with that faint light in its eyes,

Awhile I bid it linger near

And nurse in waving memories   15

The bitter sweet of days that were.
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John Boyle O’Reilly
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A White Rose
 

John Boyle O’Reilly (1844–1890)
 

THE RED rose whispers of passion,

 And the white rose breathes of love;

O, the red rose is a falcon,

 And the white rose is a dove.
 

But I send you a cream-white rosebud   5

 With a flush on its petal tips;

For the love that is purest and sweetest

 Has a kiss of desire on the lips.
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Arthur William Edgar O’Shaughnessy
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Ode
 

Arthur William Edgar O’Shaughnessy (1844–1881)
 

WE are the music-makers,

 And we are the dreamers of dreams,

Wandering by lone sea-breakers,

 And sitting by desolate streams;

World-losers and world-forsakers,   5

 On whom the pale moon gleams:

Yet we are the movers and shakers

 Of the world for ever, it seems.
 

With wonderful deathless ditties

 And out of a fabulous story   10

We build up the world’s great cities,

 We fashion an empire’s glory:

One man with a dream, at pleasure,

 Shall go forth and conquer a crown;

And three with a new song’s measure   15

 Can trample an empire down.
 

We, in the ages lying

 In the buried past of the earth,

Built Nineveh with our sighing,

 And Babel itself with our mirth;   20

And o’erthrew them with prophesying

 To the old of the new world’s worth;

For each age is a dream that is dying,

 Or one that is coming to birth.
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Liz
 

Robert Williams Buchanan (1841–1901)
 

THE CRIMSON light of sunset falls

 Through the grey glamour of the murmuring rain,

And creeping o’er the housetops crawls

 Through the black smoke upon the broken pane,

Steals to the straw on which she lies,   5

 And tints her thin black hair and hollow cheeks,

Her sun-tanned neck, her glistening eyes, — 

 While faintly, sadly, fitfully she speaks.

But when it is no longer light,

 The pale girl smiles, with only One to mark,   10

And dies upon the breast of Night,

 Like trodden snowdrift melting in the dark.
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Chorus from ‘Atalanta’
 

Algernon Charles Swinburne (1837–1909)
 

WHEN the hounds of spring are on winter’s traces,

 The mother of months in meadow or plain

Fills the shadows and windy places

 With lisp of leaves and ripple of rain;

And the brown bright nightingale amorous   5

Is half assuaged for Itylus,

For the Thracian ships and the foreign faces,

 The tongueless vigil, and all the pain.
 

Come with bows bent and with emptying of quivers,

 Maiden most perfect, lady of light,   10

With a noise of winds and many rivers,

 With a clamour of waters, and with might;

Bind on thy sandals, O thou most fleet,

Over the splendour and speed of thy feet;

For the faint east quickens, the wan west shivers,   15

 Round the feet of the day and the feet of the night.
 

Where shall we find her, how shall we sing to her,

 Fold our hands round her knees, and cling?

O that man’s heart were as fire and could spring to her,

 Fire, or the strength of the streams that spring!   20

For the stars and the winds are unto her

As raiment, as songs of the harp-player;

For the risen stars and the fallen cling to her,

 And the southwest-wind and the west-wind sing.
 

For winter’s rains and ruins are over,   25

 And all the season of snows and sins;

The days dividing lover and lover,

 The light that loses, the night that wins;

And time remember’d is grief forgotten,

And frosts are slain and flowers begotten,   30

And in green underwood and cover

 Blossom by blossom the spring begins.
 

The full streams feed on flower of rushes,

 Ripe grasses trammel a travelling foot,

The faint fresh flame of the young year flushes   35

 From leaf to flower and flower to fruit;

And fruit and leaf are as gold and fire,

And the oat is heard above the lyre,

And the hoofèd heel of a satyr crushes

 The chestnut-husk at the chestnut-root.   40
 

And Pan by noon and Bacchus by night,

 Fleeter of foot than the fleet-foot kid,

Follows with dancing and fills with delight

 The Mænad and the Bassarid;

And soft as lips that laugh and hide   45

The laughing leaves of the trees divide,

And screen from seeing and leave in sight

 The god pursuing, the maiden hid.
 

The ivy falls with the Bacchanal’s hair

 Over her eyebrows hiding her eyes;   50

The wild vine slipping down leaves bare

 Her bright breast shortening into sighs;

The wild vine slips with the weight of its leaves,

But the berried ivy catches and cleaves

To the limbs that glitter, the feet that scare   55

 The wolf that follows, the fawn that flies.
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Itylus
 

Algernon Charles Swinburne (1837–1909)
 

SWALLOW, my sister, O sister swallow,

 How can thine heart be full of the spring?

  A thousand summers are over and dead.

What hast thou found in the spring to follow?

 What hast thou found in thine heart to sing?   5

  What wilt thou do when the summer is shed?
 

O swallow, sister, O fair swift swallow,

 Why wilt thou fly after spring to the south,

  The soft south whither thine heart is set?

Shall not the grief of the old time follow?   10

 Shall not the song thereof cleave to they mouth?

  Hast thou forgotten ere I forget?
 

Sister, my sister, O fleet sweet swallow,

 Thy way is long to the sun and the south;

  But I, fulfill’d of my heart’s desire,   15

Shedding my song upon height, upon hollow,

 From tawny body and sweet small mouth

  Feed the heart of the night with fire.
 

I the nightingale all spring through,

 O swallow, sister, O changing swallow,   20

  All spring through till the spring be done,

Clothed with the light of the night on the dew,

 Sing, while the hours and the wild birds follow,

  Take flight and follow and find the sun.
 

Sister, my sister, O soft light swallow,   25

 Though all things feast in the spring’s guest-chamber,

  How hast thou heart to be glad thereof yet?

For where thou fliest I shall not follow,

 Till life forget and death remember,

  Till thou remember and I forget.   30
 

Swallow, my sister, O singing swallow,

 I know not how thou hast heart to sing.

  Hast thou the heart? is it all past over?

Thy lord the summer is good to follow,

 And fair the feet of thy lover the spring:   35

  But what wilt thou say to the spring thy lover?
 

O swallow, sister, O fleeting swallow,

 My heart in me is a molten ember

  And over my head the waves have met.

But thou wouldst tarry or I would follow   40

 Could I forget or thou remember,

  Couldst thou remember and I forget.
 

O sweet stray sister, O shifting swallow,

 The heart’s division divideth us.

  Thy heart is light as a leaf of a tree;   45

But mine goes forth among sea-gulfs hollow

 To the place of the slaying of Itylus,

  The feast of Daulis, the Thracian sea.
 

O swallow, sister, O rapid swallow,

 I pray thee sing not a little space.   50

  Are not the roofs and the lintels wet?

The woven web that was plain to follow,

 The small slain body, the flower-like face,

  Can I remember if thou forget?
 

O sister, sister, thy first-begotten!   55

 The hands that cling and the feet that follow,

  The voice of the child’s blood crying yet,

Who hath remember’d me? who hath forgotten?

 Thou hast forgotten, O summer swallow,

  But the world shall end when I forget.   60
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The Garden of Proserpine
 

Algernon Charles Swinburne (1837–1909)
 

HERE, where the world is quiet,

 Here, where all trouble seems

Dead winds’ and spent waves’ riot

 In doubtful dreams of dreams;

I watch the green field growing   5

For reaping folk and sowing,

For harvest time and mowing,

 A sleepy world of streams.
 

I am tired of tears and laughter,

 And men that laugh and weep   10

Of what may come hereafter

 For men that sow to reap:

I am weary of days and hours,

Blown buds of barren flowers,

Desires and dreams and powers   15

 And everything but sleep.
 

Here life has death for neighbor,

 And far from eye or ear

Wan waves and wet winds labor,

 Weak ships and spirits steer;   20

They drive adrift, and whither

They wot not who make thither;

But no such winds blow hither,

 And no such things grow here.
 

No growth of moor or coppice,   25

 No heather-flower or vine,

But bloomless buds of poppies,

 Green grapes of Proserpine,

Pale beds of blowing rushes

Where no leaf blooms or blushes,   30

Save this whereout she crushes

 For dead men deadly wine.
 

Pale, without name or number,

 In fruitless fields of corn,

They bow themselves and slumber   35

 All night till light is born;

And like a soul belated,

In hell and heaven unmated,

By cloud and mist abated

 Comes out of darkness morn.   40
 

Though one were strong as seven,

 He too with death shall dwell,

Nor wake with wings in heaven,

 Nor weep for pains in hell;

Though one were fair as roses,   45

His beauty clouds and closes;

And well though love reposes,

 In the end it is not well.
 

Pale, beyond porch and portal,

 Crowned with calm leaves, she stands   50

Who gathers all things mortal

 With cold immortal hands;

Her languid lips are sweeter

Than love’s who fears to greet her

To men that mix and meet her   55

 From many times and lands.
 

She waits for each and other,

 She waits for all men born;

Forgets the earth her mother,

 The life of fruits and corn;   60

And spring and seed and swallow

Take wing for her and follow

Where summer song rings hollow

 And flowers are put to scorn.
 

There go the loves that wither,   65

 The old loves with wearier wings;

And all dead years draw thither,

 And all disastrous things;

Dead dreams of days forsaken

Blind buds that snows have shaken,   70

Wild leaves that winds have taken,

 Red strays of ruined springs.
 

We are not sure of sorrow,

 And joy was never sure;

To-day will die to-morrow   75

 Time stoops to no man’s lure;

And love, grown faint and fretful

With lips but half regretful

Sighs, and with eyes forgetful

 Weeps that no loves endure.   80
 

From too much love of living,

 From hope and fear set free,

We thank with brief thanksgiving

 Whatever gods may be

That no life lives for ever;   85

That dead men rise up never;

That even the weariest river

 Winds somewhere safe to sea.
 

Then star nor sun shall waken,

 Nor any change of light:   90

Nor sound of waters shaken,

 Nor any sound or sight:

Nor wintry leaves nor vernal,

Nor days nor things diurnal;

Only the sleep eternal   95

 In an eternal night.
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A Match
 

Algernon Charles Swinburne (1837–1909)
 

IF love were what the rose is,

 And I were like the leaf,

Our lives would grow together

In sad or singing weather,

Blown fields or flowerful closes,   5

 Green pleasure or gray grief;

If love were what the rose is,

 And I were like the leaf.
 

If I were what the words are,

 And love were like the tune,   10

With double sound and single

Delight our lips would mingle,

With kisses glad as birds are

 That get sweet rain at noon;

If I were what the words are   15

 And love were like the tune.
 

If you were life, my darling,

 And I your love were death,

We’d shine and snow together

Ere March made sweet the weather   20

With daffodil and starling

 And hours of fruitful breath;

If you were life, my darling,

 And I your love were death.
 

If you were thrall to sorrow,   25

 And I were page to joy,

We’d play for lives and seasons

With loving looks and treasons

And tears of night and morrow

 And laughs of maid and boy;   30

If you were thrall to sorrow,

 And I were page to joy.
 

If you were April’s lady,

 And I were lord in May,

We’d throw with leaves for hours   35

And draw for days with flowers,

Till day like night were shady

 And night were bright like day;

If you were April’s lady,

 And I were lord in May.   40
 

If you were queen of pleasure,

 And I were king of pain,

We’d hunt down love together,

Pluck out his flying-feather,

And teach his feet a measure,   45

 And find his mouth a rein;

If you were queen of pleasure.

 And I were king of pain.
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A Forsaken Garden
 

Algernon Charles Swinburne (1837–1909)
 

IN a coign of the cliff between lowland and highland,

 At the sea-down’s edge between windward and lee,

Walled round with rocks as an inland island,

 The ghost of a garden fronts the sea.

A girdle of brushwood and thorn encloses   5

 The steep square slope of the blossomless bed

Where the weeds that grew green from the graves of its roses

 Now lie dead.
 

The fields fall southward, abrupt and broken,

 To the low last edge of the long lone land.   10

If a step should sound or a word be spoken,

 Would a ghost not rise at the strange guest’s hand?

So long have the gray bare walks lain guestless,

 Through branches and briars if a man make way,

He shall find no life but the sea-wind’s, restless   15

 Night and day.
 

The dense hard passage is blind and stifled

 That crawls by a track none turn to climb

To the strait waste place that the years have rifled

 Of all but the thorns that are touched not of time.   20

The thorns he spares when the rose is taken;

 The rocks are left when he wastes the plain;

The wind that wanders, the weeds wind-shaken,

 These remain.
 

Not a flower to be pressed of the foot that falls not;   25

 As the heart of a dead man the seed-plots are dry;

From the thicket of thorns whence the nightingale calls not,

 Could she call, there were never a rose to reply.

Over the meadows that blossom and wither,

 Rings but the note of a sea-bird’s song.   30

Only the sun and the rain come hither

 All year long.
 

The sun burns sear, and the rain dishevels

 One gaunt bleak blossom of scentless breath.

Only the wind here hovers and revels   35

 In a round where life seems barren as death.

Here there was laughing of old, there was weeping,

 Haply, of lovers none ever will know,

Whose eyes went seaward a hundred sleeping

 Years ago.   40
 

Heart handfast in heart as they stood, “Look thither,”

 Did he whisper? “Look forth from the flowers to the sea;

For the foam-flowers endure when the rose-blossoms wither,

 And men that love lightly may die — But we?”

And the same wind sang, and the same waves whitened,   45

 And or ever the garden’s last petals were shed,

In the lips that had whispered, the eyes that had lightened,

 Love was dead.
 

Or they loved their life through, and then went whither?

 And were one to the end — but what end who knows?   50

Love deep as the sea as a rose must wither,

 As the rose-red seaweed that mocks the rose.

Shall the dead take thought for the dead to love them?

 What love was ever as deep as a grave?

They are loveless now as the grass above them   55

 Or the wave.
 

All are at one now, roses and lovers,

 Not known of the cliffs and the fields and the sea.

Not a breath of the time that has been hovers

 In the air now soft with a summer to be.   60

Not a breath shall there sweeten the seasons hereafter

 Of the flowers or the lovers that laugh now or weep,

When, as they that are free now of weeping and laughter,

 We shall sleep.
 

Here death may deal not again forever;   65

 Here change may come not till all change end.

From the graves they have made they shall rise up never;

 Who have left naught living to ravage and rend.

Earth, stones, and thorns of the wild ground growing,

 When the sun and the rain live, these shall be;   70

Till a last wind’s breath upon all these blowing

 Roll the sea.
 

Till the slow sea rise and the sheer cliff crumble,

 Till terrace and meadow the deep gulfs drink

Till the strength of the waves of the high tides humble   75

 The fields that lessen, the rocks that shrink,

Here now in his triumph where all things falter,

 Stretched out on the spoils that his own hand spread,

As a god self-slain on his own strange altar,

 Death lies dead.   80
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William Ernest Henley
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Margaritæ Sorori
 

William Ernest Henley (1849–1903)
 

A LATE lark twitters from the quiet skies:

And from the west,

Where the sun, his day’s work ended,

Lingers as in content,

There falls on the old, gray city   5

An influence luminous and serene,

A shining peace.
 

The smoke ascends

In a rosy-and-golden haze. The spires

Shine, and are changed. In the valley   10

Shadows rise. The lark sings on. The sun,

Closing his benediction,

Sinks, and the darkening air

Thrills with a sense of the triumphing night — 

Night with her train of stars   15

And her great gift of sleep.
 

So be my passing!

My task accomplished and the long day done,

My wages taken, and in my heart

Some late lark singing,   20

Let me be gathered to the quiet west,

The sundown splendid and serene,

Death.
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Invictus
 

William Ernest Henley (1849–1903)
 

OUT of the night that covers me,

 Black as the Pit from pole to pole,

I thank whatever gods may be

 For my unconquerable soul.
 

In the fell clutch of circumstance   5

 I have not winced nor cried aloud.

Under the bludgeonings of chance

 My head is bloody, but unbowed.
 

Beyond this place of wrath and tears

 Looms but the Horror of the shade,   10

And yet the menace of the years

 Finds, and shall find, me unafraid.
 

It matters not how strait the gate,

 How charged with punishments the scroll,

I am the master of my fate;   15

 I am the captain of my soul.
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England, My England
 

William Ernest Henley (1849–1903)
 

WHAT have I done for you,

 England, my England?

What is there I would not do,

 England, my own?

With your glorious eyes austere,   5

As the Lord were walking near,

Whispering terrible things and dear

 As the Song on your bugles blown,

  England — 

 Round the world on your bugles blown!   10
 

Where shall the watchful sun,

 England, my England,

Match the master-work you’ve done,

 England, my own?

When shall he rejoice agen   15

Such a breed of mighty men

As come forward, one to ten,

 To the Song on your bugles blown,

  England — 

 Down the years on your bugles blown?   20
 

Ever the faith endures,

 England, my England: — 

‘Take and break us: we are yours,

 England, my own!

Life is good, and joy runs high   25

Between English earth and sky:

Death is death; but we shall die

 To the Song of your bugles blown,

  England — 

 To the stars on your bugles blown!’   30
 

They call you proud and hard,

 England, my England:

You with worlds to watch and ward,

 England, my own!

You whose mail’d hand keeps the keys   35

Of such teeming destinies,

You could know nor dread nor ease

 Were the Song on your bugles blown,

  England — 

 Round the Pit on your bugles blown!   40
 

Mother of Ships whose might,

 England, my England,

Is the fierce old Sea’s delight,

 England, my own,

Chosen daughter of the Lord,   45

Spouse-in-Chief of the ancient Sword,

There’s the menace of the Word

 In the Song on your bugles blown,

  England — 

 Out of heaven on your bugles blown!   50
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In the Highlands
 

Robert Louis Stevenson (1850–1894)
 

IN the highlands, in the country places,

Where the old plain men have rosy faces,

  And the young fair maidens

    Quiet eyes;

Where essential silence chills and blesses,   5

And for ever in the hill-recesses

  Her more lovely music

    Broods and dies — 
 

O to mount again where erst I haunted;

Where the old red hills are bird-enchanted,   10

  And the low green meadows

    Bright with sward;

And when even dies, the million-tinted,

And the night has come, and planets glinted,

  Lo, the valley hollow   15

    Lamp-bestarr’d!
 

O to dream, O to awake and wander

There, and with delight to take and render,

  Through the trance of silence,

    Quiet breath!   20

Lo! for there, among the flowers and grasses,

Only the mightier movement sounds and passes;

  Only winds and rivers,

    Life and death.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








The Celestial Surgeon
 

Robert Louis Stevenson (1850–1894)
 

IF I have faltered more or less

In my great task of happiness;

If I have moved among my race

And shown no glorious morning face;

If beams from happy human eyes   5

Have moved me not; if morning skies,

Books, and my food, and summer rain

Knocked on my sullen heart in vain: — 

Lord, thy most pointed pleasure take

And stab my spirit broad awake;   10

Or, Lord, if too obdurate I,

Choose thou, before that spirit die,

A piercing pain, a killing sin,

And to my dead heart run them in.
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Requiem
 

Robert Louis Stevenson (1850–1894)
 

UNDER the wide and starry sky,

Dig the grave and let me lie.

Glad did I live and gladly die,

 And I laid me down with a will.
 

This be the verse you grave for me:   5

Here he lies where he longed to be;

Home is the sailor, home from sea,

 And the hunter home from the hill.
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Thanatopsis
 

William Cullen Bryant (1794–1878)
 

 TO him who in the love of Nature holds

Communion with her visible forms, she speaks

A various language; for his gayer hours

She has a voice of gladness, and a smile

And eloquence of beauty, and she glides   5

Into his darker musings, with a mild

And healing sympathy, that steals away

Their sharpness, ere he is aware. When thoughts

Of the last bitter hour come like a blight

Over thy spirit, and sad images   10

Of the stern agony, and shroud, and pall,

And breathless darkness, and the narrow house,

Make thee to shudder, and grow sick at heart; — 

Go forth, under the open sky, and list

To Nature’s teachings, while from all around — 15

Earth and her waters, and the depths of air — 

Comes a still voice — Yet a few days, and thee

The all-beholding sun shall see no more

In all his course; nor yet in the cold ground,

Where thy pale form was laid, with many tears,   20

Nor in the embrace of ocean, shall exist

Thy image. Earth, that nourished thee, shall claim

Thy growth, to be resolved to earth again,

And, lost each human trace, surrendering up

Thine individual being, shalt thou go   25

To mix forever with the elements,

To be a brother to the insensible rock

And to the sluggish clod, which the rude swain

Turns with his share, and treads upon. The oak

Shall send his roots abroad, and pierce thy mould.   30
 

 Yet not to thine eternal resting-place

Shalt thou retire alone, nor couldst thou wish

Couch more magnificent. Thou shalt lie down

With patriarchs of the infant world — with kings,

The powerful of the earth — the wise, the good,   35

Fair forms, and hoary seers of ages past,

All in one mighty sepulchre. The hills

Rock-ribbed and ancient as the sun, — the vales

Stretching in pensive quietness between;

The venerable woods — rivers that move   40

In majesty, and the complaining brooks

That make the meadows green; and, poured round all

Old Ocean’s gray and melancholy waste, — 

Are but the solemn decorations all

Of the great tomb of man. The golden sun,   45

The planets, all the infinite host of heaven,

Are shining on the sad abodes of death,

Through the still lapse of ages. All that tread

The globe are but a handful to the tribes

That slumber in its bosom. — Take the wings   50

Of morning, pierce the Barcan wilderness,

Or lose thyself in the continuous woods

Where rolls the Oregon, and hears no sound,

Save his own dashings — yet the dead are there:

And millions in those solitudes, since first   55

The flight of years began, have laid them down

In their last sleep — the dead reign there alone.

So shalt thou rest, and what if thou withdraw

In silence from the living, and no friend

Take note of thy departure? All that breathe   60

Will share thy destiny. The gay will laugh

When thou art gone, the solemn brood of care

Plod on, and each one as before will chase

His favorite phantom; yet all these shall leave

Their mirth and their employments, and shall come   65

And make their bed with thee. As the long train

Of ages glide away, the sons of men,

The youth in life’s green spring, and he who goes

In the full strength of years, matron and maid,

The speechless babe, and the gray-headed man — 70

Shall one by one be gathered to thy side,

By those, who in their turn shall follow them.
 

 So live, that when thy summons comes to join

The innumerable caravan, which moves

To that mysterious realm, where each shall take   75

His chamber in the silent halls of death,

Thou go not, like the quarry-slave at night,

Scourged to his dungeon, but, sustained and soothed

By an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave,

Like one who wraps the drapery of his couch   80

About him, and lies down to pleasant dreams.
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Robert of Lincoln
 

William Cullen Bryant (1794–1878)
 

MERRILY swinging on brier and weed,

 Near to the nest of his little dame,

Over the mountain-side or mead,

 Robert of Lincoln is telling his name:

   Bob-o’-link, bob-o’-link,   5

   Spink, spank, spink;

Snug and safe is that nest of ours,

Hidden among the summer flowers.

    Chee, chee, chee.
 

Robert of Lincoln is gayly drest,   10

 Wearing a bright black wedding-coat;

White are his shoulders and white his crest.

 Hear him call in his merry note:

   Bob-o’-link, bob-o’-link,

   Spink, spank, spink;   15

Look, what a nice new coat is mine,

Sure there was never a bird so fine.

    Chee, chee, chee.
 

Robert of Lincoln’s Quaker wife,

 Pretty and quiet, with plain brown wings,   20

Passing at home a patient life,

 Broods in the grass while her husband sings:

   Bob-o’-link, bob-o’-link,

   Spink, spank, spink;

Brood, kind creature; you need not fear   25

Thieves and robbers while I am here.

    Chee, chee, chee.
 

Modest and shy as a nun is she;

 One weak chirp is her only note.

Braggart and prince of braggarts is he,   30

 Pouring boasts from his little throat;

   Bob-o’-link, bob-o’-link,

   Spink, spank, spink;

Never was I afraid of man;

Catch me, cowardly knaves, if you can!   35

    Chee, chee, chee.
 

Six white eggs on a bed of hay,

 Flecked with purple, a pretty sight!

There as the mother sits all day,

 Robert is singing with all his might:   40

   Bob-o’-link, bob-o’-link,

   Spink, spank, spink;

Nice good wife, that never goes out,

Keeping house while I frolic about.

    Chee, chee, chee.   45
 

Soon as the little ones chip the shell,

 Six wide mouths are open for food;

Robert of Lincoln bestirs him well,

 Gathering seeds for the hungry brood.

   Bob-o’-link, bob-o’-link,   50

   Spink, spank, spink;

This new life is likely to be

Hard for a gay young fellow like me.

    Chee, chee, chee.
 

Robert of Lincoln at length is made   55

 Sober with work, and silent with care;

Off is his holiday garment laid,

 Half forgotten that merry air:

   Bob-o’-link, bob-o’-link,

   Spink, spank, spink;   60

Nobody knows but my mate and I

Where our nest and our nestlings lie.

    Chee, chee, chee.
 

Summer wanes; the children are grown;

 Fun and frolic no more he knows;   65

Robert of Lincoln’s a humdrum crone;

 Off he flies, and we sing as he goes:

   Bob-o’-link, bob-o’-link,

   Spink, spank, spink;

When you can pipe that merry old strain,   70

Robert of Lincoln, come back again.

    Chee, chee, chee.
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Song of Marion’s Men
 

William Cullen Bryant (1794–1878)
 

OUR band is few but true and tried,

 Our leader frank and bold;

The British soldier trembles

 When Marion’s name is told.

Our fortress is the good greenwood,   5

 Our tent the cypress-tree;

We know the forest round us,

 As seamen know the sea.

We know its walls of thorny vines,

 Its glades of reedy grass,   10

Its safe and silent islands

 Within the dark morass.
 

Woe to the English soldiery

 That little dread us near!

On them shall light at midnight   15

 A strange and sudden fear:

When, waking to their tents on fire,

 They grasp their arms in vain,

And they who stand to face us

 Are beat to earth again;   20

And they who fly in terror deem

 A mighty host behind,

And hear the tramp of thousands

 Upon the hollow wind.
 

Then sweet the hour that brings release   25

 From danger and from toil:

We talk the battle over,

 And share the battle’s spoil.

The woodland rings with laugh and shout,

 As if a hunt were up,   30

And woodland flowers are gathered

 To crown the soldier’s cup.

With merry songs we mock the wind

 That in the pine-top grieves,

And slumber long and sweetly   35

 On beds of oaken leaves.
 

Well knows the fair and friendly moon

 The band that Marion leads — 

The glitter of their rifles,

 The scampering of their steeds.   40

’Tis life to guide the fiery barb

 Across the moonlight plain;

’Tis life to feel the night-wind

 That lifts the tossing mane.

A moment in the British camp — 45

 A moment — and away

Back to the pathless forest,

 Before the peep of day.
 

Grave men there are by broad Santee,

 Grave men with hoary hairs;   50

Their hearts are all with Marion,

 For Marion are their prayers.

And lovely ladies greet our band

 With kindliest welcoming,

With smiles like those of summer,   55

 And tears like those of spring.

For them we wear these trusty arms,

 And lay them down no more

Till we have driven the Briton,

 Forever, from our shore.   60
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June
 

William Cullen Bryant (1794–1878)
 

I GAZED upon the glorious sky

  And the green mountains round,

And thought that when I came to lie

  At rest within the ground,

‘Twere pleasant, that in flowery June,   5

When brooks send up a cheerful tune,

  And groves a joyous sound,

The sexton’s hand, my grave to make,

The rich, green mountain-turf should break.
 

A cell within the frozen mould,   10

  A coffin borne through sleet,

And icy clods above it rolled,

  While fierce the tempests beat — 

Away! — I will not think of these — 

Blue be the sky and soft the breeze,   15

  Earth green beneath the feet,

And be the damp mould gently pressed

Into my narrow place of rest.
 

There through the long, long summer hours,

  The golden light should lie,   20

And thick young herbs and groups of flowers

  Stand in their beauty by.

The oriole should build and tell

His love-tale close beside my cell;

  The idle butterfly   25

Should rest him there, and there be heard

The housewife bee and humming-bird.
 

And what if cheerful shouts at noon

  Come, from the village sent,

Or songs of maids, beneath the moon   30

  With fairy laughter blent?

And what if, in the evening light,

Betrothèd lovers walk in sight

  Of my low monument?

I would the lovely scene around   35

Might know no sadder sight nor sound.
 

I know that I no more should see

  The season’s glorious show,

Nor would its brightness shine for me,

  Nor its wild music flow;   40

But if, around my place of sleep,

The friends I love should come to weep,

  They might not haste to go.

Soft airs, and song, and light, and bloom

Should keep them lingering by my tomb.   45
 

These to their softened hearts should bear

  The thought of what has been,

And speak of one who cannot share

  The gladness of the scene;

Whose part, in all the pomp that fills   50

The circuit of the summer hills,

  Is that his grave is green;

And deeply would their hearts rejoice

To hear again his living voice.
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The Past
 

William Cullen Bryant (1794–1878)
 

  THOU unrelenting Past!

Strong are the barriers round thy dark domain,

  And fetters, sure and fast,

Hold all that enter thy unbreathing reign.
 

  Far in thy realm withdrawn,   5

Old empires sit in sullenness and gloom,

  And glorious ages gone

Lie deep within the shadow of thy womb.
 

  Childhood, with all its mirth,

Youth, Manhood, Age that draws us to the ground,   10

  And last, Man’s Life on earth,

Glide to thy dim dominions, and are bound.
 

  Thou hast my better years;

Thou hast my earlier friends, the good, the kind,

  Yielded to thee with tears — 15

The venerable form, the exalted mind.
 

  My spirit yearns to bring

The lost ones back — yearns with desire intense,

  And struggles hard to wring

Thy bolts apart, and pluck thy captives thence.   20
 

  In vain; thy gates deny

All passage save to those who hence depart;

  Nor to the streaming eye

Thou giv’st them back — nor to the broken heart.
 

  In thy abysses hide   25

Beauty and excellence unknown; to thee

  Earth’s wonder and her pride

Are gathered, as the waters to the sea;
 

  Labors of good to man,

Unpublished charity, unbroken faith,   30

  Love, that midst grief began,

And grew with years, and faltered not in death.
 

  Full many a mighty name

Lurks in thy depths, unuttered, unrevered;

  With thee are silent fame,   35

Forgotten arts, and wisdom disappeared.
 

  Thine for a space are they — 

Yet shalt thou yield thy treasures up at last:

  Thy gates shall yet give way,

Thy bolts shall fall, inexorable Past!   40
 

  All that of good and fair

Has gone into thy womb from earliest time,

  Shall then come forth to wear

The glory and the beauty of its prime.
 

  They have not perished — no!   45

Kind words, remembered voices once so sweet,

  Smiles, radiant long ago,

And features, the great soul’s apparent seat.
 

  All shall come back; each tie

Of pure affection shall be knit again;   50

  Alone shall Evil die,

And Sorrow dwell a prisoner in thy reign.
 

  And then shall I behold

Him, by whose kind paternal side I sprung,

  And her, who, still and cold,   55

Fills the next grave — the beautiful and young.
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To a Waterfowl
 

William Cullen Bryant (1794–1878)
 

  WHITHER, midst falling dew,

While glow the heavens with the last steps of day,

  Far, through their rosy depths, dost thou pursue

Thy solitary way?
 

  Vainly the fowler’s eye   5

Might mark thy distant flight to do thee wrong,

  As, darkly seen against the crimson sky,

Thy figure floats along.
 

  Seek’st thou the plashy brink

Of weedy lake, or marge of river wide,   10

  Or where the rocking billows rise and sink

On the chafed ocean-side?
 

  There is a Power whose care

Teaches thy way along that pathless coast — 

  The desert and illimitable air — 15

Lone wandering, but not lost.
 

  All day thy wings have fanned,

At that far height, the cold, thin atmosphere,

  Yet stoop not, weary, to the welcome land,

Though the dark night is near.   20
 

  And soon that toil shall end;

Soon shalt thou find a summer home, and rest,

  And scream among thy fellows; reeds shall bend,

Soon, o’er thy sheltered nest.
 

  Thou’rt gone, the abyss of heaven   25

Hath swallowed up thy form; yet, on my heart

  Deeply has sunk the lesson thou hast given,

And shall not soon depart.
 

  He who, from zone to zone,

Guides through the boundless sky thy certain flight,   30

  In the long way that I must tread alone,

Will lead my steps aright.
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The Death of Lincoln
 

William Cullen Bryant (1794–1878)
 

OH, slow to smite and swift to spare,

 Gentle and merciful and just!

Who, in the fear of God, didst bear

 The sword of power, a nation’s trust!
 

In sorrow by thy bier we stand,   5

 Amid the awe that hushes all,

And speak the anguish of a land

 That shook with horror at thy fall.
 

Thy task is done; the bond are free:

 We bear thee to an honored grave,   10

Whose proudest monument shall be

 The broken fetters of the slave.
 

Pure was thy life; its bloody close

 Hath placed thee with the sons of light,

Among the noble host of those   15

 Who perished in the cause of Right.

April, 1865.
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Edgar Allan Poe
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Lenore
 

Edgar Allan Poe (1809–1849)
 

AH, broken is the golden bowl! the spirit flown forever!

Let the bell toll! — a saintly soul floats on the Stygian river;

And, Guy De Vere, hast thou no tear? — weep now or never more!

See! on yon drear and rigid bier low lies thy love, Lenore!

Come! let the burial rite be read — the funeral song be sung! — 5

An anthem for the queenliest dead that ever died so young — 

A dirge for her the doubly dead in that she died so young.
 

‘Wretches! ye loved her for her wealth and hated her for her pride,

‘And when she fell in feeble health, ye blessed her — that she died!

‘How shall the ritual, then, be read? — the requiem how be sung   10

‘By you — by yours, the evil eye, — by yours, the slanderous tongue

‘That did to death the innocence that died, and died so young?’
 

Peccavimus; but rave not thus! and let a Sabbath song

Go up to God so solemnly the dead may fee! no wrong!

The sweet Lenore hath ‘gone before,’ with Hope, that flew beside,   15

Leaving thee wild for the dear child that should have been thy

For her, the fair and debonair, that now so lowly lies, [bride — 

The life upon her yellow hair but not within her eyes — 

The life still there, upon her hair — the death upon her eyes.
 

‘Avaunt! to-night my heart is light. No dirge will I upraise.   20

‘But waft the angel on her flight with a paean of old days!

‘Let no bell toll! — lest her sweet soul, amid its hallowed mirth,

‘Should catch the note, as it doth float up from the damnèd Earth.

‘To friends above, from fiends below, the indignant ghost is riven — 

‘From Hell unto a high estate far up within the Heaven — 25

‘From grief and groan, to a golden throne, beside the King of Heaven.’
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The Haunted Palace
 

Edgar Allan Poe (1809–1849)
 

IN the greenest of our valleys

 By good angels tenanted,

Once a fair and stately palace — 

 Radiant palace — reared its head.

In the monarch Thought’s dominion — 5

 It stood there!

Never seraph spread a pinion

 Over fabric half so fair!
 

Banners yellow, glorious, golden,

 On its roof did float and flow,   10

(This — all this — was in the olden

 Time long ago,)

And every gentle air that dallied,

 In that sweet day,

Along the ramparts plumed and pallid,   15

 A wingèd odor went away.
 

Wanderers in that happy valley,

 Through two luminous windows, saw

Spirits moving musically,

 To a lute’s well-tunèd law,   20

Round about a throne where, sitting,

 (Porphyrogene!)

In state his glory well befitting,

 The ruler of the realm was seen.
 

And all with pearl and ruby glowing   25

 Was the fair palace door,

Through which came flowing, flowing, flowing,

 And sparkling evermore,

A troop of Echoes, whose sweet duty

 Was but to sing,   30

In voices of surpassing beauty,

 The wit and wisdom of their king.
 

But evil things, in robes of sorrow,

 Assailed the monarch’s high estate.

(Ah, let us mourn! — for never morrow   35

 Shall dawn upon him desolate!)

And round about his home the glory

 That blushed and bloomed,

Is but a dim-remembered story

 Of the old time entombed.   40
 

And travellers, now, within that valley,

 Through the red-litten windows see

Vast forms, that move fantastically

 To a discordant melody,

While, like a ghastly rapid river,   45

 Through the pale door

A hideous throng rush out forever

 And laugh — but smile no more.
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To Helen
 

Edgar Allan Poe (1809–1849)
 

HELEN, thy beauty is to me

 Like those Nicéan barks of yore,

That gently, o’er a perfumed sea,

 The weary, way-worn wanderer bore

 To his own native shore.   5
 

On desperate seas long wont to roam,

 Thy hyacinth hair, thy classic face,

Thy Naiad airs have brought me home

 To the glory that was Greece,

 And the grandeur that was Rome.   10
 

Lo! in yon brilliant window-niche

 How statue-like I see thee stand,

The agate lamp within thy hand!

 Ah, Psyche, from the regions which

 Are Holy Land!   15
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The Raven
 

Edgar Allan Poe (1809–1849)
 

ONCE upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary,

Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore — 

While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,

As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door.

‘’Tis some visiter,’ I muttered, ‘tapping at my chamber door — 5

  Only this and nothing more.’
 

Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December;

And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor.

Eagerly I wished the morrow; — vainly I had sought to borrow

From my books surcease of sorrow — sorrow for the lost Lenore — 10

For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore — 

  Nameless here for evermore.
 

And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple curtain

Thrilled me — filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before;

So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating   15

‘’Tis some visiter entreating entrance at my chamber door — 

Some late visiter entreating entrance at my chamber door; — 

  This it is and nothing more.’
 

Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer,

‘Sir,’ said I, ‘or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore;   20

But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping,

And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door,

That I scarce was sure I heard you’ — here I opened wide the door;

  Darkness there and nothing more.
 

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing,   25

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before;

But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token,

And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, ‘Lenore!’

This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word ‘Lenore!’

  Merely this and nothing more.   30
 

Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning,

Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat louder than before.

‘Surely,’ said I, ‘surely that is something at my window lattice;

Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore — 

Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore; — 35

  ’Tis the wind and nothing more!’
 

Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter

In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore.

Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he;

But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door — 40

Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door — 

  Perched, and sat, and nothing more.
 

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling,

By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore,

‘Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,’ I said, ‘art sure no craven,   45

Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly shore — 

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night’s Plutonian shore!’

  Quoth the Raven ‘Nevermore.’
 

Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly,

Though its answer little meaning — little relevancy bore;   50

For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being

Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door — 

Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door,

  With such name as ‘Nevermore.’
 

But the Raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only   55

That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour.

Nothing farther then he uttered — not a feather then he fluttered — 

Till I scarcely more than muttered ‘Other friends have flown before — 

On the morrow he will leave me, as my hopes have flown before.’

  Then the bird said ‘Nevermore.’   60
 

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken,

‘Doubtless,’ said I, ‘what it utters is its only stock and store

Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster

Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore — 

Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore   65

  Of “Never — nevermore.”‘
 

But the Raven still beguiling all my fancy into smiling,

Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird and bust and door;

Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking

Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore — 70

What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore

  Meant in croaking ‘Nevermore.’
 

This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing

To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom’s core;

This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining   75

On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated o’er,

But whose velvet violet lining with the lamp-light gloating o’er,

  She shall press, ah, nevermore!
 

Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer

Swung by Seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor.   80

‘Wretch,’ I cried, ‘thy God hath lent thee — by these angels he hath sent thee

Respite — respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore;

Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore!”

  Quoth the Raven ‘Nevermore.’
 

‘Prophet!’ said I, ‘thing of evil! prophet still, if bird or devil! — 85

Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore,

Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted — 

On this home by Horror haunted — tell me truly, I implore — 

Is there — is there balm in Gilead? — tell me — tell me, I implore!’

  Quoth the Raven ‘Nevermore.’   90
 

‘Prophet!’ said I, ‘thing of evil! — prophet still, if bird or devil!

By that Heaven that bends above us — by that God we both adore

Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn,

It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore — 

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore.’   95

  Quoth the Raven ‘Nevermore.’
 

‘Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!’ I shrieked, upstarting — 

‘Get thee back into the tempest and the Night’s Plutonian shore!

Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken!

Leave my loneliness unbroken! — quit the bust above my door!   100

Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!’

  Quoth the Raven ‘Nevermore.’
 

And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting

On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;

And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is dreaming,   105

And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor;

And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor

  Shall be lifted — nevermore!
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Ulalume
 

Edgar Allan Poe (1809–1849)
 

THE SKIES they were ashen and sober;

 The leaves they were crispéd and sere — 

 The leaves they were withering and sere;

It was night in the lonesome October

 Of my most immemorial year;   5

It was hard by the dim lake of Auber,

 In the misty mid region of Weir — 

It was down by the dank tarn of Auber,

 In the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.
 

Here once, through an alley Titanic,   10

 Of cypress, I roamed with my Soul — 

 Of cypress, with Psyche, my Soul.

These were days when my heart was volcanic

 As the scoriac rivers that roll — 

 As the lavas that restlessly roll   15

Their sulphurous currents down Yaanek

 In the ultimate climes of the pole — 

That groan as they roll down Mount Yaanek

 In the realms of the boreal pole.
 

Our talk had been serious and sober,   20

 But our thoughts they were palsied and sere — 

 Our memories were treacherous and sere — 

For we knew not the month was October,

 And we marked not the night of the year — 

 (Ah, night of all nights in the year!)   25

We noted not the dim lake of Auber — 

 (Though once we had journeyed down here) — 

Remembered not the dank tarn of Auber,

 Nor the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.
 

And now, as the night was senescent   30

 And star-dials pointed to morn — 

 As the star-dials hinted of morn — 

At the end of our path a liquescent

 And nebulous lustre was born,

Out of which a miraculous crescent   35

 Arose with a duplicate horn — 

Astarte’s bediamonded crescent

 Distinct with its duplicate horn.
 

And I said— ‘She is warmer that Dian:

 She rolls through an ether of sighs — 40

 She revels in a region of sighs:

She has seen that the tears are not dry on

 These cheeks, where the worm never dies

And has come past the stars of the Lion

 To point us the path to the skies — 45

 To the Lethean peace of the skies — 

Come up, in despite of the Lion,

 To shine on us with her bright eyes — 

Come up through the lair of the Lion,

 With love in her luminous eyes.’   50
 

But Psyche, uplifting her finger,

 Said— ‘Sadly this star I mistrust — 

 Her pallor I strangely mistrust: — 

Oh, hasten! — oh, let us not linger!

 Oh, fly! — let us fly! — for we must.’   55

In terror she spoke, letting sink her

 Wings until they trailed in the dust — 

In agony sobbed, letting sink her

 Plumes till they trailed in the dust — 

 Till they sorrowfully trailed in the dust.   60
 

I replied— ‘This is nothing but dreaming:

 Let us on by this tremulous light!

 Let us bathe in this crystalline light!

Its Sibyllic splendor is beaming

 With Hope and in Beauty to-night: — 65

 See! — it flickers up the sky through the night!

Ah, we safely may trust to its gleaming,

 And be sure it will lead us aright — 

We safely may trust to a gleaming

 That cannot but guide us aright,   70

 Since it flickers up to Heaven through the night.’
 

Thus I pacified Psyche and kissed her,

 And tempted her out of her gloom — 

 And conquered her scruples and gloom;

And we passed to the end of the vista,   75

 But were stopped by the door of a tomb — 

 By the door of a legended tomb;

And I said— ‘What is written, sweet sister,

 On the door of this legended tomb?’

 She replied— ‘Ulalume — Ulalume — 80

 ’Tis the vault of thy lost Ulalume!’
 

Then my heart is grew ashen and sober

 As the leaves that were crispéd and sere — 

 As the leaves that were withering and sere,

And I cried— ‘It was surely October   85

 On this very night of last year

 That I journeyed — I journeyed down here — 

 That I brought a dread burden down here — 

 On this night of all nights in the year,

 Ah, what demon has tempted me here?   90

Well I know, now, this dim lake of Auber — 

 This misty mid region of Weir — 

Well I know, now, this dank tarn of Auber,

 This ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.’
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The Bells
 

Edgar Allan Poe (1809–1849)
 

I
 

 HEAR the sledges with the bells — 

     Silver bells!

What a world of merriment their melody foretells!

  How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle,

   In the icy air of night!   5

  While the stars that oversprinkle

  All the heavens, seem to twinkle

    With a crystalline delight;

  Keeping time, time, time,

  In a sort of Runic rhyme,   10

To the tintinnabulation that so musically wells

  From the bells, bells, bells, bells,

     Bells, bells, bells — 

From the jingling and the tinkling of the bells.
 

II
 

  Hear the mellow wedding bells — 15

     Golden bells!

What a world of happiness their harmony foretells!

  Through the balmy air of night

  How they ring out their delight! — 

   From the molten-golden notes,   20

    And all in tune,

   What a liquid ditty floats

To the turtle-dove that listens, while she gloats

     On the moon!

  Oh, from out the sounding cells,   25

What a gush of euphony voluminously wells!

     How it swells!

     How it dwells

   On the Future! — how it tells

   Of the rapture that impels   30

  To the swinging and the ringing

   Of the bells, bells, bells — 

   Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,

     Bells, bells, bells — 

To the rhyming and the chiming of the bells!   35
 

III
 

  Hear the loud alarum bells — 

     Brazen bells!

What a tale of terror, now, their turbulency tells!

  In the startled ear of night

  How they scream out their affright!   40

    Too much horrified to speak,

    They can only shriek, shriek,

     Out of tune,

In a clamorous appealing to the mercy of the fire,

In a mad expostulation with the deaf and frantic fire,   45

    Leaping higher, higher, higher,

    With a desperate desire,

   And a resolute endeavor

   Now — now to sit, or never,

  By the side of the pale-faced moon.   50

    Oh, the bells, bells, bells!

    What a tale their terror tells

     Of Despair!

   How they clang, and clash, and roar!

   What a horror they outpour   55

 On the bosom of the palpitating air!

    Yet the ear, it fully knows,

     By the twanging,

     And the clanging,

    How the danger ebbs and flows;   60

   Yet the ear distinctly tells,

     In the jangling,

     And the wrangling,

   How the danger sinks and swells,

By the sinking or the swelling in the anger of the bells — 65

     Of the bells — 

   Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,

     Bells, bells, bells — 

 In the clamor and the clanging of the bells!
 

IV
 

  Hear the tolling of the bells — 70

     Iron bells!

What a world of solemn thought their monody compels!

   In the silence of the night,

   How we shiver with affright

  At the melancholy menace of their tone!   75

   For every sound that floats

   From the rust within their throats

     Is a groan.

   And the people — ah, the people — 

   They that dwell up in the steeple,   80

     All alone,

   And who, tolling, tolling, tolling,

    In that muffled monotone,

   Feel a glory in so rolling

    On the human heart a stone — 85

  They are neither man nor woman — 

  They are neither brute nor human — 

     They are Ghouls: — 

  And their king it is who tolls: — 

  And he rolls, rolls, rolls,   90

     Rolls

    A pæan from the bells!

  And his merry bosom swells

   With the pæan of the bells!

  And he dances, and he yells;   95

  Keeping time, time, time,

  In a sort of Runic rhyme,

   To the pæan of the bells: — 

     Of the bells:

  Keeping time, time, time   100

  In a sort of Runic rhyme,

   To the throbbing of the bells — 

  Of the bells, bells, bells: — 

   To the sobbing of the bells: — 

  Keeping time, time, time,   105

   As he knells, knells, knells,

  In a happy Runic rhyme,

   To the rolling of the bells — 

  Of the bells, bells, bells — 

   To the tolling of the bells — 110

  Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,

     Bells, bells, bells — 

To the moaning and the groaning of the bells.
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To My Mother
 

Edgar Allan Poe (1809–1849)
 

BECAUSE I feel that, in the Heavens above,

The angels, whispering to one another,

Can find, among their burning terms of love,

None so devotional as that of ‘Mother,’

Therefore by that dear name I long have called you — 5

You who are more than mother unto me,

And fill my heart of hearts, where Death installed you,

In setting my Virginia’s spirit free.

My mother — my own mother, who died early,

Was but the mother of myself; but you   10

Are mother to the one I loved so dearly,

And thus are dearer than the mother I knew

By that infinity with which my wife

Was dearer to my soul than its soul-life.
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For Annie
 

Edgar Allan Poe (1809–1849)
 

THANK Heaven! the crisis — 

 The danger is past,

And the lingering illness

 Is over at last — 

And the fever called ‘Living’   5

 Is conquered at last.
 

Sadly, I know

 I am shorn of my strength,

And no muscle I move

 As I lie at full length — 10

But no matter! — I feel

 I am better at length.
 

And I rest so composedly

 Now, in my bed,

That any beholder   15

 Might fancy me dead — 

Might start at beholding me,

 Thinking me dead.
 

The moaning and groaning,

 The sighing and sobbing,   20

Are quieted now,

 With that horrible throbbing

At heart: — ah that horrible,

 Horrible throbbing!
 

The sickness — the nausea — 25

 The pitiless pain — 

Have ceased with the fever

 That maddened my brain — 

With the fever called ‘Living’

 That burned in my brain.   30
 

And oh! of all tortures

 That torture the worst

Has abated — the terrible

 Torture of thirst

For the naphthaline river   35

 Of Passion accurst: — 

I have drank of a water

 That quenches all thirst: — 
 

Of a water that flows,

 With a lullaby sound,   40

From a spring but a very few

 Feet under ground — 

From a cavern not very far

 Down under ground.
 

And ah! let it never   45

 Be foolishly said

That my room it is gloomy

 And narrow my bed;

For a man never slept

 In a different bed — 50

And, to sleep, you must slumber

 In just such a bed.
 

My tantalized spirit

 Here blandly reposes,

Forgetting, or never   55

 Regretting, its roses — 

Its old agitations

 Of myrtles and roses:
 

For now, while so quietly

 Lying, it fancies   60

A holier odor

 About it, of pansies — 

A rosemary odor,

 Commingled with pansies — 

With rue and the beautiful   65

 Puritan pansies.
 

And so it lies happily,

 Bathing in many

A dream of the truth

 And the beauty of Annie — 70

Drowned in a bath

 Of the tresses of Annie.
 

She tenderly kissed me,

 She fondly caressed,

And then I fell gently   75

 To sleep on her breast — 

Deeply to sleep

 From the heaven of her breast.
 

When the light was extinguished,

 She covered me warm,   80

And she prayed to the angels

 To keep me from harm — 

To the queen of the angels

 To shield me from harm.
 

And I lie so composedly,   85

 Now, in my bed,

(Knowing her love)

 That you fancy me dead — 

And I rest so contentedly,

 Now, in my bed,   90

(With her love at my breast)

 That you fancy me dead — 

That you shudder to look at me,

 Thinking me dead: — 
 

But my heart it is brighter   95

 Than all of the many

Stars of the sky,

 For it sparkles with Annie — 

It glows with the light

 Of the love of my Annie — 100

With the thought of the light

 Of the eyes of my Annie.
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Annabel Lee
 

Edgar Allan Poe (1809–1849)
 

IT was many and many a year ago,

 In a kingdom by the sea

That a maiden there lived whom you may know

 By the name of ANNABEL LEE;

And this maiden she lived with no other thought   5

 Than to love and be loved by me.
 

I was a child and she was a child,

 In this kingdom by the sea,

But we loved with a love that was more than love — 

 I and my ANNABEL LEE — 10

With a love that the wingèd seraphs of heaven

 Coveted her and me.
 

And this was the reason that, long ago,

 In this kingdom by the sea,

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling   15

 My beautiful ANNABEL LEE;

So that her high-born kinsmen came

 And bore her away from me,

To shut her up in a sepulchre

 In this kingdom by the sea.   20
 

The angels, not half so happy in heaven,

 Went envying her and me — 

Yes! — that was the reason (as all men know,

 In this kingdom by the sea)

That the wind came out of the cloud by night,   25

 Chilling and killing my ANNABEL LEE.
 

But our love it was stronger by far than the love

 Of those who were older than we — 

 Of many far wiser than we — 

And neither the angels in heaven above,   30

 Nor the demons down under the sea,

Can ever dissever my soul from the soul

 Of the beautiful ANNABEL LEE:
 

For the moon never beams, without bringing me dreams

 Of the beautiful ANNABEL LEE,   35

And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes

 Of the beautiful ANNABEL LEE:

And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side

Of my darling — my darling — my life and my bride,

 In the sepulchre there by the sea — 40

 In her tomb by the sounding sea.
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The Conqueror Worm
 

Edgar Allan Poe (1809–1849)
 

LO! ’tis a gala night

 Within the lonesome latter years!

An angel throng, bewinged, bedight

 In veils, and drowned in tears,

Sit in a theatre, to see   5

 A play of hopes and fears,

While the orchestra breathes fitfully

 The music of the spheres.
 

Mimes, in the form of God on high,

 Mutter and mumble low,   10

And hither and thither fly — 

 Mere puppets they, who come and go

At bidding of vast formless things

 That shift the scenery to and fro,

Flapping from out their Condor wings   15

 Invisible Woe!
 

That motley drama — oh, be sure

 It shall not be forgot!

With its Phantom chased for evermore,

 By a crowd that seize it not,   20

Through a circle that ever returneth in

 To the self-same spot,

And much of Madness, and more of Sin,

 And Horror the soul of the plot.
 

But see, amid the mimic rout   25

 A crawling shape intrude!

A blood-red thing that writhes from out

 The scenic solitude!

It writhes! — it writhes! — with mortal pangs

 The mimes become its food,   30

And seraphs sob at vermin fangs

 In human gore imbued.
 

Out — out are the lights — out all!

 And, over each quivering form,

The curtain, a funeral pall,   35

 Comes down with the rush of a storm,

While the angels, all pallid and wan,

 Uprising, unveiling, affirm

That the play is the tragedy, ‘Man,’

 And its hero the Conqueror Worm.   40
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Ralph Waldo Emerson
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Good-Bye
 

Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803–1882)
 

GOOD-BYE, proud world! I’m going home:

Thou art not my friend, and I’m not thine.

Long through thy weary crowds I roam;

A river-ark on the ocean brine,

Long I’ve been tossed like the driven foam;   5

But now, proud world! I’m going home.
 

Good-bye to Flattery’s fawning face;

To Grandeur with his wise grimace;

To upstart Wealth’s averted eye;

To supple Office, low and high;   10

To crowded halls, to court and street;

To frozen hearts and hasting feet;

To those who go, and those who come;

Good-bye, proud world! I’m going home.
 

I am going to my own hearth-stone,   15

Bosomed in yon green hills alone, — 

A secret nook in a pleasant land,

Whose groves the frolic fairies planned;

Where arches green, the livelong day,

Echo the blackbird’s roundelay,   20

And vulgar feet have never trod

A spot that is sacred to thought and God.
 

O, when I am safe in my sylvan home,

I tread on the pride of Greece and Rome;

And when I am stretched beneath the pines,   25

Where the evening star so holy shines,

I laugh at the lore and the pride of man,

At the sophist schools and the learned clan;

For what are they all, in their high conceit,

When man in the bush with God may meet?   30
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The Apology
 

Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803–1882)
 

THINK me not unkind and rude

 That I walk alone in grove and glen;

I go to the god of the wood

 To fetch his word to men.
 

Tax not my sloth that I   5

 Fold my arms beside the brook;

Each cloud that floated in the sky

 Writes a letter in my book.
 

Chide me not, laborious band,

 For the idle flowers I brought;   10

Every aster in my hand

 Goes home loaded with a thought.
 

There was never mystery

 But ’tis figured in the flowers;

Was never secret history   15

 But birds tell it in the bowers.
 

One harvest from thy field

 Homeward brought the oxen strong;

A second crop thine acres yield,

 Which I gather in a song.   20
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Brahma
 

Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803–1882)
 

IF the red slayer think he slays,

 Or if the slain think he is slain,

They know not well the subtle ways

 I keep, and pass, and turn again.
 

Far or forgot to me is near;   5

 Shadow and sunlight are the same;

The vanished gods to me appear;

 And one to me are shame and fame.
 

They reckon ill who leave me out;

 When me they fly, I am the wings;   10

I am the doubter and the doubt,

 And I the hymn the Brahmin sings.
 

The strong gods pine for my abode,

 And pine in vain the sacred Seven;

But thou, meek lover of the good!   15

 Find me, and turn thy back on heaven.
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Days
 

Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803–1882)
 

DAUGHTERS of Time, the hypocritic Days,

Muffled and dumb like barefoot dervishes,

And marching single in an endless file,

Bring diadems and fagots in their hands.

To each they offer gifts after his will,   5

Bread, kingdoms, stars, and sky that holds them all.

I, in my pleached garden, watched the pomp,

Forgot my morning wishes, hastily

Took a few herbs and apples, and the Day

Turned and departed silent. I, too late,   10

Under her solemn fillet saw the scorn.
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Give All to Love
 

Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803–1882)
 

GIVE all to love;

Obey thy heart;

Friends, kindred, days,

Estate, good-fame,

Plans, credit and the Muse, — 5

Nothing refuse.
 

’Tis a brave master;

Let it have scope:

Follow it utterly,

Hope beyond hope:   10

High and more high

It dives into noon,

With wing unspent,

Untold intent;

But it is a god,   15

Knows its own path

And the outlets of the sky.
 

It was never for the mean;

It requireth courage stout.

Souls above doubt,   20

Valor unbending,

It will reward, — 

They shall return

More than they were,

And ever ascending.   25
 

Leave all for love;

Yet, hear me, yet,

One word more thy heart behoved,

One pulse more of firm endeavor, — 

Keep thee to-day,   30

To-morrow, forever,

Free as an Arab

Of thy beloved.
 

Cling with life to the maid;

But when the surprise,   35

First vague shadow of surmise

Flits across her bosom young,

Of a joy apart from thee,

Free be she, fancy-free;

Nor thou detain her vesture’s hem,   40

Nor the palest rose she flung

From her summer diadem.
 

Though thou loved her as thyself,

As a self of purer clay,

Though her parting dims the day,   45

Stealing grace from all alive;

Heartily know,

When half-gods go,

The gods arrive.
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Concord Hymn
 

Sung at the Completion of the Battle Monument, July 4, 1837
 

Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803–1882)
 

BY the rude bridge that arched the flood,

 Their flag to April’s breeze unfurled,

Here once the embattled farmers stood

 And fired the shot heard round the world.
 

The foe long since in silence slept;   5

 Alike the conqueror silent sleeps;

And Time the ruined bridge has swept

 Down the dark stream which seaward creeps.
 

On this green bank, by this soft stream,

 We set to-day a votive stone;   10

That memory may their deed redeem,

 When, like our sires, our sons are gone.
 

Spirit, that made those heroes dare

 To die, and leave their children free,

Bid Time and Nature gently spare   15

 The shaft we raise to them and thee.
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The Humble-Bee
 

Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803–1882)
 

BURLY, dozing humble-bee,

Where thou art is clime for me.

Let them sail for Porto Rique,

Far-off heats through seas to seek;

I will follow thee alone,   5

Thou animated torrid-zone!

Zigzag steerer, desert cheerer,

Let me chase thy waving lines;

Keep me nearer, me thy hearer,

Singing over shrubs and vines.   10
 

Insect lover of the sun,

Joy of thy dominion!

Sailor of the atmosphere;

Swimmer through the waves of air;

Voyager of light and noon;   15

Epicurean of June;

Wait, I prithee, till I come

Within earshot of thy hum, — 

All without is martyrdom.
 

When the south wind, in May days,   20

With a net of shining haze

Silvers the horizon wall,

And with softness touching all,

Tints the human countenance

With a color of romance,   25

And infusing subtle heats,

Turns the sod to violets,

Thou, in sunny solitudes,

Rover of the underwoods,

The green silence dost displace   30

With thy mellow, breezy bass.
 

Hot midsummer’s petted crone,

Sweet to me thy drowsy tone

Tells of countless sunny hours,

Long days, and solid banks of flowers;   35

Of gulfs of sweetness without bound

In Indian wildernesses found;

Of Syrian peace, immortal leisure,

Firmest cheer, and bird-like pleasure.
 

Aught unsavory or unclean   40

Hath my insect never seen;

But violets and bilberry bells,

Maple-sap and daffodels,

Grass with green flag half-mast high,

Succory to match the sky,   45

Columbine with horn of honey,

Scented fern, and agrimony,

Clover, catchfly, adder’s-tongue

And brier-roses, dwelt among;

All beside was unknown waste,   50

All was picture as he passed.
 

Wiser far than human seer,

Yellow-breeched philosopher!

Seeing only what is fair,

Sipping only what is sweet,   55

Thou dost mock at fate and care,

Leave the chaff, and take the wheat.

When the fierce northwestern blast

Cools sea and land so far and fast,

Thou already slumberest deep;   60

Woe and want thou canst outsleep;

Want and woe, which torture us,

Thy sleep makes ridiculous.
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The Problem
 

Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803–1882)
 

I LIKE a church; I like a cowl;

I love a prophet of the soul;

And on my heart monastic aisles

Fall like sweet strains, or pensive smiles;

Yet not for all his faith can see   5

Would I that cowled churchman be.

Why should the vest on him allure,

Which I could not on me endure?
 

Not from a vain or shallow thought

His awful Jove young Phidias brought;   10

Never from lips of cunning fell

The thrilling Delphic oracle;

Out from the heart of nature rolled

The burdens of the Bible old;

The litanies of nations came,   15

Like the volcano’s tongue of flame,

Up from the burning core below, — 

The canticles of love and woe:

The hand that rounded Peter’s dome

And groined the aisles of Christian Rome   20

Wrought in a sad sincerity:

Himself from God he could not free;

He builded better than he knew; — 

The conscious stone to beauty grew.

Know’st thou what wove yon woodbird’s nest   25

Of leaves, and feathers from her breast?

Or how the fish outbuilt her shell,

Painting with morn each annual cell?

Or how the sacred pine-tree adds

To her old leaves new myriads?   30

Such and so grew these holy piles,

Whilst love and terror laid the tiles.

Earth proudly wears the Parthenon,

As the best gem upon her zone,

And Morning opes with haste her lids   35

To gaze upon the Pyramids;

O’er England’s abbeys bends the sky,

As on its friends, with kindred eye;

For out of Thought’s interior sphere

These wonders rose to upper air;   40

And Nature gladly gave them place,

Adopted them into her race,

And granted them an equal date

With Andes and with Ararat.

These temples grew as grows the grass;   45

Art might obey, but not surpass.

The passive Master lent his hand

To the vast soul that o’er him planned;

And the same power that reared the shrine

Bestrode the tribes that knelt within.   50

Ever the fiery Pentecost

Girds with one flame the countless host,

Trances the heart through chanting choirs,

And through the priest the mind inspires.

The word unto the prophet spoken   55

Was writ on tables yet unbroken;

The word by seers or sibyls told,

In groves of oak, or fanes of gold,

Still floats upon the morning wind,

Still whispers to the willing mind.   60

One accent of the Holy Ghost

The heedless world hath never lost.

I know what say the fathers wise,

The Book itself before me lies,

Old Chrysostom, best Augustine,   65

And he who blent both in his line,

The younger Golden Lips or mines,

Taylor, the Shakspeare of divines.

His words are music in my ear,

I see his cowlèd portrait dear;   70

And yet, for all his faith could see,

I would not the good bishop be.
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Woodnotes
 

Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803–1882)
 

I
 

WHEN the pine tosses its cones

To the song of its waterfall tones,

Who speeds to the woodland walks?

To birds and trees who talks?

Cæsar of his leafy Rome,   5

There the poet is at home.

He goes to the river-side, — 

Not hook nor line hath he;

He stands in the meadows wide, — 

Nor gun nor scythe to see.   10

Sure some god his eye enchants:

What he knows nobody wants.

In the wood he travels glad,

Without better fortune had,

Melancholy without bad.   15

Knowledge this man prizes best

Seems fantastic to the rest:

Pondering shadows, colors, clouds,

Grass-buds and caterpillar-shrouds,

Boughs on which the wild bees settle,   20

Tints that spot the violet’s petal,

Why Nature loves the number five,

And why the star-form she repeats:

Lover of all things alive,

Wonderer at all he meets,   25

Wonderer chiefly at himself,

Who can tell him what he is?

Or how meet in human elf

Coming and past eternities?
 

And such I knew, a forest seer,   30

A minstrel of the natural year,

Foreteller of the vernal ides,

Wise harbinger of spheres and tides,

A lover true, who knew by heart

Each joy the mountain dales impart;   35

It seemed that Nature could not raise

A plant in any secret place,

In quaking bog, on snowy hill,

Beneath the grass that shades the rill,

Under the snow, between the rocks,   40

In damp fields known to bird and fox,

But he would come in the very hour

It opened in its virgin bower,

As if a sunbeam showed the place,

And tell its long-descended race.   45

It seemed as if the breezes brought him,

It seemed as if the sparrows taught him;

As if by secret sight he knew

Where, in far fields, the orchis grew.

Many haps fall in the field   50

Seldom seen by wishful eyes,

But all her shows did Nature yield,

To please and win this pilgrim wise.

He saw the partridge drum in the woods;

He heard the woodcock’s evening hymn;   55

He found the tawny thrushes’ broods;

And the shy hawk did wait for him;

What others did at distance hear,

And guessed within the thicket’s gloom,

Was shown to this philosopher,   60

And at his bidding seemed to come.
 

In unploughed Maine he sought the lumberers’ gang

Where from a hundred lakes young rivers sprang;

He trode the unplanted forest floor, whereon

The all-seeing sun for ages hath not shone;   65

Where feeds the moose, and walks the surly bear,

And up the tall mast runs the woodpecker.

He saw beneath dim aisles, in odorous beds,

The slight Linnæa hang its twin-born heads,

And blessed the monument of the man of flowers,   70

Which breathes his sweet fame through the northern bowers.

He heard, when in the grove, at intervals,

With sudden roar the aged pine-tree falls, — 

One crash, the death-hymn of the perfect tree,

Declares the close of its green century.   75

Low lies the plant to whose creation went

Sweet influence from every element;

Whose living towers the years conspired to build,

Whose giddy top the morning loved to gild.

Through these green tents, by eldest Nature dressed,   80

He roamed, content alike with man and beast.

Where darkness found him he lay glad at night;

There the red morning touched him with its light.

Three moons his great heart him a hermit made,

So long he roved at will the boundless shade.   85

The timid it concerns to ask their way,

And fear what foe in caves and swamps can stray,

To make no step until the event is known,

And ills to come as evils past bemoan.

Not so the wise; no coward watch he keeps   90

To spy what danger on his pathway creeps;

Go where he will, the wise man is at home,

His hearth the earth, — his hall the azure dome;

Where his clear spirit leads him, there’s his road

By God’s own light illumined and foreshowed.   95
 

’Twas one of the charmèd days

When the genius of God doth flow;

The wind may alter twenty ways,

A tempest cannot blow;

It may blow north, it still is warm;   100

Or south, it still is clear;

Or east, it smells like a clover-farm;

Or west, no thunder fear.

The musing peasant, lowly great,

Beside the forest water sate;   105

The rope-like pine-roots crosswise grown

Composed the network of his throne;

The wide lake, edged with sand and grass,

Was burnished to a floor of glass,

Painted with shadows green and proud   110

Of the tree and of the cloud.

He was the heart of all the scene;

On him the sun looked more serene;

To hill and cloud his face was known, — 

It seemed the likeness of their own;   115

They knew by secret sympathy

The public child of earth and sky.

‘You ask,’ he said, ‘what guide

Me through trackless thickets led,

Through thick-stemmed woodlands rough and wide,   120

I found the water’s bed.

The watercourses were my guide;

I travelled grateful by their side,

Or through their channel dry;

They led me through the thicket damp,   125

Through brake and fern, the beavers’ camp,

Through beds of granite cut my road,

And their resistless friendship showed.

The falling waters led me,

The foodful waters fed me,   130

And brought me to the lowest land,

Unerring to the ocean sand.

The moss upon the forest bark

Was pole-star when the night was dark;

The purple berries in the wood   135

Supplied me necessary food;

For Nature ever faithful is

To such as trust her faithfulness.

When the forest shall mislead me,

When the night and morning lie,   140

When sea and land refuse to feed me,

‘Twill be time enough to die;

Then will yet my mother yield

A pillow in her greenest field,

Nor the June flowers scorn to cover   145

The clay of their departed lover.’
 

WOODNOTES
 

II
 

As sunbeams stream through liberal space

And nothing jostle or displace,

So waved the pine-tree through my thought

And fanned the dreams it never brought.   150
 

‘Whether is better, the gift or the donor?

Come to me,’

Quoth the pine-tree,

‘I am the giver of honor.

My garden is the cloven rock,   155

And my manure the snow;

And drifting sand-heaps feed my stock,

In summer’s scorching glow.

He is great who can live by me:

The rough and bearded forester   160

Is better than the lord;

God fills the scrip and canister,

Sin piles the loaded board.

The lord is the peasant that was,

The peasant the lord that shall be;   165

The lord is hay, the peasant grass,

One dry, and one the living tree.

Who liveth by the ragged pine

Foundeth a heroic line;

Who liveth in the palace hall   170

Waneth fast and spendeth all.

He goes to my savage haunts,

With his chariot and his care;

My twilight realm he disenchants,

And finds his prison there.   175
 

‘What prizes the town and the tower?

Only what the pine-tree yields;

Sinew that subdued the fields;

The wild-eyed boy, who in the woods

Chants his hymn to hills and floods,   180

Whom the city’s poisoning spleen

Made not pale, or fat, or lean;

Whom the rain and the wind purgeth,

Whom the dawn and the day-star urgeth,

In whose cheek the rose-leaf blusheth,   185

In whose feet the lion rusheth

Iron arms, and iron mould,

That know not fear, fatigue, or cold.

I give my rafters to his boat,

My billets to his boiler’s throat,   190

And I will swim the ancient sea

To float my child to victory,

And grant to dwellers with the pine

Dominion o’er the palm and vine.

Who leaves the pine-tree, leaves his friend,   195

Unnerves his strength, invites his end.

Cut a bough from my parent stem,

And dip it in thy porcelain vase;

A little while each russet gem

Will swell and rise with wonted grace;   200

But when it seeks enlarged supplies,

The orphan of the forest dies.

Whose walks in solitude

And inhabiteth the wood,

Choosing light, wave, rock and bird,   205

Before the money-loving herd,

Into that forester shall pass,

From these companions, power and grace.

Clean shall he be, without, within,

From the old adhering sin,   210

All ill dissolving in the light

Of his triumphant piercing sight:

Not vain, sour, nor frivolous;

Not mad, athirst, nor garrulous;

Grave, chaste, contented, though retired,   215

And of all other men desired.

On him the light of star and moon

Shall fall with purer radiance down;

All constellations of the sky

Shed their virtue through his eye.   220

Him Nature giveth for defence

His formidable innocence;

The mountain sap, the shells, the sea,

All spheres, all stones, his helpers be;

He shall meet the speeding year,   225

Without wailing, without fear;

He shall be happy in his love,

Like to like shall joyful prove;

He shall be happy whilst he wooes,

Muse-born, a daughter of the Muse.   230

But if with gold she bind her hair,

And deck her breast with diamond,

Take off thine eyes, thy heart forbear,

Though thou lie alone on the ground.
 

‘Heed the old oracles,   235

Ponder my spells;

Song wakes in my pinnacles

When the wind swells.

Soundeth the prophetic wind,

The shadows shake on the rock behind,   240

And the countless leaves of the pine are strings

Tuned to the lay the wood-god sings.

  Hearken! Hearken!

If thou wouldst know the mystic song

Chanted when the sphere was young.   245

Aloft, abroad, the pæan swells;

O wise man! hear’st thou half it tells?

O wise man! hear’st thou the least part?

’Tis the chronicle of art.

To the open ear it sings   250

Sweet the genesis of things,

Of tendency through endless ages,

Of star-dust, and star-pilgrimages,

Of rounded worlds, of space and time,

Of the old flood’s subsiding slime,   255

Of chemic matter, force and form,

Of poles and powers, cold, wet, and warm:

The rushing metamorphosis

Dissolving all that fixture is,

Melts things that be to things that seem,   260

And solid nature to a dream.

O, listen to the undersong,

The ever old, the ever young;

And, far within those cadent pauses,

The chorus of the ancient Causes!   265

Delights the dreadful Destiny

To fling his voice into the tree,

And shock thy weak ear with a note

Breathed from the everlasting throat.

In music he repeats the pang   270

Whence the fair flock of Nature sprang.

O mortal! thy ears are stones;

These echoes are laden with tones

Which only the pure can hear;

Thou canst not catch what they recite   275

Of Fate and Will, of Want and Right,

Of man to come, of human life,

Of Death and Fortune, Growth and Strife.’
 

 Once again the pine-tree sung: — 

‘Speak not thy speech my boughs among:   280

Put off thy years, wash in the breeze;

My hours are peaceful centuries.

Talk no more with feeble tongue;

No more the fool of space and time,

Come weave with mine a nobler rhyme.   285

Only thy Americans

Can read thy line, can meet thy glance,

But the runes that I rehearse

Understands the universe;

The least breath my boughs which tossed   290

Brings again the Pentecost;

To every soul resounding clear

In a voice of solemn cheer, — 

“Am I not thine? Are not these thine?”

And they reply, “Forever mine!”   295

My branches speak Italian,

English, German, Basque, Castilian,

Mountain speech to Highlanders,

Ocean tongues to islanders,

To Fin and Lap and swart Malay,   300

To each his bosom-secret say.
 

 ‘Come learn with me the fatal song

Which knits the world in music strong,

Come lift thine eyes to lofty rhymes,

Of things with things, of times with times,   305

Primal chimes of sun and shade,

Of sound and echo, man and maid,

The land reflected in the flood,

Body with shadow still pursued.

For Nature beats in perfect tune,   310

And rounds with rhyme her every rune,

Whether she work in land or sea,

Or hide underground her alchemy.

Thou canst not wave thy staff in air,

Or dip thy paddle in the lake,   315

But it carves the bow of beauty there,

And the ripples in rhymes the oar forsake.

The wood is wiser far than thou;

The wood and wave each other know

Not unrelated, unaffied,   320

But to each thought and thing allied,

Is perfect Nature’s every part,

Rooted in the mighty Heart.

But thou, poor child! unbound, unrhymed,

Whence camest thou, misplaced, mistimed,   325

Whence, O thou orphan and defrauded?

Is thy land peeled, thy realm marauded?

Who thee divorced, deceived and left?

Thee of thy faith who hath bereft,

And torn the ensigns from thy brow,   330

And sunk the immortal eye so low?

Thy cheek too white, thy form too slender,

Thy gait too slow, thy habits tender

For royal man; — they thee confess

An exile from the wilderness, — 335

The hills where health with health agrees,

And the wise soul expels disease.

Hark! in thy ear I will tell the sign

By which thy hurt thou may’st divine.

When thou shalt climb the mountain cliff,   340

Or see the wide shore from thy skiff,

To thee the horizon shall express

But emptiness on emptiness;

There lives no man of Nature’s worth

In the circle of the earth;   345

And to thine eye the vast skies fall,

Dire and satirical,

On clucking hens and prating fools,

On thieves, on drudges and on dolls.

And thou shalt say to the Most High,   350

“Godhead! all this astronomy,

And fate and practice and invention,

Strong art and beautiful pretension,

This radiant pomp of sun and star,

Throes that were, and worlds that are,   355

Behold! were in vain and in vain; — 

It cannot be, — I will look again.

Surely now will the curtain rise,

And earth’s fit tenant me surprise; — 

But the curtain doth not rise,   360

And Nature has miscarried wholly

Into failure, into folly.”
 

‘Alas! thine is the bankruptcy,

Blessed Nature so to see.

Come, lay thee in my soothing shade,   365

And heal the hurts which sin has made.

I see thee in the crowd alone;

I will be thy companion.

Quit thy friends as the dead in doom,

And build to them a final tomb;   370

Let the starred shade that nightly falls

Still celebrate their funerals,

And the bell of beetle and of bee

Knell their melodious memory.

Behind thee leave thy merchandise,   375

Thy churches and thy charities;

And leave thy peacock wit behind;

Enough for thee the primal mind

That flows in streams, that breathes in wind:

Leave all thy pedant lore apart;   380

God hid the whole world in thy heart.

Love shuns the sage, the child it crowns,

Gives all to them who all renounce.

The rain comes when the wind calls;

The river knows the way to the sea;   385

Without a pilot it runs and falls,

Blessing all lands with its charity;

The sea tosses and foams to find

Its way up to the cloud and wind;

The shadow sits close to the flying ball;   390

The date fails not on the palm-tree tall;

And thou, — go burn thy wormy pages, — 

Shalt outsee seers, and outwit sages.

Oft didst thou thread the woods in vain

To find what bird had piped the strain: — 395

Seek not, and the little eremite

Flies gayly forth and sings in sight.
 

‘Hearken once more!

I will tell thee the mundane lore.

Older am I than thy numbers wot,   400

Change I may, but I pass not.

Hitherto all things fast abide,

And anchored in the tempest ride.

Trenchant time behoves to hurry

All to yean and all to bury:   405

All the forms are fugitive,

But the substances survive.

Ever fresh the broad creation,

A divine improvisation,

From the heart of God proceeds,   410

A single will, a million deeds.

Once slept the world an egg of stone,

And pulse, and sound, and light was none;

And God said, “Throb!” and there was motion

And the vast mass became vast ocean.   415

Onward and on, the eternal Pan,

Who layeth the world’s incessant plan,

Halteth never in one shape,

But forever doth escape,

Like wave or flame, into new forms   420

Of gem, and air, of plants, and worms.

I, that to-day am a pine,

Yesterday was a bundle of grass.

He is free and libertine,

Pouring of his power the wine   425

To every age, to every race;

Unto every race and age

He emptieth the beverage;

Unto each, and unto all,

Maker and original.   430

The world is the ring of his spells,

And the play of his miracles.

As he giveth to all to drink,

Thus or thus they are and think.

With one drop sheds form and feature;   435

With the next a special nature;

The third adds heat’s indulgent spark;

The fourth gives light which eats the dark;

Into the fifth himself he flings,

And conscious Law is King of kings.   440

As the bee through the garden ranges,

From world to world the godhead changes;

As the sheep go feeding in the waste,

From form to form He maketh haste:

This vault which glows immense with light   445

Is the inn where he lodges for a night.

What recks such Traveller if the bowers

Which bloom and fade like meadow flowers

A bunch of fragrant lilies be,

Or the stars of eternity?   450

Alike to him the better, the worse, — 

The glowing angel, the outcast corse.

Thou metest him by centuries,

And lo! he passes like the breeze;

Thou seek’st in globe and galaxy,   455

He hides in pure transparency;

Thou askest in fountains and in fires,

He is the essence that inquires.

He is the axis of the star;

He is the sparkle of the spar;   460

He is the heart of every creature;

He is the meaning of each feature;

And his mind is the sky,

Than all it holds more deep, more high.’
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Boston Hymn
 

Read in Music Hall, January 1, 1863
 

Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803–1882)
 

THE WORD of the Lord by night

To the watching Pilgrims came,

As they sat by the seaside,

And filled their hearts with flame.
 

God said, I am tired of kings,   5

I suffer them no more;

Up to my ear the morning brings

The outrage of the poor.
 

Think ye I made this ball

A field of havoc and war,   10

Where tyrants great and tyrants small

Might harry the weak and poor?
 

My angel, — his name is Freedom, — 

Choose him to be your king;

He shall cut pathways east and west   15

And fend you with his wing.
 

Lo! I uncover the land

Which I hid of old time in the West,

As the sculptor uncovers the statue

When he has wrought his best;   20
 

I show Columbia, of the rocks

Which dip their foot in the seas

And soar to the air-borne flocks

Of clouds and the boreal fleece.
 

I will divide my goods;   25

Call in the wretch and slave:

None shall rule but the humble,

And none but Toil shall have.
 

I will have never a noble,

No lineage counted great;   30

Fishers and choppers and ploughmen

Shall constitute a state.
 

Go, cut down trees in the forest

And trim the straightest boughs;

Cut down trees in the forest   35

And build me a wooden house.
 

Call the people together,

The young men and the sires,

The digger in the harvest-field,

Hireling and him that hires;   40
 

And here in a pine state-house

They shall choose men to rule

In every needful faculty,

In church and state and school.
 

Lo, now! if these poor men   45

Can govern the land and sea

And make just laws below the sun,

As planets faithful be.
 

And ye shall succor men;

’Tis nobleness to serve;   50

Help them who cannot help again:

Beware from right to swerve.
 

I break your bonds and masterships,

And I unchain the slave:

Free be his heart and hand henceforth   55

As wind and wandering wave.
 

I cause from every creature

His proper good to flow:

As much as he is and doeth,

So much he shall bestow.   60
 

But, lay hands on another

To coin his labor and sweat,

He goes in pawn for his victim

For eternal years in debt.
 

To-day unbind the captive,   65

So only are ye unbound;

Lift up a people from the dust,

Trump of their rescue, sound!
 

Pay ransom to the owner

And fill the bag to the brim.   70

Who is the owner? The slave is owner,

And ever was. Pay him.
 

O North! give him beauty for rags,

And honor, O South! for his shame;

Nevada! coin thy golden crags   75

With Freedom’s image and name.
 

Up! and the dusky race

That sat in darkness long, — 

Be swift their feet as antelopes,

And as behemoth strong.   80
 

Come, East and West and North,

By races, as snow flakes,

And carry my purpose forth,

Which neither halts nor shakes.
 

My will fulfilled shall be,   85

For, in daylight or in dark,

My thunderbolt has eyes to see

His way home to the mark.
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Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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The Song Of Hiawatha: Introduction
 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)
 

Should you ask me, whence these stories?
 Whence these legends and traditions,
 With the odors of the forest
 With the dew and damp of meadows,
 With the curling smoke of wigwams,
 With the rushing of great rivers,
 With their frequent repetitions,
 And their wild reverberations
 As of thunder in the mountains?
 

I should answer, I should tell you,
 “From the forests and the prairies,
 From the great lakes of the Northland,
 From the land of the Ojibways,
 From the land of the Dacotahs,
 From the mountains, moors, and fen-lands
 Where the heron, the Shuh-shuh-gah,
 Feeds among the reeds and rushes.
 I repeat them as I heard them
 From the lips of Nawadaha,
 The musician, the sweet singer.”
 

Should you ask where Nawadaha
 Found these songs so wild and wayward,
 Found these legends and traditions,
 I should answer, I should tell you,
 “In the bird’s-nests of the forest,
 In the lodges of the beaver,
 In the hoofprint of the bison,
 In the eyry of the eagle!
 

“All the wild-fowl sang them to him,
 In the moorlands and the fen-lands,
 In the melancholy marshes;
 Chetowaik, the plover, sang them,
 Mahng, the loon, the wild-goose, Wawa,
 The blue heron, the Shuh-shuh-gah,
 And the grouse, the Mushkodasa!”
 

If still further you should ask me,
 Saying, “Who was Nawadaha?
 Tell us of this Nawadaha,”
 I should answer your inquiries
 Straightway in such words as follow.
 

“In the vale of Tawasentha,
 In the green and silent valley,
 By the pleasant water-courses,
 Dwelt the singer Nawadaha.
 Round about the Indian village
 Spread the meadows and the corn-fields,
 And beyond them stood the forest,
 Stood the groves of singing pine-trees,
 Green in Summer, white in Winter,
 Ever sighing, ever singing.
 

“And the pleasant water-courses,
 You could trace them through the valley,
 By the rushing in the Spring-time,
 By the alders in the Summer,
 By the white fog in the Autumn,
 By the black line in the Winter;
 And beside them dwelt the singer,
 In the vale of Tawasentha,
 In the green and silent valley.
 

“There he sang of Hiawatha,
 Sang the Song of Hiawatha,
 Sang his wondrous birth and being,
 How he prayed and how be fasted,
 How he lived, and toiled, and suffered,
 That the tribes of men might prosper,
 That he might advance his people!”
 

Ye who love the haunts of Nature,
 Love the sunshine of the meadow,
 Love the shadow of the forest,
 Love the wind among the branches,
 And the rain-shower and the snow-storm,
 And the rushing of great rivers
 Through their palisades of pine-trees,
 And the thunder in the mountains,
 Whose innumerable echoes
 Flap like eagles in their eyries; — 
 Listen to these wild traditions,
 To this Song of Hiawatha!
 

Ye who love a nation’s legends,
 Love the ballads of a people,
 That like voices from afar off
 Call to us to pause and listen,
 Speak in tones so plain and childlike,
 Scarcely can the ear distinguish
 Whether they are sung or spoken; — 
 Listen to this Indian Legend,
 To this Song of Hiawatha!
 

Ye whose hearts are fresh and simple,
 Who have faith in God and Nature,
 Who believe that in all ages
 Every human heart is human,
 That in even savage bosoms
 There are longings, yearnings, strivings
 For the good they comprehend not,
 That the feeble hands and helpless,
 Groping blindly in the darkness,
 Touch God’s right hand in that darkness
 And are lifted up and strengthened; — 
 Listen to this simple story,
 To this Song of Hiawatha!
 

Ye, who sometimes, in your rambles
 Through the green lanes of the country,
 Where the tangled barberry-bushes
 Hang their tufts of crimson berries
 Over stone walls gray with mosses,
 Pause by some neglected graveyard,
 For a while to muse, and ponder
 On a half-effaced inscription,
 Written with little skill of song-craft,
 Homely phrases, but each letter
 Full of hope and yet of heart-break,
 Full of all the tender pathos
 Of the Here and the Hereafter;
 Stay and read this rude inscription,
 Read this Song of Hiawatha!
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The Song Of Hiawatha I. The Peace-Pipe
 

On the Mountains of the Prairie,
 On the great Red Pipe-stone Quarry,
 Gitche Manito, the mighty,
 He the Master of Life, descending,
 On the red crags of the quarry
 Stood erect, and called the nations,
 Called the tribes of men together.
 

From his footprints flowed a river,
 Leaped into the light of morning,
 O’er the precipice plunging downward
 Gleamed like Ishkoodah, the comet.
 And the Spirit, stooping earthward,
 With his finger on the meadow
 Traced a winding pathway for it,
 Saying to it, “Run in this way!”
 

From the red stone of the quarry
 With his hand he broke a fragment,
 Moulded it into a pipe-head,
 Shaped and fashioned it with figures;
 From the margin of the river
 Took a long reed for a pipe-stem,
 With its dark green leaves upon it;
 Filled the pipe with bark of willow,
 With the bark of the red willow;
 Breathed upon the neighboring forest,
 Made its great boughs chafe together,
 Till in flame they burst and kindled;
 And erect upon the mountains,
 Gitche Manito, the mighty,
 Smoked the calumet, the Peace-Pipe,
 As a signal to the nations.
 

And the smoke rose slowly, slowly,
 Through the tranquil air of morning,
 First a single line of darkness,
 Then a denser, bluer vapor,
 Then a snow-white cloud unfolding,
 Like the tree-tops of the forest,
 Ever rising, rising, rising,
 Till it touched the top of heaven,
 Till it broke against the heaven,
 And rolled outward all around it.
 

From the Vale of Tawasentha,
 From the Valley of Wyoming,
 From the groves of Tuscaloosa,
 From the far-off Rocky Mountains,
 From the Northern lakes and rivers
 All the tribes beheld the signal,
 Saw the distant smoke ascending,
 The Pukwana of the Peace-Pipe.
 

And the Prophets of the nations
 Said: “Behold it, the Pukwana!
 By the signal of the Peace-Pipe,
 Bending like a wand of willow,
 Waving like a hand that beckons,
 Gitche Manito, the mighty,
 Calls the tribes of men together,
 Calls the warriors to his council!”
 

Down the rivers, o’er the prairies,
 Came the warriors of the nations,
 Came the Delawares and Mohawks,
 Came the Choctaws and Camanches,
 Came the Shoshonies and Blackfeet,
 Came the Pawnees and Omahas,
 

Came the Mandans and Dacotahs,
 Came the Hurons and Ojibways,
 All the warriors drawn together
 By the signal of the Peace-Pipe,
 To the Mountains of the Prairie,
 To the great Red Pipe-stone Quarry,
 

And they stood there on the meadow,
 With their weapons and their war-gear,
 Painted like the leaves of Autumn,
 Painted like the sky of morning,
 Wildly glaring at each other;
 In their faces stern defiance,
 In their hearts the feuds of ages,
 The hereditary hatred,
 The ancestral thirst of vengeance.
 

Gitche Manito, the mighty,
 The creator of the nations,
 Looked upon them with compassion,
 With paternal love and pity;
 Looked upon their wrath and wrangling
 But as quarrels among children,
 But as feuds and fights of children!
 

Over them he stretched his right hand,
 To subdue their stubborn natures,
 To allay their thirst and fever,
 By the shadow of his right hand;
 Spake to them with voice majestic
 As the sound of far-off waters,
 Falling into deep abysses,
 Warning, chiding, spake in this wise:
 

“O my children! my poor children!
 Listen to the words of wisdom,
 Listen to the words of warning,
 From the lips of the Great Spirit,
 From the Master of Life, who made you!
 

“I have given you lands to hunt in,
 I have given you streams to fish in,
 I have given you bear and bison,
 I have given you roe and reindeer,
 I have given you brant and beaver,
 Filled the marshes full of wild-fowl,
 Filled the rivers full of fishes:
 Why then are you not contented?
 Why then will you hunt each other?
 

“I am weary of your quarrels,
 Weary of your wars and bloodshed,
 Weary of your prayers for vengeance,
 Of your wranglings and dissensions;
 All your strength is in your union,
 All your danger is in discord;
 Therefore be at peace henceforward,
 And as brothers live together.
 

“I will send a Prophet to you,
 A Deliverer of the nations,
 Who shall guide you and shall teach you,
 Who shall toil and suffer with you.
 If you listen to his counsels,
 You will multiply and prosper;
 If his warnings pass unheeded,
 You will fade away and perish!
 

“Bathe now in the stream before you,
 Wash the war-paint from your faces,
 Wash the blood-stains from your fingers,
 Bury your war-clubs and your weapons,
 Break the red stone from this quarry,
 Mould and make it into Peace-Pipes,
 Take the reeds that grow beside you,
 Deck them with your brightest feathers,
 Smoke the calumet together,
 And as brothers live henceforward!”
 

Then upon the ground the warriors
 Threw their cloaks and shirts of deer-skin,
 Threw their weapons and their war-gear,
 Leaped into the rushing river,
 Washed the war-paint from their faces.
 Clear above them flowed the water,
 Clear and limpid from the footprints
 Of the Master of Life descending;
 Dark below them flowed the water,
 Soiled and stained with streaks of crimson,
 As if blood were mingled with it!
 

From the river came the warriors,
 Clean and washed from all their war-paint;
 On the banks their clubs they buried,
 Buried all their warlike weapons.
 Gitche Manito, the mighty,
 The Great Spirit, the creator,
 Smiled upon his helpless children!
 

And in silence all the warriors
 Broke the red stone of the quarry,
 Smoothed and formed it into Peace-Pipes,
 Broke the long reeds by the river,
 Decked them with their brightest feathers,
 And departed each one homeward,
 While the Master of Life, ascending,
 Through the opening of cloud-curtains,
 Through the doorways of the heaven,
 Vanished from before their faces,
 In the smoke that rolled around him,
 The Pukwana of the Peace-Pipe!
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The Song Of Hiawatha II. The Four Winds
 

“Honor be to Mudjekeewis!”
 Cried the warriors, cried the old men,
 When he came in triumph homeward
 With the sacred Belt of Wampum,
 From the regions of the North-Wind,
 From the kingdom of Wabasso,
 From the land of the White Rabbit.
 

He had stolen the Belt of Wampum
 From the neck of Mishe-Mokwa,
 From the Great Bear of the mountains,
 From the terror of the nations,
 As he lay asleep and cumbrous
 On the summit of the mountains,
 Like a rock with mosses on it,
 Spotted brown and gray with mosses.
 

Silently he stole upon him
 Till the red nails of the monster
 Almost touched him, almost scared him,
 Till the hot breath of his nostrils
 Warmed the hands of Mudjekeewis,
 As he drew the Belt of Wampum
 Over the round ears, that heard not,
 Over the small eyes, that saw not,
 Over the long nose and nostrils,
 The black muffle of the nostrils,
 Out of which the heavy breathing
 Warmed the hands of Mudjekeewis.
 

Then he swung aloft his war-club,
 Shouted loud and long his war-cry,
 Smote the mighty Mishe-Mokwa
 In the middle of the forehead,
 Right between the eyes he smote him.
 

With the heavy blow bewildered,
 Rose the Great Bear of the mountains;
 But his knees beneath him trembled,
 And he whimpered like a woman,
 As he reeled and staggered forward,
 As he sat upon his haunches;
 And the mighty Mudjekeewis,
 Standing fearlessly before him,
 Taunted him in loud derision,
 Spake disdainfully in this wise:
 

“Hark you, Bear! you are a coward;
 And no Brave, as you pretended;
 Else you would not cry and whimper
 Like a miserable woman!
 Bear! you know our tribes are hostile,
 Long have been at war together;
 Now you find that we are strongest,
 You go sneaking in the forest,
 You go hiding in the mountains!
 Had you conquered me in battle
 Not a groan would I have uttered;
 But you, Bear! sit here and whimper,
 And disgrace your tribe by crying,
 Like a wretched Shaugodaya,
 Like a cowardly old woman!”
 

Then again he raised his war-club,
 Smote again the Mishe-Mokwa
 In the middle of his forehead,
 Broke his skull, as ice is broken
 When one goes to fish in Winter.
 Thus was slain the Mishe-Mokwa,
 He the Great Bear of the mountains,
 He the terror of the nations.
 

“Honor be to Mudjekeewis!”
 With a shout exclaimed the people,
 “Honor be to Mudjekeewis!
 Henceforth he shall be the West-Wind,
 And hereafter and forever
 Shall he hold supreme dominion
 Over all the winds of heaven.
 Call him no more Mudjekeewis,
 Call him Kabeyun, the West-Wind!”
 

Thus was Mudjekeewis chosen
 Father of the Winds of Heaven.
 For himself he kept the West-Wind,
 Gave the others to his children;
 Unto Wabun gave the East-Wind,
 Gave the South to Shawondasee,
 And the North-Wind, wild and cruel,
 To the fierce Kabibonokka.
 

Young and beautiful was Wabun;
 He it was who brought the morning,
 He it was whose silver arrows
 Chased the dark o’er hill and valley;
 He it was whose cheeks were painted
 With the brightest streaks of crimson,
 And whose voice awoke the village,
 Called the deer, and called the hunter.
 

Lonely in the sky was Wabun;
 Though the birds sang gayly to him,
 Though the wild-flowers of the meadow
 Filled the air with odors for him;
 Though the forests and the rivers
 Sang and shouted at his coming,
 Still his heart was sad within him,
 For he was alone in heaven.
 

But one morning, gazing earthward,
 While the village still was sleeping,
 And the fog lay on the river,
 Like a ghost, that goes at sunrise,
 He beheld a maiden walking
 All alone upon a meadow,
 Gathering water-flags and rushes
 By a river in the meadow.
 

Every morning, gazing earthward,
 Still the first thing he beheld there
 Was her blue eyes looking at him,
 Two blue lakes among the rushes.
 And he loved the lonely maiden,
 Who thus waited for his coming;
 For they both were solitary,
 She on earth and he in heaven.
 

And he wooed her with caresses,
 Wooed her with his smile of sunshine,
 With his flattering words he wooed her,
 With his sighing and his singing,
 Gentlest whispers in the branches,
 Softest music, sweetest odors,
 Till he drew her to his bosom,
 Folded in his robes of crimson,
 Till into a star he changed her,
 Trembling still upon his bosom;
 And forever in the heavens
 They are seen together walking,
 Wabun and the Wabun-Annung,
 Wabun and the Star of Morning.
 

But the fierce Kabibonokka
 Had his dwelling among icebergs,
 In the everlasting snow-drifts,
 In the kingdom of Wabasso,
 In the land of the White Rabbit.
 He it was whose hand in Autumn
 Painted all the trees with scarlet,
 Stained the leaves with red and yellow;
 He it was who sent the snow-flake,
 Sifting, hissing through the forest,
 Froze the ponds, the lakes, the rivers,
 Drove the loon and sea-gull southward,
 Drove the cormorant and curlew
 To their nests of sedge and sea-tang
 In the realms of Shawondasee.
 

Once the fierce Kabibonokka
 Issued from his lodge of snow-drifts
 From his home among the icebergs,
 And his hair, with snow besprinkled,
 Streamed behind him like a river,
 Like a black and wintry river,
 As he howled and hurried southward,
 Over frozen lakes and moorlands.
 

There among the reeds and rushes
 Found he Shingebis, the diver,
 Trailing strings of fish behind him,
 O’er the frozen fens and moorlands,
 Lingering still among the moorlands,
 Though his tribe had long departed
 To the land of Shawondasee.
 

Cried the fierce Kabibonokka,
 “Who is this that dares to brave me?
 Dares to stay in my dominions,
 When the Wawa has departed,
 When the wild-goose has gone southward,
 And the heron, the Shuh-shuh-gah,
 Long ago departed southward?
 I will go into his wigwam,
 I will put his smouldering fire out!”
 

And at night Kabibonokka,
 To the lodge came wild and wailing,
 Heaped the snow in drifts about it,
 Shouted down into the smoke-flue,
 Shook the lodge-poles in his fury,
 Flapped the curtain of the door-way.
 Shingebis, the diver, feared not,
 Shingebis, the diver, cared not;
 Four great logs had he for firewood,
 One for each moon of the winter,
 And for food the fishes served him.
 By his blazing fire he sat there,
 Warm and merry, eating, laughing,
 Singing, “O Kabibonokka,
 You are but my fellow-mortal!”
 

Then Kabibonokka entered,
 And though Shingebis, the diver,
 Felt his presence by the coldness,
 Felt his icy breath upon him,
 Still he did not cease his singing,
 Still he did not leave his laughing,
 Only turned the log a little,
 Only made the fire burn brighter,
 Made the sparks fly up the smoke-flue.
 

From Kabibonokka’s forehead,
 From his snow-besprinkled tresses,
 Drops of sweat fell fast and heavy,
 Making dints upon the ashes,
 As along the eaves of lodges,
 As from drooping boughs of hemlock,
 Drips the melting snow in spring-time,
 Making hollows in the snow-drifts.
 

Till at last he rose defeated,
 Could not bear the heat and laughter,
 Could not bear the merry singing,
 But rushed headlong through the door-way,
 Stamped upon the crusted snow-drifts,
 Stamped upon the lakes and rivers,
 Made the snow upon them harder,
 Made the ice upon them thicker,
 Challenged Shingebis, the diver,
 To come forth and wrestle with him,
 To come forth and wrestle naked
 On the frozen fens and moorlands.
 

Forth went Shingebis, the diver,
 Wrestled all night with the North-Wind,
 Wrestled naked on the moorlands
 With the fierce Kabibonokka,
 Till his panting breath grew fainter,
 Till his frozen grasp grew feebler,
 Till he reeled and staggered backward,
 And retreated, baffled, beaten,
 To the kingdom of Wabasso,
 To the land of the White Rabbit,
 Hearing still the gusty laughter,
 Hearing Shingebis, the diver,
 Singing, “O Kabibonokka,
 You are but my fellow-mortal!”
 

Shawondasee, fat and lazy,
 Had his dwelling far to southward,
 In the drowsy, dreamy sunshine,
 In the never-ending Summer.
 He it was who sent the wood-birds,
 Sent the robin, the Opechee,
 Sent the bluebird, the Owaissa,
 Sent the Shawshaw, sent the swallow,
 Sent the wild-goose, Wawa, northward,
 Sent the melons and tobacco,
 And the grapes in purple clusters.
 

From his pipe the smoke ascending
 Filled the sky with haze and vapor,
 Filled the air with dreamy softness,
 Gave a twinkle to the water,
 Touched the rugged hills with smoothness,
 Brought the tender Indian Summer
 To the melancholy north-land,
 In the dreary Moon of Snow-shoes.
 

Listless, careless Shawondasee!
 In his life he had one shadow,
 In his heart one sorrow had he.
 Once, as he was gazing northward,
 Far away upon a prairie
 He beheld a maiden standing,
 Saw a tall and slender maiden
 All alone upon a prairie;
 Brightest green were all her garments,
 And her hair was like the sunshine.
 

Day by day he gazed upon her,
 Day by day he sighed with passion,
 Day by day his heart within him
 Grew more hot with love and longing
 For the maid with yellow tresses.
 But he was too fat and lazy
 To bestir himself and woo her.
 Yes, too indolent and easy
 To pursue her and persuade her;
 So he only gazed upon her,
 Only sat and sighed with passion
 For the maiden of the prairie.
 

Till one morning, looking northward,
 He beheld her yellow tresses
 Changed and covered o’er with whiteness,
 Covered as with whitest snow-flakes.
 “Ah! my brother from the North-land,
 From the kingdom of Wabasso,
 From the land of the White Rabbit!
 You have stolen the maiden from me,
 You have laid your hand upon her,
 You have wooed and won my maiden,
 With your stories of the North-land!”
 

Thus the wretched Shawondasee
 Breathed into the air his sorrow;
 And the South-Wind o’er the prairie
 Wandered warm with sighs of passion,
 With the sighs of Shawondasee,
 Till the air seemed full of snow-flakes,
 Full of thistle-down the prairie,
 And the maid with hair like sunshine
 Vanished from his sight forever;
 Never more did Shawondasee
 See the maid with yellow tresses!
 

Poor, deluded Shawondasee!
 ‘T was no woman that you gazed at,
 ‘T was no maiden that you sighed for,
 ‘T was the prairie dandelion
 That through all the dreamy Summer
 You had gazed at with such longing,
 You had sighed for with such passion,
 And had puffed away forever,
 Blown into the air with sighing.
 Ah! deluded Shawondasee!
 

Thus the Four Winds were divided
 Thus the sons of Mudjekeewis
 Had their stations in the heavens,
 At the corners of the heavens;
 For himself the West-Wind only
 Kept the mighty Mudjekeewis.
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A Psalm of Life
 

What the Heart of the Young Man Said to the Psalmist
 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)
 

TELL me not, in mournful numbers,

 Life is but an empty dream!

For the soul is dead that slumbers,

 And things are not what they seem.
 

Life is real! Life is earnest!   5

 And the grave is not its goal;

Dust thou art, to dust returnest,

 Was not spoken of the soul.
 

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,

 Is our destined end or way;   10

But to act, that each to-morrow

 Find us farther than to-day.
 

Art is long, and Time is fleeting,

 And our hearts, though stout and brave,

Still, like muffled drums, are beating   15

 Funeral marches to the grave.
 

In the world’s broad field of battle,

 In the bivouac of Life,

Be not like dumb, driven cattle!

 Be a hero in the strife!   20
 

Trust no Future, howe’er pleasant!

 Let the dead Past bury its dead!

Act, — act in the living Present!

 Heart within, and God o’erhead!
 

Lives of great men all remind us   25

 We can make our lives sublime,

And, departing, leave behind us

 Footprints on the sands of time;
 

Footprints, that perhaps another,

 Sailing o’er life’s solemn main,   30

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,

 Seeing, shall take heart again.
 

Let us, then, be up and doing,

 With a heart for any fate;

Still achieving, still pursuing,   35

 Learn to labor and to wait.
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The Light of Stars
 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)
 

THE NIGHT is come, but not too soon;

 And sinking silently,

All silently, the little moon

 Drops down behind the sky.
 

There is no light in earth or heaven   5

 But the cold light of stars;

And the first watch of night is given

 To the red planet Mars.
 

Is it the tender star of love?

 The star of love and dreams?   10

Oh no! from that blue tent above

 A hero’s armor gleams.
 

And earnest thoughts within me rise,

 When I behold afar,

Suspended in the evening skies,   15

 The shield of that red star.
 

O star of strength! I see thee stand

 And smile upon my pain;

Thou beckonest with thy mailed hand,

 And I am strong again.   20
 

Within my breast there is no light

 But the cold light of stars;

I give the first watch of the night

 To the red planet Mars.
 

The star of the unconquered will,   25

 He rises in my breast,

Serene, and resolute, and still,

 And calm, and self-possessed.
 

And thou, too, whosoe’er thou art,

 That readest this brief psalm,   30

As one by one thy hopes depart,

 Be resolute and calm.
 

Oh, fear not in a world like this,

 And thou shalt know erelong,

Know how sublime a thing it is   35

 To suffer and be strong.
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Hymn to the Night
 

[Greek]
 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)
 

I HEARD the trailing garments of the Night

 Sweep through her marble halls!

I saw her sable skirts all fringed with light

 From the celestial walls!
 

I felt her presence, by its spell of might,   5

 Stoop o’er me from above;

The calm, majestic presence of the Night,

 As of the one I love.
 

I heard the sounds of sorrow and delight,

 The manifold, soft chimes,   10

That fill the haunted chambers of the Night,

 Like some old poet’s rhymes.
 

From the cool cisterns of the midnight air

 My spirit drank repose;

The fountain of perpetual peace flows there, — 15

 From those deep cisterns flows.
 

O holy Night! from thee I learn to bear

 What man has borne before!

Thou layest thy finger on the lips of Care,

 And they complain no more.   20
 

Peace! Peace! Orestes-like I breathe this prayer!

 Descend with broad-winged flight,

The welcome, the thrice-prayed for, the most fair,

 The best-beloved Night!
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Footsteps of Angels
 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)
 

WHEN the hours of Day are numbered,

 And the voices of the Night

Wake the better soul, that slumbered,

 To a holy, calm delight;
 

Ere the evening lamps are lighted,   5

 And, like phantoms grim and tall,

Shadows from the fitful firelight

 Dance upon the parlor wall;
 

Then the forms of the departed

 Enter at the open door;   10

The beloved, the true-hearted,

 Come to visit me once more;
 

He, the young and strong, who cherished

 Noble longings for the strife,

By the roadside fell and perished,   15

 Weary with the march of life!
 

They, the holy ones and weakly,

 Who the cross of suffering bore,

Folded their pale hands so meekly,

 Spake with us on earth no more!   20
 

And with them the Being Beauteous,

 Who unto my youth was given,

More than all things else to love me,

 And is now a saint in heaven.
 

With a slow and noiseless footstep   25

 Comes that messenger divine,

Takes the vacant chair beside me,

 Lays her gentle hand in mine.
 

And she sits and gazes at me

 With those deep and tender eyes,   30

Like the stars, so still and saint-like,

 Looking downward from the skies
 

Uttered not, yet comprehended,

 Is the spirit’s voiceless prayer,

Soft rebukes, in blessings ended,   35

 Breathing from her lips of air.
 

Oh, though oft depressed and lonely,

 All my fears are laid aside,

If I but remember only

 Such as these have lived and died!   40
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The Wreck of the Hesperus
 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)
 

IT was the schooner Hesperus,

  That sailed the wintry sea;

And the skipper had taken his little daughter,

  To bear him company.
 

Blue were her eyes as the fairy-flax,   5

  Her cheeks like the dawn of day,

And her bosom white as the hawthorn buds,

  That ope in the month of May.
 

The skipper he stood beside the helm,

  His pipe was in his mouth,   10

And he watched how the veering flaw did blow

  The smoke now West, now South.
 

Then up and spake an old Sailòr,

  Had sailed to the Spanish Main,

‘I pray thee, put into yonder port,   15

  For I fear a hurricane.
 

‘Last night, the moon had a golden ring,

  And to-night no moon we see!’

The skipper, he blew a whiff from his pipe,

  And a scornful laugh laughed he.   20
 

Colder and louder blew the wind,

  A gale from the Northeast,

The snow fell hissing in the brine,

  And the billows frothed like yeast.
 

Down came the storm, and smote amain   25

  The vessel in its strength;

She shuddered and paused, like a frighted steed,

  Then leaped her cable’s length.
 

‘Come hither! come hither! my little daughtèr,

  And do not tremble so;   30

For I can weather the roughest gale

  That ever wind did blow.’
 

He wrapped her warm in his seaman’s coat

  Against the stinging blast;

He cut a rope from a broken spar,   35

  And bound her to the mast.
 

‘O father! I hear the church-bells ring,

  Oh say, what may it be?’

‘’Tis a fog-bell on a rock-bound coast!’ — 

  And he steered for the open sea.   40
 

‘O father! I hear the sound of guns,

  Oh say, what may it be?’

‘Some ship in distress, that cannot live

  In such an angry sea!’
 

‘O father. I see a gleaming light,   45

  Oh say, what may it be?’

But the father answered never a word,

  A frozen corpse was he.
 

Lashed to the helm, all stiff and stark,

  With his face turned to the skies,   50

The lantern gleamed through the gleaming snow

  On his fixed and glassy eyes.
 

Then the maiden clasped her hands and prayed

  That savèd she might be;

And she thought of Christ, who stilled the wave,   55

  On the Lake of Galilee.
 

And fast through the midnight dark and drear,

  Through the whistling sleet and snow,

Like a sheeted ghost, the vessel swept

  Tow’rds the reef of Norman’s Woe.   60
 

And ever the fitful gusts between

  A sound came from the land;

It was the sound of the trampling surf

  On the rocks and the hard sea-sand.
 

The breakers were right beneath her bows,   65

  She drifted a dreary wreck,

And a whooping billow swept the crew

  Like icicles from her deck.
 

She struck where the white and fleecy waves

  Looked soft as carded wool,   70

But the cruel rocks, they gored her side

  Like the horns of an angry bull.
 

Her rattling shrouds, all sheathed in ice,

  With the masts went by the board;

Like a vessel of glass, she stove and sank,   75

  Ho! ho! the breakers roared!
 

At daybreak, on the bleak sea-beach,

  A fisherman stood aghast,

To see the form of a maiden fair,

  Lashed close to a drifting mast.   80
 

The salt sea was frozen on her breast,

  The salt tears in her eyes;

And he saw her hair, like the brown seaweed,

  On the billows fall and rise.
 

Such was the wreck of the Hesperus,   85

  In the midnight and the snow!

Christ save us all from a death like this,

  On the reef of Norman’s Woe!
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The Village Blacksmith
 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)
 

UNDER a spreading chestnut-tree

 The village smithy stands;

The smith, a mighty man is he,

 With large and sinewy hands;

And the muscles of his brawny arm   5

 Are strong as iron bands.
 

His hair is crisp, and black, and long,

 His face is like the tan;

His brow is wet with honest sweat,

 He earns whate’er he can,   10

And looks the whole world in the face,

 For he owes not any man.
 

Week in, week out, from morn till night,

 You can hear his bellows blow;

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge,   15

 With measured beat and slow,

Like a sexton ringing the village bell,

 When the evening sun is low.
 

And children coming home from school

 Look in at the open door;   20

They love to see the flaming forge,

 And hear the bellows roar,

And catch the burning sparks that fly,

 Like chaff from a threshing-floor.
 

He goes on Sunday to the church,   25

 And sits among his boys;

He hears the parson pray and preach,

 He hears his daughter’s voice,

Singing in the village choir,

 And it makes his heart rejoice.   30
 

It sounds to him like her mother’s voice,

 Singing in Paradise!

He needs must think of her once more

 How in the grave she lies;

And with his hard, rough hand he wipes   35

 A tear out of his eyes.
 

Toiling, — rejoicing, — sorrowing,

 Onward through life he goes;

Each morning sees some task begin,

 Each evening sees it close;   40

Something attempted, something done.

 Has earned a night’s repose.
 

Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend,

 For the lesson thou hast taught!

Thus at the flaming forge of life   45

 Our fortunes must be wrought;

Thus on its sounding anvil shaped

 Each burning deed and thought.
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Serenade
 

From ‘The Spanish Student’
 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)
 

STARS of the summer night!

  Far in yon azure deeps,

Hide, hide your golden light!

  She sleeps!

My lady sleeps!   5

  Sleeps!
 

Moon of the summer night!

  Far down yon western steeps,

Sink, sink in silver light!

  She sleeps!   10

My lady sleeps!

  Sleeps!
 

Wind of the summer night!

  Where yonder woodbine creeps,

Fold, fold thy pinions light!   15

  She sleeps!

My lady sleeps!

  Sleeps!
 

Dreams of the summer night!

  Tell her, her lover keeps   20

Watch! while in slumbers light

  She sleeps!

My lady sleeps!

  Sleeps!
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The Rainy Day
 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)
 

THE DAY is cold, and dark, and dreary;

It rains, and the wind is never weary;

The vine still clings to the mouldering wall,

But at every gust the dead leaves fall,

  And the day is dark and dreary.   5
 

My life is cold, and dark, and dreary;

It rains, and the wind is never weary;

My thoughts still cling to the mouldering Past,

But the hopes of youth fall thick in the blast,

  And the days are dark and dreary.   10
 

Be still, sad heart! and cease repining;

Behind the clouds is the sun still shining;

Thy fate is the common fate of all,

Into each life some rain must fall,

  Some days must be dark and dreary.   15
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The Day is Done
 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)
 

THE DAY is done, and the darkness

 Falls from the wings of Night,

As a feather is wafted downward

 From an eagle in his flight.
 

I see the lights of the village   5

 Gleam through the rain and the mist,

And a feeling of sadness comes o’er me

 That my soul cannot resist:
 

A feeling of sadness and longing,

 That is not akin to pain,   10

And resembles sorrow only

 As the mist resembles the rain.
 

Come, read to me some poem,

 Some simple and heartfelt lay,

That shall soothe this restless feeling,   15

 And banish the thoughts of day.
 

Not from the grand old masters,

 Not from the bards sublime,

Whose distant footsteps echo

 Through the corridors of Time.   20
 

For, like strains of martial music,

 Their mighty thoughts suggest

Life’s endless toil and endeavor;

 And to-night I long for rest.
 

Read from some humbler poet,   25

 Whose songs gushed from his heart,

As showers from the clouds of summer,

 Or tears from the eyelids start;
 

Who, through long days of labor,

 And nights devoid of ease,   30

Still heard in his soul the music

 Of wonderful melodies.
 

Such songs have power to quiet

 The restless pulse of care,

And come like the benediction   35

 That follows after prayer.
 

Then read from the treasured volume

 The poem of thy choice,

And lend to the rhyme of the poet

 The beauty of thy voice.
  40
 

And the night shall be filled with music,

 And the cares, that infest the day,

Shall fold their tents, like the Arabs,

 And as silently steal away.
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The Bridge
 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)
 

I STOOD on the bridge at midnight,

 As the clocks were striking the hour,

And the moon rose o’er the city,

 Behind the dark church-tower.
 

I saw her bright reflection   5

 In the waters under me,

Like a golden goblet falling

 And sinking into the sea.
 

And far in the hazy distance

 Of that lovely night in June,   10

The blaze of the flaming furnace

 Gleamed redder than the moon.
 

Among the long, black rafters

 The wavering shadows lay,

And the current that came from the ocean   15

 Seemed to lift and bear them away;
 

As, sweeping and eddying through them,

 Rose the belated tide,

And, streaming into the moonlight,

 The seaweed floated wide.   20
 

And like those waters rushing

 Among the wooden piers,

A flood of thoughts came o’er me

 That filled my eyes with tears.
 

How often, oh how often,   25

 In the days that had gone by,

I had stood on that bridge at midnight

 And gazed on that wave and sky!
 

How often, oh how often,

 I had wished that the ebbing tide   30

Would bear me away on its bosom

 O’er the ocean wild and wide!
 

For my heart was hot and restless,

 And my life was full of care,

And the burden laid upon me   35

 Seemed greater than I could bear.
 

But now it has fallen from me,

 It is buried in the sea;

And only the sorrow of others

 Throws its shadow over me,   40
 

Yet whenever I cross the river

 On its bridge with wooden piers,

Like the odor of brine from the ocean

 Comes the thought of other years.
 

And I think how many thousands   45

 Of care-encumbered men,

Each bearing his burden of sorrow,

 Have crossed the bridge since then.
 

I see the long procession

 Still passing to and fro,   50

The young heart hot and restless,

 And the old subdued and slow!
 

And forever and forever,

 As long as the river flows,

As long as the heart has passions,   55

 As long as life has woes;
 

The moon and its broken reflection

 And its shadows shall appear,

As the symbol of love in heaven,

 And its wavering image here.   60
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Resignation
 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)
 

THERE is no flock, however watched and tended,

 But one dead lamb is there!

There is no fireside, howsoe’er defended,

 But has one vacant chair!
 

The air is full of farewells to the dying,   5

 And mournings for the dead;

The heart of Rachel, for her children crying,

 Will not be comforted!
 

Let us be patient! These severe afflictions

 Not from the ground arise,   10

But oftentimes celestial benedictions

 Assume this dark disguise.
 

We see but dimly through the mists and vapors;

 Amid these earthly damps

What seem to us but sad, funereal tapers   15

 May be heaven’s distant lamps.
 

There is no Death! What seems so is transition;

 This life of mortal breath

Is but a suburb of the life elysian,

 Whose portal we call Death.   20
 

She is not dead, — the child of our affection, — 

 But gone unto that school

Where she no longer needs our poor protection,

 And Christ himself doth rule.
 

In that great cloister’s stillness and seclusion,   25

 By guardian angels led,

Safe from temptation, safe from sin’s pollution,

 She lives whom we call dead.
 

Day after day we think what she is doing

 In those bright realms of air;   30

Year after year, her tender steps pursuing,

 Behold her grown more fair.
 

Thus do we walk with her, and keep unbroken,

 The bond which nature gives,

Thinking that our remembrance, though unspoken,   35

 May reach her where she lives.
 

Not as a child shall we again behold her;

 For when with raptures wild

In our embraces we again enfold her,

 She will not be a child;   40
 

But a fair maiden, in her Father’s mansion,

 Clothed with celestial grace;

And beautiful with all the soul’s expansion

 Shall we behold her face.
 

And though at times impetuous with emotion   45

 And anguish long suppressed,

The swelling heart heaves moaning like the ocean,

 That cannot be at rest, — 
 

We will be patient, and assuage the feeling

 We may not wholly stay;   50

By silence sanctifying, not concealing,

 The grief that must have way.
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Children
 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)
 

COME to me, O ye children!

 For I hear you at your play,

And the questions that perplexed me

 Have vanished quite away.
 

Ye open the eastern windows,   5

 That look towards the sun,

Where thoughts are singing swallows

 And the brooks of morning run.
 

In your hearts are the birds and the sunshine,

 In your thoughts the brooklet’s flow,   10

But in mine is the wind of Autumn

 And the first fall of the snow.
 

Ah! what would the world be to us

 If the children were no more?

We should dread the desert behind us   15

 Worse than the dark before.
 

What the leaves are to the forest,

 With light and air for food,

Ere their sweet and tender juices

 Have been hardened into wood, — 20
 

That to the world are children;

 Through them it feels the glow

Of a brighter and sunnier climate

 Than reaches the trunks below.
 

Come to me, O ye children!   25

 And whisper in my ear

What the birds and the winds are singing

 In your sunny atmosphere.
 

For what are all our contrivings,

 And the wisdom of our books,   30

When compared with your caresses,

 And the gladness of your looks?
 

Ye are better than all the ballads

 That ever were sung or said;

For ye are living poems,   35

 And all the rest are dead.
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The Building of the Ship
 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)
 

‘BUILD me straight, O worthy Master!

 Stanch and strong, a goodly vessel,

That shall laugh at all disaster,

 And with wave and whirlwind wrestle!’
 

The merchant’s word   5

Delighted the Master heard;

For his heart was in his work, and the heart

Giveth grace unto every Art.

A quiet smile played round his lips,

As the eddies and dimples of the tide   10

Play round the bows of ships

That steadily at anchor ride.

And with a voice that was full of glee,

He answered, ‘Erelong we will launch

A vessel as goodly, and strong, and stanch,   15

As ever weathered a wintry sea!’

And first with nicest skill and art,

Perfect and finished in every part,

A little model the Master wrought,

Which should be to the larger plan   20

What the child is to the man,

Its counterpart in miniature;

That with a hand more swift and sure

The greater labor might be brought

To answer to his inward thought.   25

And as he labored, his mind ran o’er

The various ships that were built of yore,

And above them all, and strangest of all

Towered the Great Harry, crank and tall,

Whose picture was hanging on the wall,   30

With bows and stern raised high in air,

And balconies hanging here and there,

And signal lanterns and flags afloat,

And eight round towers, like those that frown

From some old castle, looking down   35

Upon the drawbridge and the moat.

And he said with a smile, ‘Our ship, I wis,

Shall be of another form than this!’

It was of another form, indeed;

Built for freight, and yet for speed,   40

A beautiful and gallant craft;

Broad in the beam, that the stress of the blast,

Pressing down upon sail and mast,

Might not the sharp bows overwhelm;

Broad in the beam, but sloping aft   45

With graceful curve and slow degrees,

That she might be docile to the helm,

And that the currents of parted seas,

Closing behind, with mighty force,

Might aid and not impede her course.   50
 

In the ship-yard stood the Master,

With the model of the vessel,

That should laugh at all disaster,

And with wave and whirlwind wrestle!
 

Covering many a rood of ground,   55

Lay the timber piled around;

Timber of chestnut, and elm, and oak,

And scattered here and there, with these,

The knarred and crooked cedar knees;

Brought from regions far away,   60

From Pascagoula’s sunny bay,

And the banks of the roaring Roanoke!

Ah! what a wondrous thing it is

To note how many wheels of toil

One thought, one word, can set in motion!   65

There’s not a ship that sails the ocean,

But every climate, every soil,

Must bring its tribute, great or small,

And help to build the wooden wall!
 

The sun was rising o’er the sea,   70

And long the level shadows lay,

As if they, too, the beams would be

Of some great, airy argosy,

Framed and launched in a single day.

That silent architect, the sun,   75

Had hewn and laid them every one,

Ere the work of man was yet begun.

Beside the Master, when he spoke,

A youth, against an anchor leaning,

Listened, to catch his slightest meaning,   80

Only the long waves, as they broke

In ripples on the pebbly beach,

Interrupted the old man’s speech.
 

Beautiful they were, in sooth,

The old man and the fiery youth!   85

The old man, in whose busy brain

Many a ship that sailed the main

Was modelled o’er and o’er again;

The fiery youth, who was to be

The heir of his dexterity,   90

The heir of his house, and his daughter’s hand

When he had built and launched from land

What the elder head had planned.
 

‘Thus,’ said he, ‘will we build this ship!

Lay square the blocks upon the slip,   95

And follow well this plan of mine.

Choose the timbers with greatest care;

Of all that is unsound beware;

For only what is sound and strong

To this vessel shall belong.   100

Cedar of Maine and Georgia pine

Here together shall combine.

A goodly frame, and a goodly fame,

And the UNION be her name!

For the day that gives her to the sea   105

Shall give my daughter unto thee!’
 

The Master’s word

Enraptured the young man heard;

And as he turned his face aside,

With a look of joy and a thrill of pride   110

Standing before

Her father’s door,

He saw the form of his promised bride.

The sun shone on her golden hair,

And her cheek was glowing fresh and fair,   115

With the breath of morn and the soft sea air.

Like a beauteous barge was she,

Still at rest on the sandy beach,

Just beyond the billow’s reach;

But he   120

Was the restless, seething, stormy sea!

Ah, how skilful grows the hand

That obeyeth Love’s command!

It is the heart, and not the brain,

That to the highest doth attain,   125

And he who followeth Love’s behest

Far excelleth all the rest!
 

Thus with the rising of the sun

Was the noble task begun,

And soon throughout the ship-yard’s bounds   130

Were heard the intermingled sounds

Of axes and of mallets, plied

With vigorous arms on every side;

Plied so deftly and so well,

That, ere the shadows of evening fell,   135

The keel of oak for a noble ship,

Scarfed and bolted, straight and strong,

Was lying ready, and stretched along

The blocks, well placed upon the slip.

Happy, thrice happy, every one   140

Who sees his labor well begun,

And not perplexed and multiplied,

By idly waiting for time and tide!
 

And when the hot, long day was o’er,

The young man at the Master’s door   145

Sat with the maiden calm and still,

And within the porch, a little more

Removed beyond the evening chill,

The father sat, and told them tales

Of wrecks in the great September gales,   150

Of pirates coasting the Spanish Main,

And ships that never came back again,

The chance and change of a sailor’s life,

Want and plenty, rest and strife,

His roving fancy, like the wind,   155

That nothing can stay and nothing can bind,

And the magic charm of foreign lands,

With shadows of palms, and shining sands,

Where the tumbling surf,

O’er the coral reefs of Madagascar,   160

Washes the feet of the swarthy Lascar,

As he lies alone and asleep on the turf.
 

And the trembling maiden held her breath

At the tales of that awful, pitiless sea,

With all its terror and mystery,   165

The dim, dark sea, so like unto Death,

That divides and yet unites mankind!

And whenever the old man paused, a gleam

From the bowl of his pipe would awhile illume

The silent group in the twilight gloom,   170

And thoughtful faces, as in a dream;

And for a moment one might mark

What had been hidden by the dark,

That the head of the maiden lay at rest,

Tenderly, on the young man’s breast!   175

Day by day the vessel grew,

With timbers fashioned strong and true,

Stemson and keelson and sternson-knee,

Till, framed with perfect symmetry,

A skeleton ship rose up to view!   180

And around the bows and along the side

The heavy hammers and mallets plied,

Till after many a week, at length,

Wonderful for form and strength,

Sublime in its enormous bulk,   185

Loomed aloft the shadowy hulk!

And around it columns of smoke, upwreathing,

Rose from the boiling, bubbling, seething

Caldron, that glowed,

And overflowed   190

With the black tar, heated for the sheathing.

And amid the clamors

Of clattering hammers,

He who listened heard now and then

The song of the Master and his men: — 195
 

‘Build me straight, O worthy Master,

 Stanch and strong, a goodly vessel,

That shall laugh at all disaster,

 And with wave and whirlwind wrestle!’
 

With oaken brace and copper band,   200

Lay the rudder on the sand,

That, like a thought, should have control

Over the movement of the whole;

And near it the anchor, whose giant hand

Would reach down and grapple with the land,   205

And immovable and fast

Hold the great ship against the bellowing blast!

And at the bows an image stood,

By a cunning artist carved in wood,

With robes of white, that far behind   210

Seemed to be fluttering in the wind.

It was not shaped in a classic mould,

Not like a Nymph or Goddess of old,

Or Naiad rising from the water,

But modelled from the Master’s daughter!   215

On many a dreary and misty night,

‘T will be seen by the rays of the signal light,

Speeding along through the rain and the dark,

Like a ghost in its snow-white sark,

The pilot of some phantom bark,   220

Guiding the vessel, in its flight,

By a path none other knows aright!
 

Behold, at last,

Each tall and tapering mast

Is swung into its place;   225

Shrouds and stays

Holding it firm and fast!
 

Long ago,

In the deer-haunted forests of Maine,

When upon mountain and plain   230

Lay the snow,

They fell, — those lordly pines!

Those grand, majestic pines!

‘Mid shouts and cheers

The jaded steers,   235

Panting beneath the goad,

Dragged down the weary, winding road

Those captive kings so straight and tall,

To be shorn of their streaming hair,

And naked and bare,   240

To feel the stress and the strain

Of the wind and the reeling main,

whose roar

Would remind them forevermore

Of their native forests they should not see again.   245

And everywhere

The slender, graceful spars

Poise aloft in the air,

And at the mast-head,

White, blue, and red,   250

A flag unrolls the stripes and stars.

Ah! when the wanderer, lonely, friendless,

In foreign harbors shall behold

That flag unrolled,

‘T will be as a friendly hand   255

Stretched out from his native land,

Filling his heart with memories sweet and endless!
 

All is finished! and at length

Has come the bridal day

Of beauty and of strength.   260

To-day the vessel shall be launched!

With fleecy clouds the sky is blanched,

And o’er the bay,

Slowly, in all his splendors dight,

The great sun rises to behold the sight.   265

The ocean old,

Centuries old,

Strong as youth, and as uncontrolled,

Paces restless to and fro,

Up and down the sands of gold.   270

His beating heart is not at rest;

And far and wide,

With ceaseless flow,

His beard of snow

Heaves with the heaving of his breast.   275

He waits impatient for his bride.

There she stands,

With her foot upon the sands,

Decked with flags and streamers gay,

In honor of her marriage day,   280

Her snow-white signals fluttering, blending,

Round her like a veil descending,

Ready to be

The bride of the gray old sea.
 

On the deck another bride   285

Is standing by her lover’s side.

Shadows from the flags and shrouds,

Like the shadows cast by clouds,

Broken by many a sudden fleck,

Fall around them on the deck.   290

The prayer is said,

The service read,

The joyous bridegroom bows his head;

And in tears the good old Master

Shakes the brown hand of his son,   295

Kisses his daughter’s glowing cheek

In silence, for he cannot speak,

And ever faster

Down his own the tears begin to run.

The worthy pastor — 300

The shepherd of that wandering flock,

That has the ocean for its wold,

That has the vessel for its fold,

Leaping ever from rock to rock — 

Spake, with accents mild and clear,   305

Words of warning, words of cheer,

But tedious to the bridegroom’s ear.

He knew the chart

Of the sailor’s heart,

All its pleasures and its griefs,   310

All its shallows and rocky reefs,

All those secret currents, that flow

With such resistless undertow,

And lift and drift, with terrible force,

The will from its moorings and its course.   315

Therefore he spake, and thus said he: — 

‘Like unto ships far off at sea,

Outward or homeward bound, are we.

Before, behind, and all around,

Floats and swings the horizon’s bound,   320

Seems at its distant rim to rise

And climb the crystal wall of the skies,

And then again to turn and sink,

As if we could slide from its outer brink.

Ah! it is not the sea,   325

It is not the sea that sinks and shelves,

But ourselves

That rock and rise

With endless and uneasy motion,

Now touching the very skies,   330

Now sinking into the depths of ocean.

Ah! if our souls but poise and swing

Like the compass in its brazen ring,

Ever level and ever true

To the toil and the task we have to do,   335

We shall sail securely, and safely reach

The Fortunate Isles, on whose shining beach

The sights we see, and the sounds we hear,

Will be those of joy and not of fear!’
 

Then the Master,   340

With a gesture of command,

Waved his hand;

And at the word,

Loud and sudden there was heard,

All around them and below,   345

The sound of hammers, blow on blow,

Knocking away the shores and spurs.

And see! she stirs!

She starts, — she moves, — she seems to feel

The thrill of life along her keel,   350

And, spurning with her foot the ground,

With one exulting, joyous bound,

She leaps into the ocean’s arms!

And lo! from the assembled crowd

There rose a shout, prolonged and loud,   355

That to the ocean seemed to say,

‘Take her, O bridegroom, old and gray,

With all her youth and all her charms!’
 

How beautiful she is! How fair

She lies within those arms, that press   360

Her form with many a soft caress

Of tenderness and watchful care!

Sail forth into the sea, O ship!

Through wind and wave, right onward steer!

The moistened eye, the trembling lip,   365

Are not the signs of doubt or fear.

Sail forth into the sea of life,

O gentle, loving, trusting wife,

And safe from all adversity

Upon the bosom of that sea   370

Thy comings and thy goings be!

For gentleness and love and trust

Prevail o’er angry wave and gust;

And in the wreck of noble lives

Something immortal still survives!   375
 

Thou, too, sail on, O Ship of State!

Sail on, O UNION, strong and great!

Humanity with all its fears,

With all the hopes of future years,

Is hanging breathless on thy fate!   380

We know what Master laid thy keel,

What Workmen wrought thy ribs of steel,

Who made each mast, and sail, and rope,

What anvils rang, what hammers beat,

In what a forge and what a heat   385

Were shaped the anchors of thy hope!

Fear not each sudden sound and shock,

’Tis of the wave and not the rock;

’Tis but the flapping of the sail,

And not a rent made by the gale!   390

In spite of rock and tempest’s roar,

In spite of false lights on the shore,

Sail on, nor fear to breast the sea!

Our hearts, our hopes, are all with thee,

Our hearts, our hopes, our prayers, our tears,   395

Our faith triumphant o’er our fears,

Are all with thee, — are all with thee!
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








My Lost Youth
 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)
 

OFTEN I think of the beautiful town

 That is seated by the sea;

Often in thought go up and down

The pleasant streets of that dear old town,

 And my youth comes back to me.   5

  And a verse of a Lapland song

  Is haunting my memory still

  ‘A boy’s will is the wind’s will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’
 

I can see the shadowy lines of its trees,   10

 And catch, in sudden gleams,

The sheen of the far-surrounding seas,

And islands that were the Hesperides

 Of all my boyish dreams.

  And the burden of that old song,   15

  It murmurs and whispers still:

  ‘A boy’s will is the wind’s will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’
 

I remember the black wharves and the slips,

 And the sea-tides tossing free;   20

And the Spanish sailors with bearded lips,

And the beauty and mystery of the ships,

 And the magic of the sea.

  And the voice of that wayward song

  Is singing and saying still:   25

  ‘A boy’s will is the wind’s will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’
 

I remember the bulwarks by the shore,

 And the fort upon the hill;

The sunrise gun, with its hollow roar,   30

The drum-beat repeated o’er and o’er,

 And the bugle wild and shrill.

  And the music of that old song

  Throbs in my memory still:

  ‘A boy’s will is the wind’s will,   35

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’
 

I remember the sea-fight far away,

 How it thundered o’er the tide!

And the dead captains, as they lay

In their graves, o’erlooking the tranquil bay   40

 Where they in battle died.

  And the sound of that mournful song

  Goes through me with a thrill:

  ‘A boy’s will is the wind’s will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’   45
 

I can see the breezy dome of groves,

 The shadows of Deering’s Woods;

And the friendship old and the early loves

Come back with a Sabbath sound, as of doves

 In quiet neighborhoods.   50

  And the verse of that sweet old song,

  It flutters and murmurs still:

  ‘A boy’s will is the wind’s will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’
 

I remember the gleams and glooms that dart   55

 Across the school-boy’s brain;

The song and the silence in the heart,

That in part are prophecies, and in part

 Are longings wild and vain.

  And the voice of that fitful song   60

  Sings on, and is never still:

  ‘A boy’s will is the wind’s will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’
 

There are things of which I may not speak;

 There are dreams that cannot die;   65

There are thoughts that make the strong heart weak,

And bring a pallor into the cheek,

 And a mist before the eye.

  And the words of that fatal song

  Come over me like a chill:   70

  ‘A boy’s will is the wind’s will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’
 

Strange to me now are the forms I meet

 When I visit the dear old town;

But the native air is pure and sweet,   75

And the trees that o’ershadow each well-known street,

 As they balance up and down,

  Are singing the beautiful song,

  Are sighing and whispering still:

  ‘A boy’s will is the wind’s will,   80

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’
 

And Deering’s Woods are fresh and fair,

 And with joy that is almost pain

My heart goes back to wander there,

And among the dreams of the days that were,   85

 I find my lost youth again.

  And the strange and beautiful song,

  The groves are repeating it still:

  ‘A boy’s will is the wind’s will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’   90
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The Fiftieth Birthday of Agassiz
 

May 28, 1857
 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)
 

IT was fifty years ago

 In the pleasant month of May,

In the beautiful Pays de Vaud,

 A child in its cradle lay.
 

And Nature, the old nurse, took   5

 The child upon her knee,

Saying: ‘Here is a story-book

 Thy Father has written for thee.’
 

‘Come, wander with me,’ she said,

 ‘Into regions yet untrod;   10

And read what is still unread

 In the manuscripts of God.’
 

And he wandered away and away

 With Nature, the dear old nurse,

Who sang to him night and day   15

 The rhymes of the universe.
 

And whenever the way seemed long,

 Or his heart began to fail,

She would sing a more wonderful song,

 Or tell a more marvellous tale.   20
 

So she keeps him still a child,

 And will not let him go,

Though at times his heart beats wild

 For the beautiful Pays de Vaud;
 

Though at times he hears in his dreams   25

 The Ranz des Vaches of old,

And the rush of mountain streams

 From glaciers clear and cold;
 

And the mother at home says, ‘Hark!

 For his voice I listen and yearn;   30

It is growing late and dark,

 And my boy does not return!’
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The Children’s Hour
 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)
 

BETWEEN the dark and the daylight,

 When the night is beginning to lower,

Comes a pause in the day’s occupations,

 That is known as the Children’s Hour.
 

I hear in the chamber above me   5

 The patter of little feet,

The sound of a door that is opened,

 And voices soft and sweet.
 

From my study I see in the lamplight,

 Descending the broad hall stair,   10

Grave Alice, and laughing Allegra,

 And Edith with golden hair.
 

A whisper, and then a silence:

 Yet I know by their merry eyes

They are plotting and planning together   15

 To take me by surprise.
 

A sudden rush from the stairway,

 A sudden raid from the hall!

By three doors left unguarded

 They enter my castle wall!   20
 

They climb up into my turret

 O’er the arms and back of my chair;

If I try to escape, they surround me;

 They seem to be everywhere.
 

They almost devour me with kisses,   25

 Their arms about me entwine,

Till I think of the Bishop of Bingen

 In his Mouse-Tower on the Rhine!
 

Do you think, O blue-eyed banditti,

 Because you have scaled the wall,   30

Such an old mustache as I am

 Is not a match for you all!
 

I have you fast in my fortress,

 And will not let you depart,

But put you down into the dungeon   35

 In the round-tower of my heart.
 

And there will I keep you forever,

 Yes, forever and a day,

Till the walls shall crumble to ruin,

 And moulder in dust away!   40
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Paul Revere’s Ride
 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)
 

LISTEN, my children, and you shall hear

Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere,

On the eighteenth of April, in Seventy-five;

Hardly a man is now alive

Who remembers that famous day and year.   5

He said to his friend, ‘If the British march

By land or sea from the town to-night,

Hang a lantern aloft in the belfry arch

Of the North Church tower as a signal light, — 

One, if by land, and two, if by sea;   10

And I on the opposite shore will be,

Ready to ride and spread the alarm

Through every Middlesex village and farm,

For the country folk to be up and to arm.’
 

Then he said, ‘Good-night!’ and with muffled oar   15

Silently rowed to the Charlestown shore,

Just as the moon rose over the bay,

Where swinging wide at her moorings lay

The Somerset, British man-of-war;

A phantom ship, with each mast and spar   20

Across the moon like a prison bar,

And a huge black hulk, that was magnified

By its own reflection in the tide.
 

Meanwhile, his friend, through alley and street,

Wanders and watches with eager ears,   25

Till in the silence around him he hears

The muster of men at the barrack door,

The sound of arms, and the tramp of feet,

And the measured tread of the grenadiers,

Marching down to their boats on the shore.   30
 

Then he climbed the tower of the Old North Church,

By the wooden stairs, with stealthy tread,

To the belfry-chamber overhead,

And startled the pigeons from their perch

On the sombre rafters, that round him made   35

Masses and moving shapes of shade, — 

By the trembling ladder, steep and tall,

To the highest window in the wall,

Where he paused to listen and look down

A moment on the roofs of the town,   40

And the moonlight flowing over all.
 

Beneath, in the churchyard, lay the dead,

In their night-encampment on the hill,

Wrapped in silence so deep and still

That he could hear, like a sentinel’s tread,   45

The watchful night-wind, as it went

Creeping along from tent to tent,

And seeming to whisper, ‘All is well!’

A moment only he feels the spell

Of the place and the hour, and the secret dread   50

Of the lonely belfry and the dead;

For suddenly all his thoughts are bent

On a shadowy something far away,

Where the river widens to meet the bay, — 

A line of black that bends and floats   55

On the rising tide, like a bridge of boats.
 

Meanwhile, impatient to mount and ride,

Booted and spurred, with a heavy stride

On the opposite shore walked Paul Revere.

Now he patted his horse’s side,   60

Now gazed at the landscape far and near,

Then, impetuous, stamped the earth,

And turned and tightened his saddle-girth;

But mostly he watched with eager search

The belfry-tower of the Old North Church,   65

As it rose above the graves on the hill,

Lonely and spectral and sombre and still.

And lo! as he looks, on the belfry’s height

A glimmer, and then a gleam of light!

He springs to the saddle, the bridle he turns,   70

But lingers and gazes, till full on his sight

A second lamp in the belfry burns!
 

A hurry of hoofs in a village street,

A shape in the moonlight, a bulk in the dark,

And beneath, from the pebbles, in passing, a spark   75

Struck out by a steed flying fearless and fleet;

That was all! And yet, through the gloom and the light,

The fate of a nation was riding that night;

And the spark struck out by that steed, in his flight,

Kindled the land into flame with its heat.   80
 

He has left the village and mounted the steep,

And beneath him, tranquil and broad and deep,

Is the Mystic, meeting the ocean tides;

And under the alders that skirt its edge,

Now soft on the sand, now loud on the ledge,   85

Is heard the tramp of his steed as he rides.
 

It was twelve by the village clock,

When he crossed the bridge into Medford town.

He heard the crowing of the cock,

And the barking of the farmer’s dog,   90

And felt the damp of the river fog,

That rises after the sun goes down.
 

It was one by the village clock,

When he galloped into Lexington.

He saw the gilded weathercock   95

Swim in the moonlight as he passed,

And the meeting-house windows, blank and bare,

Gaze at him with a spectral glare,

As if they already stood aghast

At the bloody work they would look upon.   100
 

It was two by the village clock,

When he came to the bridge in Concord town.

He heard the bleating of the flock,

And the twitter of birds among the trees,

And felt the breath of the morning breeze   105

Blowing over the meadows brown.

And one was safe and asleep in his bed.

Who at the bridge would be first to fall,

Who that day would be lying dead,

Pierced by a British musket-ball.   110
 

You know the rest. In the books you have read,

How the British Regulars fired and fled, — 

How the farmers gave them ball for ball,

From behind each fence and farm-yard wall,

Chasing the red-coats down the lane,   115

Then crossing the fields to emerge again

Under the trees at the turn of the road,

And only pausing to fire and load.
 

So through the night rode Paul Revere;

And so through the night went his cry of alarm   120

To every Middlesex village and farm, — 

A cry of defiance and not of fear,

A voice in the darkness, a knock at the door

And a word that shall echo forevermore!

For, borne on the night-wind of the Past,   125

Through all our history, to the last,

In the hour of darkness and peril and need,

The people will waken and listen to hear

The hurrying hoof-beats of that steed,

And the midnight message of Paul Revere.   130
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Killed at the Ford
 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)
 

HE is dead, the beautiful youth,

The heart of honor, the tongue of truth,

He, the life and light of us all,

Whose voice was blithe as a bugle-call,

Whom all eyes followed with one consent,   5

The cheer of whose laugh, and whose pleasant word,

Hushed all murmurs of discontent.
 

Only last night, as we rode along,

Down the dark of the mountain gap,

To visit the picket-guard at the ford,   10

Little dreaming of any mishap,

He was humming the words of some old song:

‘Two red roses he had on his cap

And another he bore at the point of his sword.’
 

Sudden and swift a whistling ball   15

Came out of a wood, and the voice was still;

Something I heard in the darkness fall,

And for a moment my blood grew chill;

I spake in a whisper, as he who speaks

In a room where some one is lying dead;   20

But he made no answer to what I said.
 

We lifted him up to his saddle again,

And through the mire and the mist and the rain

Carried him back to the silent camp,

And laid him as if asleep on his bed;   25

And I saw by the light of the surgeon’s lamp

Two white roses upon his cheeks,

And one, just over his heart, blood-red!
 

And I saw in a vision how far and fleet

That fatal bullet went speeding forth,   30

Till it reached a town in the distant North,

Till it reached a house in a sunny street,

Till it reached a heart that ceased to beat,

Without a murmur, without a cry;

And a bell was tolled, in that far-off town,   35

For one who had passed from cross to crown

And the neighbors wondered that she should die.
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Evangeline
 

A Tale of Acadie
 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)
 

THIS is the forest primeval. The murmuring pines and the hemlocks,

Bearded with moss, and in garments green, indistinct in the twilight,

Stand like Druids of eld, with voices sad and prophetic,

Stand like harpers hoar, with beards that rest on their bosoms.

Loud from its rocky caverns, the deep-voiced neighboring ocean   5

Speaks, and in accents disconsolate answers the wail of the forest.
 

 This is the forest primeval; but where are the hearts that beneath it

Leaped like the roe, when he hears in the woodland the voice of the huntsman?

Where is the thatch-roofed village, the home of Acadian farmers, — 

Men whose lives glided on like rivers that water the woodlands,   10

Darkened by shadows of earth, but reflecting an image of heaven?

Waste are those pleasant farms, and the farmers forever departed!

Scattered like dust and leaves, when the mighty blasts of October

Seize them, and whirl them aloft, and sprinkle them far o’er the ocean.

Naught but tradition remains of the beautiful village of Grand-Pré.   15
 

 Ye who believe in affection that hopes, and endures, and is patient,

Ye who believe in the beauty and strength of woman’s devotion,

List to the mournful tradition, still sung by the pines of the forest;

List to a Tale of Love in Acadie, home of the happy.
 

PART THE FIRST
 

I
 

IN the Acadian land, on the shores of the Basin of Minas,   20

Distant, secluded, still, the little village of Grand-Pré

Lay in the fruitful valley. Vast meadows stretched to the eastward,

Giving the village its name, and pasture to flocks without number.

Dikes, that the hands of the farmers had raised with labor incessant,

Shut out the turbulent tides; but at stated seasons the flood-gates   25

Opened, and welcomed the sea to wander at will o’er the meadows.

West and south there were fields of flax, and orchards and cornfields

Spreading afar and unfenced o’er the plain; and away to the northward

Blomidon rose, and the forests old, and aloft on the mountains

Sea-fogs pitched their tents, and mists from the mighty Atlantic   30

Looked on the happy valley, but ne’er from their station descended.

There, in the midst of its farms, reposed the Acadian village.

Strongly built were the houses, with frames of oak and of hemlock,

Such as the peasants of Normandy built in the reign of the Henries.

Thatched were the roofs, with dormer-windows; and gables projecting   35

Over the basement below protected and shaded the doorway.

There in the tranquil evenings of summer, when brightly the sunset

Lighted the village street, and gilded the vanes on the chimneys,

Matrons and maidens sat in snow-white caps and in kirtles

Scarlet and blue and green, with distaffs spinning the golden   40

Flax for the gossiping looms, whose noisy shuttles within doors

Mingled their sounds with the whir of the wheels and the songs of the maidens.

Solemnly down the street came the parish priest, and the children

Paused in their play to kiss the hand he extended to bless them.

Reverend walked he among them; and up rose matrons and maidens,   45

Hailing his slow approach with words of affectionate welcome.

Then came the laborers home from the field, and serenely the sun sank

Down to his rest, and twilight prevailed. Anon from the belfry

Softly the Angelus sounded, and over the roofs of the village

Columns of pale blue smoke, like clouds of incense ascending,   50

Rose from a hundred hearths, the homes of peace and contentment.

Thus dwelt together in love these simple Acadian farmers, — 

Dwelt in the love of God and of man. Alike were they free from

Fear, that reigns with the tyrant, and envy, the vice of republics.

Neither locks had they to their doors, nor bars to their windows;   55

But their dwellings were open as day and the hearts of the owners;

There the richest was poor, and the poorest lived in abundance.
 

 Somewhat apart from the village, and nearer the Basin of Minas,

Benedict Bellefontaine, the wealthiest farmer of Grand-Pré,

Dwelt on his goodly acres; and with him, directing his household,   60

Gentle Evangeline lived, his child, and the pride of the village.

Stalwart and stately in form was the man of seventy winters;

Hearty and hale was he, an oak that is covered with snowflakes;

White as the snow were his locks, and his cheeks as brown as the oak-leaves.

Fair was she to behold, that maiden of seventeen summers.   65

Black were her eyes as the berry that grows on the thorn by the wayside,

Black, yet how softly they gleamed beneath the brown shade of her tresses!

Sweet was her breath as the breath of kine that feed in the meadows.

When in the harvest heat she bore to the reapers at noontide

Flagons of home-brewed ale, ah! fair in sooth was the maiden.   70

Fairer was she when, on Sunday morn, while the bell from its turret

Sprinkled with holy sounds the air, as the priest with his hyssop

Sprinkles the congregation, and scatters blessings upon them,

Down the long street she passed, with her chaplet of beads and her missal,

Wearing her Norman cap, and her kirtle of blue, and the ear-rings,   75

Brought in the olden time from France, and since, as an heirloom,

Handed down from mother to child, through long generations.

But a celestial brightness — a more ethereal beauty — 

Shone on her face and encircled her form, when, after confession,

Homeward serenely she walked with God’s benediction upon her.   80

When she had passed, it seemed like the ceasing of exquisite music.
 

 Firmly builded with rafters of oak, the house of the farmer

Stood on the side of a hill commanding the sea; and a shady

Sycamore grew by the door, with a woodbine wreathing around it.

Rudely carved was the porch, with seats beneath; and a footpath   85

Led through an orchard wide, and disappeared in the meadow.

Under the sycamore-tree were hives overhung by a penthouse,

Such as the traveller sees in regions remote by the roadside,

Built o’er a box for the poor, or the blessed image of Mary.

Farther down, on the slope of the hill, was the well with its moss-grown   90

Bucket, fastened with iron, and near it a trough for the horses.

Shielding the house from storms, on the north, were the barns and the farmyard.

There stood the broad-wheeled wains and the antique ploughs and the harrows;

There were the folds for the sheep; and there, in his feathered seraglio,

Strutted the lordly turkey, and crowed the cock, with the selfsame   95

Voice that in ages of old had startled the penitent Peter.

Bursting with hay were the barns, themselves a village. In each one

Far o’er the gable projected a roof of thatch; and a staircase,

Under the sheltering eaves, led up to the odorous cornloft.

There too the dove-cot stood, with its meek and innocent inmates   100

Murmuring ever of love; while above in the variant breezes

Numberless noisy weathercocks rattled and sang of mutation.
 

 Thus, at peace with God and the world, the farmer of Grand-Pré

Lived on his sunny farm, and Evangeline governed his household.

Many a youth, as he knelt in church and opened his missal,   105

Fixed his eyes upon her as the saint of his deepest devotion;

Happy was he who might touch her hand or the hem of her garment!

Many a suitor came to her door, by the darkness befriended,

And, as he knocked and waited to hear the sound of her footsteps,

Knew not which beat the louder, his heart or the knocker of iron;   110

Or at the joyous feast of the Patron Saint of the village,

Bolder grew, and pressed her hand in the dance as he whispered

Hurried words of love, that seemed a part of the music.

But, among all who came, young Gabriel only was welcome;

Gabriel Lajeunesse, the son of Basil the blacksmith,   115

Who was a mighty man in the village, and honored of all men;

For, since the birth of time, throughout all ages and nations,

Has the craft of the smith been held in repute by the people.

Basil was Benedict’s friend. Their children from earliest childhood

Grew up together as brother and sister; and Father Felician,   120

Priest and pedagogue both in the village, had taught them their letters

Out of the self-same book, with the hymns of the church and the plain-song.

But when the hymn was sung, and the daily lesson completed,

Swiftly they hurried away to the forge of Basil the blacksmith.

There at the door they stood, with wondering eyes to behold him   125

Take in his leathern lap the hoof of the horse as a plaything,

Nailing the shoe in its place; while near him the tire of the cart-wheel

Lay like a fiery snake, coiled round in a circle of cinders.

Oft on autumnal eves, when without in the gathering darkness

Bursting with light seemed the smithy, through every cranny and crevice,   130

Warm by the forge within they watched the laboring bellows,

And as its panting ceased, and the sparks expired in the ashes,

Merrily laughed, and said they were nuns going into the chapel.

Oft on sledges in winter, as swift as the swoop of the eagle,

Down the hillside bounding, they glided away o’er the meadow.   135

Oft in the barns they climbed to the populous nests on the rafters,

Seeking with eager eyes that wondrous stone, which the swallow

Brings from the shore of the sea to restore the sight of its fledglings;

Lucky was he who found that stone in the nest of the swallow!

Thus passed a few swift years, and they no longer were children.   140

He was a valiant youth, and his face, like the face of the morning,

Gladdened the earth with its light, and ripened thought into action.

She was a woman now, with the heart and hopes of a woman.

‘Sunshine of Saint Eulalie’ was she called; for that was the sunshine

Which, as the farmers believed, would load their orchards with apples;   145

She, too, would bring to her husband’s house delight and abundance,

Filling it with love and the ruddy faces of children.
 

II
 

Now had the season returned, when the nights grow colder and longer,

And the retreating sun the sign of the Scorpion enters.

Birds of passage sailed through the leaden air, from the ice-bound,   150

Desolate northern bays to the shores of tropical islands.

Harvests were gathered in; and wild with the winds of September

Wrestled the trees of the forest, as Jacob of old with the angel.

All the signs foretold a winter long and inclement.

Bees, with prophetic instinct of want, had hoarded their honey   155

Till the hives overflowed; and the Indian hunters asserted

Cold would the winter be, for thick was the fur of the foxes.

Such was the advent of autumn. Then followed that beautiful season,

Called by the pious Acadian peasants the Summer of All-Saints!

Filled was the air with a dreamy and magical light; and the landscape   160

Lay as if new-created in all the freshness of childhood.

Peace seemed to reign upon earth, and the restless heart of the ocean

Was for a moment consoled. All sounds were in harmony blended.

Voices of children at play, the crowing of cocks in the farm-yards,

Whir of wings in the drowsy air, and the cooing of pigeons,   165

All were subdued and low as the murmurs of love, and the great sun

Looked with the eye of love through the golden vapors around him;

While arrayed in its robes of russet and scarlet and yellow,

Bright with the sheen of the dew, each glittering tree of the forest

Flashed like the plane-tree the Persian adorned with mantles and jewels.   170
 

 Now recommenced the reign of rest and affection and stillness.

Day with its burden and heat had departed, and twilight descending

Brought back the evening star to the sky, and the herds to the homestead.

Pawing the ground they came, and resting their necks on each other,

And with their nostrils distended inhaling the freshness of evening.   175

Foremost, bearing the bell, Evangeline’s beautiful heifer,

Proud of her snow-white hide, and the ribbon that waved from her collar,

Quietly paced and slow, as if conscious of human affection.

Then came the shepherd back with his bleating flocks from the seaside,

Where was their favorite pasture. Behind them followed the watch-dog,   180

Patient, full of importance, and grand in the pride of his instinct,

Walking from side to side with a lordly air, and superbly

Waving his bushy tail, and urging forward the stragglers;

Regent of flocks was he when the shepherd slept; their protector,

When from the forest at night, through the starry silence the wolves howled.   185

Late, with the rising moon, returned the wains from the marshes,

Laden with briny hay, that filled the air with its odor.

Cheerily neighed the steeds, with dew on their manes and their fetlocks,

While aloft on their shoulders the wooden and ponderous saddles,

Painted with brilliant dyes, and adorned with tassels of crimson,   190

Nodded in bright array, like hollyhocks heavy with blossoms.

Patiently stood the cows meanwhile, and yielded their udders

Unto the milkmaid’s hand; whilst loud and in regular cadence

Into the sounding pails the foaming streamlets descended.

Lowing of cattle and peals of laughter were heard in the farm-yard,   195

Echoed back by the barns. Anon they sank into stillness;

Heavily closed, with a jarring sound, the valves of the barn-doors,

Rattled the wooden bars, and all for a season was silent.
 

 In-doors, warm by the wide-mouthed fireplace, idly the farmer

Sat in his elbow-chair and watched how the flames and the smoke-wreaths   200

Struggled together like foes in a burning city. Behind him,

Nodding and mocking along the wall, with gestures fantastic,

Darted his own huge shadow, and vanished away into darkness.

Faces, clumsily carved in oak, on the back of his arm-chair

Laughed in the flickering light; and the pewter plates on the dresser   205

Caught and reflected the flame, as shields of armies the sunshine.

Fragments of song the old man sang, and carols of Christmas,

Such as at home, in the olden time, his fathers before him

Sang in their Norman orchards and bright Burgundian vineyards.

Close at her father’s side was the gentle Evangeline seated,   210

Spinning flax for the loom, that stood in the corner behind her.

Silent awhile were its treadles, at rest was its diligent shuttle,

While the monotonous drone of the wheel, like the drone of a bagpipe,

Followed the old man’s song and united the fragments together.

As in a church, when the chant of the choir at intervals ceases,   215

Footfalls are heard in the aisles, or words of the priest at the altar,

So, in each pause of the song, with measured motion the clock clicked.
 

 Thus as they sat, there were footsteps heard, and, suddenly lifted,

Sounded the wooden latch, and the door swung back on its hinges.

Benedict knew by the hob-nailed shoes it was Basil the blacksmith,   220

And by her beating heart Evangeline knew who was with him.

‘Welcome!’ the farmer exclaimed, as their footsteps paused on the threshold,

‘Welcome, Basil, my friend! Come, take thy place on the settle

Close by the chimney-side, which is always empty without thee;

Take from the shelf overhead thy pipe and the box of tobacco;   225

Never so much thyself art thou as when through the curling

Smoke of the pipe or the forge thy friendly and jovial face gleams

Round and red as the harvest moon through the mist of the marshes.’

Then, with a smile of content, thus answered Basil the blacksmith,

Taking with easy air the accustomed seat by the fireside: — 230

‘Benedict Bellefontaine, thou hast ever thy jest and thy ballad!

Ever in cheerfullest mood art thou, when others are filled with

Gloomy forebodings of ill, and see only ruin before them.

Happy art thou, as if every day thou hadst picked up a horseshoe.’

Pausing a moment, to take the pipe that Evangeline brought him,   235

And with a coal from the embers had lighted, he slowly continued: — 

‘Four days now are passed since the English ships at their anchors

Ride in the Gaspereau’s mouth, with their cannon pointed against us.

What their design may be is unknown; but all are commanded

On the morrow to meet in the church, where his Majesty’s mandate   240

Will be proclaimed as law in the land. Alas! in the mean time

Many surmises of evil alarm the hearts of the people.’

Then made answer the farmer: ‘Perhaps some friendlier purpose

Brings these ships to our shores. Perhaps the harvests in England

By untimely rains or untimelier heat have been blighted,   245

And from our bursting barns they would feed their cattle and children.’

‘Not so thinketh the folk in the village,’ said, warmly, the blacksmith,

Shaking his head, as in doubt; then, heaving a sigh, he continued: — 

‘Louisburg is not forgotten, nor Beau Séjour, nor Port Royal.

Many already have fled to the forest, and lurk on its outskirts,   250

Waiting with anxious hearts the dubious fate of to-morrow.

Arms have been taken from us, and warlike weapons of all kinds;

Nothing is left but the blacksmith’s sledge and the scythe of the mower.’

Then with a pleasant smile made answer the jovial farmer: — 

‘Safer are we unarmed, in the midst of our flocks and our cornfields,   255

Safer within these peaceful dikes, besieged by the ocean,

Than our fathers in forts, besieged by the enemy’s cannon.

Fear no evil, my friend, and to-night may no shadow of sorrow

Fall on this house and earth; for this is the night of the contract.

Built are the house and the barn. The merry lads of the village   260

Strongly have built them and well; and, breaking the glebe round about them,

Filled the barn with hay, and the house with food for a twelvemonth.

René Leblanc will be here anon, with his papers and ink-horn.

Shall we not then be glad, and rejoice in the joy of our children?’

As apart by the window she stood, with her hand in her lover’s,   265

Blushing Evangeline heard the words that her father had spoken,

And, as they died on his lips, the worthy notary entered.
 

III
 

Bent like a laboring oar, that toils in the surf of the ocean,

Bent, but not broken, by age was the form of the notary public;

Shocks of yellow hair, like the silken floss of the maize, hung   270

Over his shoulders; his forehead was high; and glasses with horn bows

Sat astride on his nose, with a look of wisdom supernal.

Father of twenty children was he, and more than a hundred

Children’s children rode on his knee, and heard his great watch tick.

Four long years in the times of the war had he languished a captive,   275

Suffering much in an old French fort as the friend of the English.

Now, though warier grown, without all guile or suspicion,

Ripe in wisdom was he, but patient, and simple, and childlike.

He was beloved by all, and most of all by the children;

For he told them tales of the Loup-garou in the forest,   280

And of the goblin that came in the night to water the horses,

And of the white Létiche, the ghost of a child who unchristened

Died, and was doomed to haunt unseen the chambers of children;

And how on Christmas eve the oxen talked in the stable,

And how the fever was cured by a spider shut up in a nutshell,   285

And of the marvellous powers of four-leaved clover and horseshoes,

With whatsoever else was writ in the lore of the village.

Then up rose from his seat by the fireside Basil the blacksmith,

Knocked from his pipe the ashes, and slowly extending his right hand,

‘Father Leblanc,’ he exclaimed, ‘thou hast heard the talk in the village,   290

And, perchance, canst tell us some news of these ships and their errand.’

Then with modest demeanor made answer the notary public, — 

‘Gossip enough have I heard, in sooth, yet am never the wiser;

And what their errand may be I know not better than others.

Yet am I not of those who imagine some evil intention   295

Brings them here, for we are at peace; and why then molest us?’

‘God’s name!’ shouted the hasty and somewhat irascible blacksmith;

‘Must we in all things look for the how, and the why, and the where-fore?

Daily injustice is done, and might is the right of the strongest!’

But without heeding his warmth, continued the notary public, — 300

‘Man is unjust, but God is just; and finally justice

Triumphs; and well I remember a story, that often consoled me,

When as a captive I lay in the old French fort at Port Royal.’

This was the old man’s favorite tale, and he loved to repeat it

When his neighbors complained that any injustice was done them.   305

‘Once in an ancient city, whose name I no longer remember,

Raised aloft on a column, a brazen statue of Justice

Stood in the public square, upholding the scales in its left hand,

And in its right a sword, as an emblem that justice presided

Over the laws of the land, and the hearts and homes of the people.   310

Even the birds had built their nests in the scales of the balance,

Having no fear of the sword that flashed in the sunshine above them.

But in the course of time the laws of the land were corrupted;

Might took the place of right, and the weak were oppressed, and the mighty

Ruled with an iron rod. Then it chanced in a nobleman’s palace   315

That a necklace of pearls was lost, and erelong a suspicion

Fell on an orphan girl who lived as a maid in the household.

She, after form of trial condemned to die on the scaffold,

Patiently met her doom at the foot of the statue of Justice.

As to her Father in heaven her innocent spirit ascended,   320

Lo! o’er the city a tempest rose; and the bolts of the thunder

Smote the statue of bronze, and hurled in wrath from its left hand

Down on the pavement below the clattering scales of the balance,

And in the hollow thereof was found the nest of a magpie,

Into whose clay-built walls the necklace of pearls was inwoven.’   325

Silenced, but not convinced, when the story was ended, the blacksmith

Stood like a man who fain would speak, but findeth no language;

All his thoughts were congealed into lines on his face, as the vapors

Freeze in fantastic shapes on the window-panes in the winter.
 

 Then Evangeline lighted the brazen lamp on the table,   330

Filled, till it overflowed, the pewter tankard with home-brewed

Nut-brown ale, that was famed for its strength in the village of Grand-Pré;

While from his pocket the notary drew his papers and ink-horn,

Wrote with a steady hand the date and the age of the parties,

Naming the dower of the bride in flocks of sheep and in cattle.   335

Orderly all things proceeded, and duly and well were completed,

And the great seal of the law was set like a sun on the margin.

Then from his leathern pouch the farmer threw on the table

Three times the old man’s fee in solid pieces of silver;

And the notary rising, and blessing the bride and the bridegroom,   340

Lifted aloft the tankard of ale and drank to their welfare.

Wiping the foam from his lip, he solemnly bowed and departed,

While in silence the others sat and mused by the fireside,

Till Evangeline brought the draught-board out of its corner.

Soon was the game begun. In friendly contention the old men   345

Laughed at each lucky hit, or unsuccessful manœuvre,

Laughed when a man was crowned, or a breach was made in the king-row.

Meanwhile apart, in the twilight gloom of a window’s embrasure,

Sat the lovers, and whispered together, beholding the moon rise

Over the pallid sea, and the silvery mists of the meadows.   350

Silently one by one, in the infinite meadows of heaven,

Blossomed the lovely stars, the forget-me-nots of the angels.
 

 Thus was the evening passed. Anon the bell from the belfry

Rang out the hour of nine, the village curfew, and straightway

Rose the guests and departed; and silence reigned in the household.   355

Many a farewell word and sweet good-night on the door-step

Lingered long in Evangeline’s heart, and filled it with gladness.

Carefully then were covered the embers that glowed on the hearth-stone,

And on the oaken stairs resounded the tread of the farmer.

Soon with a soundless step the foot of Evangeline followed.   360

Up the staircase moved a luminous space in the darkness,

Lighted less by the lamp than the shining face of the maiden.

Silent she passed the hall, and entered the door of her chamber.

Simple that chamber was, with its curtains of white, and its clothes-press

Ample and high, on whose spacious shelves were carefully folded   365

Linen and woollen stuffs, by the hand of Evangeline woven.

This was the precious dower she would bring to her husband in marriage,

Better than flocks and herds, being proofs of her skill as a housewife.

Soon she extinguished her lamp, for the mellow and radiant moonlight

Streamed through the windows, and lighted the room, till the heart of the maiden   370

Swelled and obeyed its power, like the tremulous tides of the ocean.

Ah! she was fair, exceeding fair to behold, as she stood with

Naked snow-white feet on the gleaming floor of her chamber!

Little she dreamed that below, among the trees of the orchard,

Waited her lover and watched for the gleam of her lamp and her shadow.   375

Yet were her thoughts of him, and at times a feeling of sadness

Passed o’er her soul, as the sailing shade of clouds in the moonlight

Flitted across the floor and darkened the room for a moment.

And, as she gazed from the window, she saw serenely the moon pass

Forth from the folds of a cloud, and one star follow her footsteps,   380

As out of Abraham’s tent young Ishmael wandered with Hagar!
 

IV
 

Pleasantly rose next morn the sun on the village of Grand-Pré.

Pleasantly gleamed in the soft, sweet air the Basin of Minas,

Where the ships, with their wavering shadows, were riding at anchor.

Life had long been astir in the village, and clamorous labor   385

Knocked with its hundred hands at the golden gates of the morning.

Now from the country around, from the farms and neighboring hamlets,

Came in their holiday dresses the blithe Acadian peasants.

Many a glad good-morrow and jocund laugh from the young folk

Made the bright air brighter, as up from the numerous meadows,   390

Where no path could be seen but the track of wheels in the greensward,

Group after group appeared, and joined, or passed on the highway.

Long ere noon, in the village all sounds of labor were silenced.

Thronged were the streets with people; and noisy groups at the housedoors

Sat in the cheerful sun, and rejoiced and gossiped together.   395

Every house was an inn, where all were welcomed and feasted;

For with this simple people, who lived like brothers together,

All things were held in common, and what one had was another’s.

Yet under Benedict’s roof hospitality seemed more abundant:

For Evangeline stood among the guests of her father;   400

Bright was her face with smiles, and words of welcome and gladness

Fell from her beautiful lips, and blessed the cup as she gave it.
 

 Under the open sky, in the odorous air of the orchard,

Stript of its golden fruit, was spread the feast of betrothal.

There in the shade of the porch were the priest and the notary seated;   405

There good Benedict sat, and sturdy Basil the blacksmith.

Not far withdrawn from these, by the cider-press and the beehives,

Michael the fiddler was placed, with the gayest of hearts and of waistcoats.

Shadow and light from the leaves alternately played on his snow-white

Hair, as it waved in the wind; and the jolly face of the fiddler   410

Glowed like a living coal when the ashes are blown from the embers.

Gayly the old man sang to the vibrant sound of his fiddle,

Tous les Bourgeois de Chartres, and Le Carillon de Dunquerque,

And anon with his wooden shoes beat time to the music.

Merrily, merrily whirled the wheels of the dizzying dances   415

Under the orchard-trees and down the path to the meadows;

Old folk and young together, and children mingled among them.

Fairest of all the maids was Evangeline, Benedict’s daughter!

Noblest of all the youths was Gabriel, son of the blacksmith!
 

 So passed the morning away. And lo! with a summons sonorous   420

Sounded the bell from its tower, and over the meadows a drum beat.

Thronged erelong was the church with men. Without, in the churchyard,

Waited the women. They stood by the graves, and hung on the headstones

Garlands of autumn-leaves and evergreens fresh from the forest.

Then came the guard from the ships, and marching proudly among them   425

Entered the sacred portal. With loud and dissonant clangor

Echoed the sound of their brazen drums from ceiling and casement, — 

Echoed a moment only, and slowly the ponderous portal

Closed, and in silence the crowd awaited the will of the soldiers.

Then uprose their commander, and spake from the steps of the altar,   430

Holding aloft in his hands, with its seals, the royal commission.

‘You are convened this day,’ he said, ‘by his Majesty’s orders.

Clement and kind has he been; but how you have answered his kindness,

Let your own hearts reply! To my natural make and my temper

Painful the task is I do, which to you I know must be grievous.   435

Yet must I bow and obey, and deliver the will of our monarch;

Namely, that all your lands, and dwellings, and cattle of all kinds

Forfeited be to the crown; and that you yourselves from this province

Be transported to other lands. God grant you may dwell there

Ever as faithful subjects, a happy and peaceable people!   440

Prisoners now I declare you; for such is his Majesty’s pleasure!’

As, when the air is serene in sultry solstice of summer,

Suddenly gathers a storm, and the deadly sling of the hailstones

Beats down the farmer’s corn in the field and shatters his windows,

Hiding the sun, and strewing the ground with thatch from the houseroofs,   445

Bellowing fly the herds, and seek to break their enclosures;

So on the hearts of the people descended the words of the speaker.

Silent a moment they stood in speechless wonder, and then rose

Louder and ever louder a wail of sorrow and anger,

And, by one impulse moved, they madly rushed to the doorway.   450

Vain was the hope of escape; and cries and fierce imprecations

Rang through the house of prayer; and high o’er the heads of the others

Rose, with his arms uplifted, the figure of Basil the blacksmith,

As, on a stormy sea, a spar is tossed by the billows.

Flushed was his face and distorted with passion; and wildly he shouted, — 455

‘Down with the tyrants of England! we never have sworn them allegiance!

Death to these foreign soldiers, who seize on our homes and our harvests!’

More he fain would have said, but the merciless hand of a soldier

Smote him upon the mouth, and dragged him down to the pavement.
 

 In the midst of the strife and tumult of angry contention,   460

Lo! the door of the chancel opened, and Father Felician

Entered, with serious mien, and ascended the steps of the altar.

Raising his reverend hand, with a gesture he awed into silence

All that clamorous throng; and thus he spake to his people;

Deep were his tones and solemn; in accents measured and mournful   465

Spake he, as, after the tocsin’s alarum, distinctly the clock strikes.

‘What is this that ye do, my children? what madness has seized you?

Forty years of my life have I labored among you, and taught you,

Not in word alone, but in deed, to love one another!

Is this the fruit of my toils, of my vigils and prayers and privations?   470

Have you so soon forgotten all lessons of love and forgiveness?

This is the house of the Prince of Peace, and would you profane it

Thus with violent deeds and hearts overflowing with hatred?

Lo! where the crucified Christ from his cross is gazing upon you!

See! in those sorrowful eyes what meekness and holy compassion!   475

Hark! how those lips still repeat the prayer, “O Father, forgive them!”

Let us repeat that prayer in the hour when the wicked assail us,

Let us repeat it now, and say, “O Father, forgive them!’”

Few were his words of rebuke, but deep in the hearts of his people

Sank they, and sobs of contrition succeeded the passionate outbreak,   480

While they repeated his prayer, and said, ‘O Father, forgive them!’
 

 Then came the evening service. The tapers gleamed from the altar.

Fervent and deep was the voice of the priest, and the people responded,

Not with their lips alone, but their hearts; and the Ave Maria

Sang they, and fell on their knees, and their souls, with devotion translated,   485

Rose on the ardor of prayer, like Elijah ascending to heaven.
 

 Meanwhile had spread in the village the tidings of ill, and on all sides

Wandered, wailing, from house to house the women and children.

Long at her father’s door Evangeline stood, with her right hand

Shielding her eyes from the level rays of the sun, that, descending,   490

Lighted the village street with mysterious splendor, and roofed each

Peasant’s cottage with golden thatch, and emblazoned its windows.

Long within had been spread the snow-white cloth on the table;

There stood the wheaten loaf, and the honey fragrant with wild-flowers;

There stood the tankard of ale, and the cheese fresh brought from the dairy,   495

And, at the head of the board, the great arm-chair of the farmer.

Thus did Evangeline wait at her father’s door, as the sunset

Threw the long shadows of trees o’er the broad ambrosial meadows.

Ah! on her spirit within a deeper shadow had fallen,

And from the fields of her soul a fragrance celestial ascended, — 500

Charity, meekness, love, and hope, and forgiveness, and patience!

Then, all-forgetful of self, she wandered into the village,

Cheering with looks and words the mournful hearts of the women,

As o’er the darkening fields with lingering steps they departed,

Urged by their household cares, and the weary feet of their children.   505

Down sank the great red sun, and in golden, glimmering vapors

Veiled the light of his face, like the Prophet descending from Sinai.

Sweetly over the village the bell of the Angelus sounded.
 

 Meanwhile, amid the gloom, by the church Evangeline lingered.

All was silent within; and in vain at the door and the windows   510

Stood she, and listened and looked, till, overcome by emotion,

‘Gabriel!’ cried she aloud with tremulous voice; but no answer

Came from the graves of the dead, nor the gloomier grave of the living.

Slowly at length she returned to the tenantless house of her father.

Smouldered the fire on the hearth, on the board was the supper untasted,   515

Empty and drear was each room, and haunted with phantoms of terror.

Sadly echoed her step on the stair and the floor of her chamber.

In the dead of the night she heard the disconsolate rain fall

Loud on the withered leaves of the sycamore-tree by the window.

Keenly the lightning flashed; and governed the voice of the echoing thunder   520

Told her that God was in heaven, and governed the world He created!

Then she remembered the tale she had heard of the justice of Heaven;

Soothed was her troubled soul, and she peacefully slumbered till morning.
 

V
 

Four times the sun had risen and set; and now on the fifth day

Cheerily called the cock to the sleeping maids of the farmhouse.   525

Soon o’er the yellow fields, in silent and mournful procession,

Came from the neighboring hamlets and farms the Acadian women,

Driving in ponderous wains their household goods to the sea-shore,

Pausing and looking back to gaze once more on their dwellings,

Ere they were shut from sight by the winding road and the woodland.   530

Close at their sides their children ran, and urged on the oxen,

While in their little hands they clasped some fragments of playthings.
 

 Thus to the Gaspereau’s mouth they hurried; and there on the sea-beach

Piled in confusion lay the household goods of the peasants.

All day long between the shore and the ships did the boats ply;   535

All day long the wains came laboring down from the village.

Late in the afternoon, when the sun was near to his setting,

Echoed far o’er the fields came the roll of drums from the churchyard.

Thither the women and children thronged. On a sudden the church-doors

Opened, and forth came the guard, and marching in gloomy procession   540

Followed the long-imprisoned, but patient, Acadian farmers.

Even as pilgrims, who journey afar from their homes and their country,

Sing as they go, and in singing forget they are weary and wayworn,

So with songs on their lips the Acadian peasants descended

Down from the church to the shore, amid their wives and their daughters.   545

Foremost the young men came; and, raising together their voices,

Sang with tremulous lips a chant of the Catholic Missions: — 

‘Sacred heart of the Saviour! O inexhaustible fountain!

Fill our hearts this day with strength and submission and patience!’

Then the old men, as they marched, and the women that stood by the wayside   550

Joined in the sacred psalm, and the birds in the sunshine above them

Mingled their notes therewith, like voices of spirits departed.
 

 Half-way down to the shore Evangeline waited in silence,

Not overcome with grief, but strong in the hour of affliction, — 

Calmly and sadly she waited, until the procession approached her,   555

And she beheld the face of Gabriel pale with emotion.

Tears then filled her eyes, and, eagerly running to meet him,

Clasped she his hands, and laid her head on his shoulder, and whispered, — 

‘Gabriel! be of good cheer! for if we love one another

Nothing, in truth, can harm us, whatever mischances may happen!’   560

Smiling she spake these words; then suddenly paused, for her father

Saw she slowly advancing. Alas! how changed was his aspect!

Gone was the glow from his cheek, and the fire from his eye, and his footstep

Heavier seemed with the weight of the heavy heart in his bosom.

But with a smile and a sigh, she clasped his neck and embraced him,   565

Speaking words of endearment where words of comfort availed not.

Thus to the Gaspereau’s mouth moved on that mournful procession.
 

 There disorder prevailed, and the tumult and stir of embarking.

Busily plied the freighted boats; and in the confusion

Wives were torn from their husbands, and mothers, too late, saw their children   570

Left on the land, extending their arms, with wildest entreaties.

So unto separate ships were Basil and Gabriel carried,

While in despair on the shore Evangeline stood with her father.

Half the task was not done when the sun went down, and the twilight

Deepened and darkened around; and in haste the refluent ocean   575

Fled away from the shore, and left the line of the sand-beach

Covered with waifs of the tide, with kelp and the slippery sea-weed.

Farther back in the midst of the household goods and the wagons,

Like to a gypsy camp, or a leaguer after a battle,

All escape cut off by the sea, and the sentinels near them,   580

Lay encamped for the night the houseless Acadian farmers.

Back to its nethermost caves retreated the bellowing ocean,

Dragging adown the beach the rattling pebbles, and leaving

Inland and far up the shore the stranded boats of the sailors.

Then, as the night descended, the herds returned from their pastures;   585

Sweet was the moist still air with the odor of milk from their udders;

Lowing they waited, and long, at the well-known bars of the farm-yard, — 

Waited and looked in vain for the voice and the hand of the milk-maid.

Silence reigned in the streets; from the church no Angelus sounded,

Rose no smoke from the roofs, and gleamed no lights from the windows.   590
 

 But on the shores meanwhile the evening fires had been kindled,

Built of the drift-wood thrown on the sands from wrecks in the tempest.

Round them shapes of gloom and sorrowful faces were gathered,

Voices of women were heard, and of men, and the crying of children.

Onward from fire to fire, as from hearth to hearth in his parish,   595

Wandered the faithful priest, consoling and blessing and cheering,

Like unto shipwrecked Paul on Melita’s desolate sea-shore.

Thus he approached the place where Evangeline sat with her father,

And in the flickering light beheld the face of the old man,

Haggard and hollow and wan, and without either thought or emotion,   600

E’en as the face of a clock from which the hands have been taken.

Vainly Evangeline strove with words and caresses to cheer him,

Vainly offered him food; yet he moved not, he looked not, he spake not,

But, with a vacant stare, ever gazed at the flickering firelight.

‘Benedicite!’ murmured the priest, in tones of compassion.   605

More he fain would have said, but his heart was full, and his accents

Faltered and paused on his lips, as the feet of a child on a threshold,

Hushed by the scene he beholds, and the awful presence of sorrow.

Silently, therefore, he laid his hand on the head of the maiden,

Raising his tearful eyes to the silent stars that above them   610

Moved on their way, unperturbed by the wrongs and sorrows of mortals.

Then sat he down at her side, and they wept together in silence.
 

 Suddenly rose from the south a light, as in autumn the blood-red

Moon climbs the crystal walls of heaven, and o’er the horizon

Titan-like stretches its hundred hands upon the mountain and meadow,   615

Seizing the rocks and the rivers and piling huge shadows together.

Broader and ever broader it gleamed on the roofs of the village,

Gleamed on the sky and sea, and the ships that lay in the roadstead.

Columns of shining smoke uprose, and flashes of flame were

Thrust through their folds and withdrawn, like the quivering hands of a martyr.   620

Then as the wind seized the gleeds and the burning thatch, and, uplifting,

Whirled them aloft through the air, at once from a hundred house-tops

Started the sheeted smoke with flashes of flame intermingled.
 

 These things beheld in dismay the crowd on the shore and on shipboard.

Speechless at first they stood, then cried aloud in their anguish,   625

‘We shall behold no more our homes in the village of Grand-Pré!’

Loud on a sudden the cocks began to crow in the farm-yards,

Thinking the day had dawned; and anon the lowing of cattle

Came on the evening breeze, by the barking of dogs interrupted.

Then rose a sound of dread, such as startles the sleeping encampments   630

Far in the western prairies or forests that skirt the Nebraska,

When the wild horses affrighted sweep by with the speed of the whirlwind,

Or the loud bellowing herds of buffaloes rush to the river.

Such was the sound that arose on the night, as the herds and the horses

Broke through their folds and fences, and madly rushed o’er the meadows.   635
 

 Overwhelmed with the sight, yet speechless, the priest and the maiden

Gazed on the scene of terror that reddened and widened before them:

And as they turned at length to speak to their silent companion,

Lo! from his seat he had fallen, and stretched abroad on the sea-shore

Motionless lay his form, from which the soul had departed.   640

Slowly the priest uplifted the lifeless head, and the maiden

Knelt at her father’s side, and wailed aloud in her terror.

Then in a swoon she sank, and lay with her head on his bosom.

Through the long night she lay in deep, oblivious slumber;

And when she awoke from the trance, she beheld a multitude near her.   645

Faces of friends she beheld, that were mournfully gazing upon her,

Pallid, with tearful eyes, and looks of saddest compassion.

Still the blaze of the burning village illumined the landscape,

Reddened the sky overhead, and gleamed on the faces around her,

And like the day of doom it seemed to her wavering senses.   650

Then a familiar voice she heard, as it said to the people, — 

‘Let us bury him here by the sea. When a happier season

Brings us again to our homes from the unknown land of our exile,

Then shall his sacred dust be piously laid in the church-yard.’

Such were the words of the priest. And there in haste by the sea-side,   655

Having the glare of the burning village for funeral torches,

But without bell or book, they buried the farmer of Grand-Pré.

And as the voice of the priest repeated the service of sorrow,

Lo! with a mournful sound, like the voice of a vast congregation,

Solemnly answered the sea, and mingled its roar with the dirges.   660

’Twas the returning tide, that afar from the waste of the ocean,

With the first dawn of the day, came heaving and hurrying landward.

Then recommenced once more the stir and noise of embarking;

And with the ebb of the tide the ships sailed out of the harbor,

Leaving behind them the dead on the shore, and the village in ruins.   665
 

PART THE SECOND
 

I
 

MANY a weary year had passed since the burning of Grand-Pré,

When on the falling tide the freighted vessels departed,

Bearing a nation, with all its household gods, into exile,

Exile without an end, and without an example in story.

Far asunder, on separate coasts, the Acadians landed;   670

Scattered were they, like flakes of snow, when the wind from the northeast

Strikes aslant through the fogs that darken the Banks of Newfoundland.

Friendless, homeless, hopeless, they wandered from city to city,

From the cold lakes of the North to sultry Southern savannas, — 

From the bleak shores of the sea to the lands where the Father of Waters   675

Seizes the hills in his hands, and drags them down to the ocean,

Deep in their sands to bury the scattered bones of the mammoth.

Friends they sought and homes; and many, despairing, heart-broken,

Asked of the earth but a grave, and no longer a friend nor a fireside.

Written their history stands on tablets of stone in the churchyards.   680

Long among them was seen a maiden who waited and wandered,

Lowly and meek in spirit, and patiently suffering all things.

Fair was she and young; but, alas! before her extended,

Dreary and vast and silent, the desert of life, with its pathway

Marked by the graves of those who had sorrowed and suffered before her,   685

Passions long extinguished, and hopes long dead and abandoned,

As the emigrant’s way o’er the Western desert is marked by

Camp-fires long consumed, and bones that bleach in the sunshine.

Something there was in her life incomplete, imperfect, unfinished;

As if a morning of June, with all its music and sunshine,   690

Suddenly paused in the sky, and, fading, slowly descended

Into the east again, from whence it late had arisen.

Sometimes she lingered in towns, till, urged by the fever within her,

Urged by a restless longing, the hunger and thirst of the spirit,

She would commence again her endless search and endeavor;   695

Sometimes in churchyards strayed, and gazed on the crosses and tombstones,

Sat by some nameless grave, and thought that perhaps in its bosom

He was already at rest, and she longed to slumber beside him.

Sometimes a rumor, a hearsay, an inarticulate whisper,

Came with its airy hand to point and beckon her forward.   700

Sometimes she spake with those who had seen her beloved and known him,

But it was long ago, in some far-off place or forgotten.

‘Gabriel Lajeunesse!’ they said; ‘Oh yes! we have seen him.

He was with Basil the blacksmith, and both have gone to the prairies;

Coureurs-des-Bois are they, and famous hunters and trappers.’   705

‘Gabriel Lajeunesse!’ said others; ‘Oh yes! we have seen him.

He is a Voyageur in the lowlands of Louisiana.’

Then would they say, ‘Dear child! why dream and wait for him longer?

Are there not other youths as fair as Gabriel? others

Who have hearts as tender and true, and spirits as loyal?   710

Here is Baptiste Leblanc, the notary’s son, who has loved thee

Many a tedious year; come, give him thy hand and be happy!

Thou art too fair to be left to braid St. Catherine’s tresses.’

Then would Evangeline answer, serenely but sadly, ‘I cannot!

Whither my heart has gone, there follows my hand, and not elsewhere.   715

For when the heart goes before, like a lamp, and illumines the pathway,

Many things are made clear, that else lie hidden in darkness.’

Thereupon the priest, her friend and father-confessor,

Said, with a smile, ‘O daughter! thy God thus speaketh within thee!

Talk not of wasted affection, affection never was wasted;   720

If it enrich not the heart of another, its waters, returning

Back to their springs, like the rain, shall fill them full of refreshment;

That which the fountain sends forth returns again to the fountain.

Patience; accomplish thy labor; accomplish thy work of affection!

Sorrow and silence are strong, and patient endurance is godlike.   725

Therefore accomplish thy labor of love, till the heart is made godlike,

Purified, strengthened, perfected, and rendered more worthy of heaven!’

Cheered by the good man’s words, Evangeline labored and waited.

Still in her heart she heard the funeral dirge of the ocean,

But with its sound there was mingled a voice that whispered, ‘Despair not!’   730

Thus did that poor soul wander in want and cheerless discomfort,

Bleeding, barefooted, over the shards and thorns of existence.

Let me essay, O Muse! to follow the wanderer’s footsteps; — 

Not through each devious path, each changeful year of existence,

But as a traveller follows a streamlet’s course through the valley:   735

Far from its margin at times, and seeing the gleam of its water

Here and there, in some open space, and at intervals only;

Then drawing nearer its banks, through sylvan glooms that conceal it,

Though he behold it not, he can hear its continuous murmur;

Happy, at length, if he find the spot where it reaches an outlet.   740
 

II
 

It was the month of May. Far down the Beautiful River,

Past the Ohio shore and past the mouth of the Wabash,

Into the golden stream of the broad and swift Mississippi,

Floated a cumbrous boat, that was rowed by Acadian boatmen.

It was a band of exiles: a raft, as it were, from the shipwrecked   745

Nation, scattered along the coast, now floating together,

Bound by the bonds of a common belief and a common misfortune;

Men and women and children, who, guided by hope or by hearsay,

Sought for their kith and their kin among the few-acred farmers

On the Acadian coast, and the prairies of fair Opelousas.   750

With them Evangeline went, and her guide, the Father Felician.

Onward o’er sunken sands, through a wilderness sombre with forests,

Day after day they glided adown the turbulent river;

Night after night, by their blazing fires, encamped on its borders.

Now through rushing chutes, among green islands, where plumelike   755

Cotton-trees nodded their shadowy crests, they swept with the current,

Then emerged into broad lagoons, where silvery sand-bars

Lay in the stream, and along the wimpling waves of their margin,

Shining with snow-white plumes, large flocks of pelicans waded.

Level the landscape grew, and along the shores of the river,   760

Shaded by china-trees, in the midst of luxuriant gardens,

Stood the houses of planters, with negro-cabins and dove-cots.

They were approaching the region where reigns perpetual summer,

Where through the Golden Coast, and groves of orange and citron,

Sweeps with majestic curve the river away to the eastward.   765

They, too, swerved from their course; and entering the Bayou of Plaquemine,

Soon were lost in a maze of sluggish and devious waters,

Which, like a network of steel, extended in every direction.

Over their heads the towering and tenebrous boughs of the cypress

Met in a dusky arch, and trailing mosses in mid-air   770

Waved like banners that hang on the walls of ancient cathedrals.

Deathlike the silence seemed, and unbroken, save by the herons

Home to their roosts in the cedar-trees returning at sunset,

Or by the owl, as he greeted the moon with demoniac laughter.

Lovely the moonlight was as it glanced and gleamed on the water,   775

Gleamed on the columns of cypress and cedar sustaining the arches,

Down through whose broken vaults it fell as through chinks in a ruin.

Dreamlike, and indistinct, and strange were all things around them;

And o’er their spirits there came a feeling of wonder and sadness, — 

Strange forebodings of ill, unseen and that cannot be compassed.   780

As, at the tramp of a horse’s hoof on the turf of the prairies,

Far in advance are closed the leaves of the shrinking mimosa,

So, at the hoof-beats of fate, with sad forebodings of evil,

Shrinks and closes the heart, ere the stroke of doom has attained it.

But Evangeline’s heart was sustained by a vision, that faintly   785

Floated before her eyes, and beckoned her on through the moonlight.

It was the thought of her brain that assumed the shape of a phantom.

Through those shadowy aisles had Gabriel wandered before her,

And every stroke of the oar now brought him nearer and nearer.
 

 Then in his place, at the prow of the boat, rose one of the oarsmen,   790

And, as a signal sound, if others like them peradventure

Sailed on those gloomy and midnight streams, blew a blast on his bugle.

Wild through the dark colonnades and corridors leafy the blast rang,

Breaking the seal of silence, and giving tongues to the forest.

Soundless above them the banners of moss just stirred to the music.   795

Multitudinous echoes awoke and died in the distance,

Over the watery floor, and beneath the reverberant branches;

But not a voice replied; no answer came from the darkness;

And, when the echoes had ceased, like a sense of pain was the silence.

Then Evangeline slept; but the boatmen rowed through the midnight,   800

Silent at times, then singing familiar Canadian boat-songs,

Such as they sang of old on their own Acadian rivers,

While through the night were heard the mysterious sounds of the desert,

Far off, — indistinct, — as of wave or wind in the forest,

Mixed with the whoop of the crane and the roar of the grim alligator.   805
 

 Thus ere another noon they emerged from the shades; and before them

Lay, in the golden sun, the lakes of the Atchafalaya.

Water-lilies in myriads rocked on the slight undulations

Made by the passing oars, and, resplendent in beauty, the lotus

Lifted her golden crown above the heads of the boatmen.   810

Faint was the air with the odorous breath of magnolia blossoms,

And with the heat of noon; and numberless sylvan islands,

Fragrant and thickly embowered with blossoming hedges of roses,

Near to whose shores they glided along, invited to slumber.

Soon by the fairest of these their weary oars were suspended.   815

Under the boughs of Wachita willows, that grew by the margin,

Safely their boat was moored; and scattered about on the greensward,

Tired with their midnight toil, the weary travellers slumbered.

Over them vast and high extended the cope of a cedar.

Swinging from its great arms, the trumpet-flower and the grapevine   820

Hung their ladder of ropes aloft like the ladder of Jacob,

On whose pendulous stairs the angels ascending, descending,

Were the swift humming-birds, that flitted from blossom to blossom.

Such was the vision Evangeline saw as she slumbered beneath it.

Filled was her heart with love, and the dawn of an opening heaven   825

Lighted her soul in sleep with the glory of regions celestial.
 

 Nearer, and ever nearer, among the numberless islands,

Darted a light, swift boat, that sped away o’er the water,

Urged on its course by the sinewy arms of hunters and trappers.

Northward its prow was turned, to the land of the bison and beaver.   830

At the helm sat a youth, with countenance thoughtful and careworn.

Dark and neglected locks overshadowed his brow, and a sadness

Somewhat beyond his years on his face was legibly written.

Gabriel was it, who, weary with waiting, unhappy and restless,

Sought in the Western wilds oblivion of self and of sorrow.   835

Swiftly they glided along, close under the lee of the island,

But by the opposite bank, and behind a screen of palmettos,

So that they saw not the boat, where it lay concealed in the willows;

All undisturbed by the dash of their oars, and unseen, were the sleepers.

Angel of God was there none to awaken the slumbering maiden.   840

Swiftly they glided away, like the shade of a cloud on the prairie.

After the sound of their oars on the tholes had died in the distance,

As from a magic trance the sleepers awoke, and the maiden

Said with a sigh to the friendly priest, ‘O Father Felician!

Something says in my heart that near me Gabriel wanders.   845

Is it a foolish dream, an idle and vague superstition?

Or has an angel passed, and revealed the truth to my spirit?’

Then, with a blush, she added, ‘Alas for my credulous fancy!

Unto ears like thine such words as these have no meaning.’

But made answer the reverend man, and he smiled as he answered, — 850

‘Daughter, thy words are not idle; nor are they to me without meaning.

Feeling is deep and still; and the word that floats on the surface

Is as the tossing buoy, that betrays where the anchor is hidden.

Therefore trust to thy heart, and to what the world calls illusions.

Gabriel truly is near thee; for not far away to the southward,   855

On the banks of the Têche, are the towns of St. Maur and St. Martin.

There the long-wandering bride shall be given again to her bridegroom,

There the long-absent pastor regain his flock and his sheepfold.

Beautiful is the land, with its prairies and forests of fruit-trees;

Under the feet a garden of flowers, and the bluest of heavens   860

Bending above, and resting its dome on the walls of the forest.

They who dwell there have named it the Eden of Louisiana!’
 

 With these words of cheer they arose and continued their journey.

Softly the evening came. The sun from the western horizon

Like a magician extended his golden wand o’er the landscape;   865

Twinkling vapors arose; and sky and water and forest

Seemed all on fire at the touch, and melted and mingled together.

Hanging between two skies, a cloud with edges of silver,

Floated the boat, with its dripping oars, on the motionless water.

Filled was Evangeline’s heart with inexpressible sweetness.   870

Touched by the magic spell, the sacred fountains of feeling

Glowed with the light of love, as the skies and waters around her.

Then from a neighboring thicket the mocking-bird, wildest of singers,

Swinging aloft on a willow spray that hung o’er the water,

Shook from his little throat such floods of delirious music,   875

That the whole air and the woods and the waves seemed silent to listen.

Plaintive at first were the tones and sad: then soaring to madness

Seemed they to follow or guide the revel of frenzied Bacchantes.
 

Single notes were then heard, in sorrowful, low lamentation;

Till, having gathered them all, he flung them abroad in derision,   880

As when, after a storm, a gust of wind through the tree-tops

Shakes down the rattling rain in a crystal shower on the branches.

With such a prelude as this, and hearts that throbbed with emotion,

Slowly they entered the Têche, where it flows through the green Opelousas,

And, through the amber air, above the crest of the woodland,   885

Saw the column of smoke that arose from a neighboring dwelling; — 

Sounds of a horn they heard, and the distant lowing of cattle.
 

III
 

Near to the bank of the river, o’ershadowed by oaks, from whose branches

Garlands of Spanish moss and of mystic mistletoe flaunted,

Such as the Druids cut down with golden hatchets at Yuletide,   890

Stood, secluded and still, the house of the herdsman. A garden

Girded it round about with a belt of luxuriant blossoms,

Filling the air with fragrance. The house itself was of timbers

Hewn from the cypress-tree, and carefully fitted together.

Large and low was the roof; and on slender columns supported,   895

Rose-wreathed, vine-encircled, a broad and spacious veranda,

Haunt of the humming-bird and the bee, extended around it.

At each end of the house, amid the flowers of the garden,

Stationed the dove-cots were, as love’s perpetual symbol,

Scenes of endless wooing and endless contentions of rivals.   900

Silence reigned o’er the place. The line of shadow and sunshine

Ran near the tops of the trees; but the house itself was in shadow,

And from its chimney-top, ascending and slowly expanding

Into the evening air, a thin blue column of smoke rose.

In the rear of the house, from the garden gate, ran a pathway   905

Through the great groves of oak to the skirts of the limitless prairie,

Into whose sea of flowers the sun was slowly descending.

Full in his track of light, like ships with shadowy canvas

Hanging loose from their spars in a motionless calm in the tropics,

Stood a cluster of trees, with tangled cordage of grape-vines.   910
 

 Just where the woodlands met the flowery surf of the prairie,

Mounted upon his horse, with Spanish saddle and stirrups,

Sat a herdsman, arrayed in gaiters and doublet of deerskin.

Broad and brown was the face that from under the Spanish sombrero

Gazed on the peaceful scene, with the lordly look of its master.   915

Round about him were numberless herds of kine, that were grazing

Quietly in the meadows, and breathing the vapory freshness

That uprose from the river, and spread itself over the landscape.

Slowly lifting the horn that hung at his side, and expanding

Fully his broad, deep chest, he blew a blast, that resounded   920

Wildly and sweet and far, through the still damp air of the evening.

Suddenly out of the grass the long white horns of the cattle

Rose like flakes of foam on the adverse currents of ocean.

Silent a moment they gazed, then bellowing rushed o’er the prairie,

And the whole mass became a cloud, a shade in the distance.   925

Then, as the herdsman turned to the house, through the gate of the garden

Saw he the forms of the priest and the maiden advancing to meet him.

Suddenly down from his horse he sprang in amazement, and forward

Rushed with extended arms and exclamations of wonder;

When they beheld his face, they recognized Basil the blacksmith.   930

Hearty his welcome was, as he led his guests to the garden.

There in an arbor of roses with endless question and answer

Gave they vent to their hearts, and renewed their friendly embraces,

Laughing and weeping by turns, or sitting silent and thoughtful.

Thoughtful, for Gabriel came not; and now dark doubts and misgivings   935

Stole o’er the maiden’s heart; and Basil, somewhat embarrassed,

Broke the silence and said, ‘If you came by the Atchafalaya,

How have you nowhere encountered my Gabriel’s boat on the bayous?’

Over Evangeline’s face at the words of Basil a shade passed.

Tears came into her eyes, and she said, with a tremulous accent,   940

‘Gone? is Gabriel gone?’ and, concealing her face on his shoulder,

All her o’erburdened heart gave way, and she wept and lamented.

Then the good Basil said, — and his voice grew blithe as he said it, — 

‘Be of good cheer, my child; it is only to-day he departed.

Foolish boy! he has left me alone with my herds and my horses.   945

Moody and restless grown, and tried and troubled, his spirit

Could no longer endure the calm of this quiet existence,

Thinking ever of thee, uncertain and sorrowful ever,

Ever silent, or speaking only of thee and his troubles,

He at length had become so tedious to men and to maidens,   950

Tedious even to me, that at length I bethought me, and sent him

Unto the town of Adayes to trade for mules with the Spaniards.

Thence he will follow the Indian trails to the Ozark Mountains,

Hunting for furs in the forests, on rivers trapping the beaver.

Therefore be of good cheer; we will follow the fugitive lover;   955

He is not far on his way, and the Fates and the streams are against him.

Up and away to-morrow, and through the red dew of the morning

We will follow him fast, and bring him back to his prison.’
 

 Then glad voices were heard, and up from the banks of the river,

Borne aloft on his comrades’ arms, came Michael the fiddler.   960

Long under Basil’s roof had he lived like a god on Olympus,

Having no other care than dispensing music to mortals.

Far renowned was he for his silver locks and his fiddle.

‘Long live Michael,’ they cried, ‘our brave Acadian minstrel!’

As they bore him aloft in triumphal procession; and straightway   965

Father Felician advanced with Evangeline, greeting the old man

Kindly and oft, and recalling the past, while Basil, enraptured,

Hailed with hilarious joy his old companions and gossips,

Laughing loud and long, and embracing mothers and daughters.

Much they marvelled to see the wealth of the ci-devant blacksmith,   970

All his domains and his herds, and his patriarchal demeanor;

Much they marvelled to hear his tales of the soil and the climate,

And of the prairies, whose numberless herds were his who would take them;

Each one thought in his heart, that he, too, would go and do likewise.

Thus they ascended the steps, and crossing the breezy veranda,   975

Entered the hall of the house, where already the supper of Basil

Waited his late return; and they rested and feasted together.
 

 Over the joyous feast the sudden darkness descended.

All was silent without, and, illuming the landscape with silver,

Fair rose the dewy moon and the myriad stars; but within doors,   980

Brighter than these, shone the faces of friends in the glimmering lamplight.

Then from his station aloft, at the head of the table, the herdsman

Poured forth his heart and his wine together in endless profusion.

Lighting his pipe, that was filled with sweet Natchitoches tobacco,

Thus he spake to his guests, who listened, and smiled as they listened: — 985

‘Welcome once more, my friends, who long have been friendless and homeless,

Welcome once more to a home, that is better perchance than the old one!

Here no hungry winter congeals our blood like the rivers;

Here no stony ground provokes the wrath of the farmer.

Smoothly the ploughshare runs through the soil, as a keel through the water.   990

All the year round the orange-groves are in blossom; and grass grows

More in a single night than a whole Canadian summer.

Here, too, numberless herds run wild and unclaimed in the prairies;

Here, too, lands may be had for the asking, and forests of timber

With a few blows of the axe are hewn and framed into houses.   995

After your houses are built, and your fields are yellow with harvests,

No King George of England shall drive you away from your homesteads,

Burning your dwellings and barns, and stealing your farms and your cattle.’

Speaking these words, he blew a wrathful cloud from his nostrils,

While his huge, brown hand came thundering down on the table,   1000

So that the guests all started; and Father Felician, astounded,

Suddenly paused, with a pinch of snuff half-way to his nostrils.

But the brave Basil resumed, and his words were milder and gayer: — 

‘Only beware of the fever, my friends, beware of the fever!

For it is not like that of our cold Acadian climate,   1005

Cured by wearing a spider hung round one’s neck in a nutshell!’

Then there were voices heard at the door, and footsteps approaching

Sounded upon the stairs and the floor of the breezy veranda.

It was the neighboring Creoles and small Acadian planters,

Who had been summoned all to the house of Basil the Herdsman.   1010

Merry the meeting was of ancient comrades and neighbors:

Friend clasped friend in his arms; and they who before were as strangers,

Meeting in exile, became straightway as friends to each other,

Drawn by the gentle bond of a common country together.

But in the neighboring hall a strain of music, proceeding   1015

From the accordant strings of Michael’s melodious fiddle,

Broke up all further speech. Away, like children delighted,

All things forgotten beside, they gave themselves to the maddening

Whirl of the giddy dance, as it swept and swayed to the music,

Dreamlike, with beaming eyes and the rush of fluttering garments.   1020
 

 Meanwhile, apart, at the head of the hall, the priest and the herdsman

Sat, conversing together of past and present and future;

While Evangeline stood like one entranced, for within her

Olden memories rose, and loud in the midst of the music

Heard she the sound of the sea, and an irrepressible sadness   1025

Came o’er her heart, and unseen she stole forth into the garden.

Beautiful was the night. Behind the black wall of the forest,

Tipping its summit with silver, arose the moon. On the river

Fell here and there through the branches a tremulous gleam of the moonlight,

Like the sweet thoughts of love on a darkened and devious spirit.   1030

Nearer and round about her, the manifold flowers of the garden

Poured out their souls in odors, that were their prayers and confessions

Unto the night, as it went its way, like a silent Carthusian.

Fuller of fragrance than they, and as heavy with shadows and nightdews,

Hung the heart of the maiden. The calm and the magical moonlight   1035

Seemed to inundate her soul with indefinable longings,

As, through the garden-gate, and beneath the shade of the oak-trees,

Passed she along the path to the edge of the measureless prairie.

Silent it lay, with a silvery haze upon it, and fire-flies

Gleamed and floated away in mingled and infinite numbers.   1040

Over her head the stars, the thoughts of God in the heavens,

Shone on the eyes of man, who had ceased to marvel and worship,

Save when a blazing comet was seen on the walls of that temple,

As if a hand had appeared and written upon them, ‘Upharsin.’

And the soul of the maiden, between the stars and the fire-flies,   1045

Wandered alone, and she cried, ‘O Gabriel! O my beloved!

Art thou so near unto me, and yet I cannot behold thee?

Art thou so near unto me, and yet thy voice does not reach me?

Ah! how often thy feet have trod this path to the prairie!

Ah! how often thine eyes have looked on the woodlands around me!   1050

Ah! how often beneath this oak, returning from labor,

Thou hast lain down to rest, and to dream of me in thy slumbers!

When shall these eyes behold, these arms be folded about thee?’

Loud and sudden and near the notes of a whippoorwill sounded

Like a flute in the woods; and anon, through the neighboring thickets,   1055

Farther and farther away it floated and dropped into silence.

‘Patience!’ whispered the oaks from oracular caverns of darkness:

And, from the moonlit meadow, a sigh responded, ‘To-morrow!’
 

 Bright rose the sun next day; and all the flowers of the garden

Bathed his shining feet with their tears, and anointed his tresses   1060

With the delicious balm that they bore in their vases of crystal.

‘Farewell!’ said the priest, as he stood at the shadowy threshold;

‘See that you bring us the Prodigal Son from his fasting and famine,

And, too, the Foolish Virgin, who slept when the bridegroom was coming.’

‘Farewell!’ answered the maiden, and, smiling, with Basil descended   1065

Down to the river’s brink, where the boatmen already were waiting.

Thus beginning their journey with morning, and sunshine, and gladness,

Swiftly they followed the flight of him who was speeding before them,

Blown by the blast of fate like a dead leaf over the desert.

Not that day, nor the next, nor yet the day that succeeded,   1070

Found they the trace of his course, in lake or forest or river,

Nor, after many days, had they found him; but vague and uncertain

Rumors alone were their guides through a wild and desolate country;

Till, at the little inn of the Spanish town of Adayes,

Weary and worn, they alighted, and learned from the garrulous landlord,   1075

That on the day before, with horses and guides and companions,

Gabriel left the village, and took the road of the prairies.
 

IV
 

Far in the West there lies a desert land, where the mountains

Lift, through perpetual snows, their lofty and luminous summits.

Down from their jagged, deep ravines, where the gorge, like a gateway,   1080

Opens a passage rude to the wheels of the emigrant’s wagon,

Westward the Oregon flows and the Walleway and Owyhee.

Eastward, with devious course, among the Wind-river Mountains,

Through the Sweet-water Valley precipitate leaps the Nebraska;

And to the south, from Fontaine-qui-bout and the Spanish sierras,   1085

Fretted with sands and rocks, and swept by the wind of the desert,

Numberless torrents, with ceaseless sound, descend to the ocean,

Like the great chords of a harp, in loud and solemn vibrations.

Spreading between these streams are the wondrous, beautiful prairies;

Billowy bays of grass ever rolling in shadow and sunshine,   1090

Bright with luxuriant clusters of roses and purple amorphas.

Over them wandered the buffalo herds, and the elk and the roebuck;

Over them wandered the wolves, and herds of riderless horses;

Fires that blast and blight, and winds that are weary with travel;

Over them wander the scattered tribes of Ishmael’s children,   1095

Staining the desert with blood; and above their terrible war-trails.

Circles and sails aloft, on pinions majestic, the vulture,

Like the implacable soul of a chieftain slaughtered in battle,

By invisible stairs ascending and scaling the heavens.

Here and there rise smokes from the camps of these savage marauders;   1100

Here and there rise groves from the margins of swift-running rivers;

And the grim, taciturn bear, the anchorite monk of the desert,

Climbs down their dark ravines to dig for roots by the brook-side,

And over all is the sky, the clear and crystalline heaven,

Like the protecting hand of God inverted above them.   1105
 

 Into this wonderful land, at the base of the Ozark Mountains,

Gabriel far had entered, with hunters and trappers behind him.

Day after day, with their Indian guides, the maiden and Basil

Followed his flying steps, and thought each day to o’ertake him.

Sometimes they saw, or thought they saw, the smoke of his camp-fire   1110

Rise in the morning air from the distant plain; but at nightfall,

When they had reached the place they found only embers and ashes.

And, though their hearts were sad at times and their bodies were weary,

Hope still guided them on, as the magic Fata Morgana

Showed them her lakes of light, that retreated and vanished before them.
  1115
 

 Once, as they sat by their evening fire, there silently entered

Into their little camp an Indian woman, whose features

Wore deep traces of sorrow, and patience as great as her sorrow.

She was a Shawnee woman returning home to her people,

From the far-off hunting-grounds of the cruel Camanches,   1120

Where her Canadian husband, a Coureur-des-Bois, had been murdered.

Touched were their hearts at her story, and warmest and friendliest welcome

Gave they, with words of cheer, and she sat and feasted among them

On the buffalo-meat and the venison cooked on the embers.

But when their meal was done, and Basil and all his companions,   1125

Worn with the long day’s march and the chase of the deer and the bison,

Stretched themselves on the ground, and slept where the quivering fire-light

Flashed on their swarthy cheeks, and their forms wrapped up in their blankets,

Then at the door of Evangeline’s tent she sat and repeated

Slowly, with soft, low voice, and the charm of her Indian accent,   1130

All the tale of her love, with its pleasures, and pains, and reverses.

Much Evangeline wept at the tale, and to know that another

Hapless heart like her own had loved and had been disappointed.

Moved to the depths of her soul by pity and woman’s compassion,

Yet in her sorrow pleased that one who had suffered was near her,   1135

She in turn related her love and all its disasters.

Mute with wonder the Shawnee sat, and when she had ended

Still was mute; but at length, as if a mysterious horror

Passed through her brain, she spake, and repeated the tale of the Mowis;

Mowis, the bridegroom of snow, who won and wedded a maiden,   1140

But, when the morning came, arose and passed from the wigwam,

Fading and melting away and dissolving into the sunshine,

Till she beheld him no more, though she followed far into the forest.

Then, in those sweet, low tones, that seemed like a weird incantation,

Told she the tale of the fair Lilinau, who was wooed by a phantom,   1145

That through the pines o’er her father’s lodge, in the hush of the twilight,

Breathed like the evening wind, and whispered love to the maiden,

Till she followed his green and waving plume through the forest,

And nevermore returned, nor was seen again by her people.

Silent with wonder and strange surprise, Evangeline listened   1150

To the soft flow of her magical words, till the region around her

Seemed like enchanted ground, and her swarthy guest the enchantress.

Slowly over the tops of the Ozark Mountains the moon rose,

Lighting the little tent, and with a mysterious splendor

Touching the sombre leaves, and embracing and filling the woodland.   1155

With a delicious sound the brook rushed by, and the branches

Swayed and sighed overhead in scarcely audible whispers.

Filled with the thoughts of love was Evangeline’s heart, but a secret,

Subtile sense crept in of pain and indefinite terror,

As the cold, poisonous snake creeps into the nest of the swallow.   1160

It was no earthly fear. A breath from the region of spirits

Seemed to float in the air of night; and she felt for a moment

That, like the Indian maid, she, too, was pursuing a phantom.

With this thought she slept, and the fear and the phantom had vanished.
 

 Early upon the morrow the march was resumed; and the Shawnee   1165

Said, as they journeyed along, ‘On the western slope of these mountains

Dwells in his little village the Black Robe chief of the Mission.

Much he teaches the people, and tells them of Mary and Jesus.

Loud laugh their hearts with joy, and weep with pain, as they hear him.’

Then, with a sudden and secret emotion, Evangeline answered,   1170

‘Let us go to the Mission, for there good tidings await us!’

Thither they turned their steeds; and behind a spur of the mountains,

Just as the sun went down, they heard a murmur of voices,

And in a meadow green and broad, by the bank of a river,

Saw the tents of the Christians, the tents of the Jesuit Mission.   1175

Under a towering oak, that stood in the midst of the village,

Knelt the Black Robe chief with his children. A crucifix fastened

High on the trunk of the tree, and overshadowed by grapevines,

Looked with its agonized face on the multitude kneeling beneath it.

This was their rural chapel. Aloft, through the intricate arches   1180

Of its aerial roof, arose the chant of their vespers,

Mingling its notes with the soft susurrus and sighs of the branches.

Silent, with heads uncovered, the travellers, nearer approaching,

Knelt on the swarded floor, and joined in the evening devotions.

But when the service was done, and the benediction had fallen   1185

Forth from the hands of the priest, like seed from the hands of the sower,

Slowly the reverend man advanced to the strangers, and bade them

Welcome; and when they replied, he smiled with benignant expression,

Hearing the homelike sounds of his mother-tongue in the forest,

And, with words of kindness, conducted them into his wigwam.   1190

There upon mats and skins they reposed, and on cakes of the maize-ear

Feasted, and slaked their thirst from the water-gourd of the teacher.

Soon was their story told; and the priest with solemnity answered: — 

‘Nor six suns have risen and set since Gabriel, seated

On this mat by my side, where now the maiden reposes,   1195

Told me this same sad tale; then arose and continued his journey!’

Soft was the voice of the priest, and he spake with an accent of kindness;

But on Evangeline’s heart fell his words as in winter the snow-flakes

Fall into some lone nest from which the birds have departed.

‘Far to the north he has gone,’ continued the priest; ‘but in autumn,   1200

When the chase is done, will return again to the Mission.’

Then Evangeline said, and her voice was meek and submissive,

‘Let me remain with thee, for my soul is sad and afflicted.’

So seemed it wise and well unto all; and betimes on the morrow,

Mounting his Mexican steed, with his Indian guides and companions,   1205

Homeward Basil returned, and Evangeline stayed at the Mission.
 

 Slowly, slowly, slowly the days succeeded each other, — 

Days and weeks and months; and the fields of maize that were springing

Green from the ground when a stranger she came, now waving above her,

Lifted their slender shafts, with leaves interlacing, and forming   1210

Cloisters for mendicant crows and granaries pillaged by squirrels.

Then in the golden weather the maize was husked, and the maidens

Blushed at each blood-red ear, for that betokened a lover,

But at the crooked laughed, and called it a thief in the cornfield.

Even the blood-red ear to Evangeline brought not her lover.   1215

‘Patience!’ the priest would say; ‘have faith, and thy prayer will be answered!

Look at this vigorous plant that lifts its head from the meadow,

See how its leaves are turned to the north, as true as the magnet;

This is the compass-flower, that the finger of God has planted

Here in the houseless wild, to direct the traveller’s journey   1220

Over the sea-like, pathless, limitless waste of the desert.

Such in the soul of man is faith. The blossoms of passion,

Gay and luxuriant flowers, are brighter and fuller of fragrance,

But they beguile us, and lead us astray, and their odor is deadly.

Only this humble plant can guide us here, and hereafter   1225

Crown us with asphodel flowers, that are wet with the dews of nepenthe.’
 

 So came the autumn, and passed, and the winter, — yet Gabriel came not;

Blossomed the opening spring, and the notes of the robin and bluebird

Sounded sweet upon wold and in wood, yet Gabriel came not.

But on the breath of the summer winds a rumor was wafted   1230

Sweeter than song of bird, or hue or odor of blossom.

Far to the north and east, it said, in the Michigan forests,

Gabriel had his lodge by the banks of the Saginaw River.

And, with returning guides, that sought the lakes of St. Lawrence,

Saying a sad farewell, Evangeline went from the Mission.   1235

When over weary ways, by long and perilous marches,

She had attained at length the depths of the Michigan forests,

Found she the hunter’s lodge deserted and fallen to ruin!
 

 Thus did the long sad years glide on, and in seasons and places

Divers and distant far was seen the wandering maiden; — 1240

Now in the Tents of Grace of the meek Moravian Missions,

Now in the noisy camps and the battle-fields of the army,

Now in secluded hamlets, in towns and populous cities.

Like a phantom she came, and passed away unremembered.

Fair was she and young, when in hope began the long journey;   1245

Faded was she and old, when in disappointment it ended.

Each succeeding year stole something away from her beauty,

Leaving behind it, broader and deeper, the gloom and the shadow.

Then there appeared and spread faint streaks of gray o’er her forehead,

Dawn of another life, that broke o’er her earthly horizon,   1250

As in the eastern sky the first faint streaks of the morning.
 

V
 

In that delightful land which is washed by the Delaware waters,

Guarding in sylvan shades the name of Penn the apostle,

Stands on the banks of its beautiful stream the city he founded.

There all the air is balm, and the peach is the emblem of beauty,   1255

And the streets still re-echo the names of the trees of the forest,

As if they fain would appease the Dryads whose haunts they molested.

There from the troubled sea had Evangeline landed, an exile,

Finding among the children of Penn a home and a country.

There old René Leblanc had died; and when he departed,   1260

Saw at his side only one of all his hundred descendants.

Something at least there was in the friendly streets of the city,

Something that spake to her heart, and made her no longer a stranger;

And her ear was pleased with the Thee and Thou of the Quakers,

For it recalled the past, the old Acadian country,   1265

Where all men were equal, and all were brothers and sisters.

So, when the fruitless search, the disappointed endeavor,

Ended, to recommence no more upon earth, uncomplaining,

Thither, as leaves to the light, were turned her thoughts and her footsteps.

As from the mountain’s top the rainy mists of the morning   1270

Roll away, and afar we behold the landscape below us,

Sun-illumined, with shining rivers and cities and hamlets,

So fell the mists from her mind, and she saw the world far below her,

Dark no longer, but all illumined with love; and the pathway

Which she had climbed so far, lying smooth and fair in the distance.   1275

Gabriel was not forgotten. Within her heart was his image,

Clothed in the beauty of love and youth, as last she beheld him,

Only more beautiful made by his death-like silence and absence.

Into her thoughts of him time entered not, for it was not.

Over him years had no power; he was not changed, but transfigured;   1280

He had become to her heart as one who is dead, and not absent;

Patience and abnegation of self, and devotion to others,

This was the lesson a life of trial and sorrow had taught her.

So was her love diffused, but, like to some odorous spices,

Suffered no waste nor loss, though filling the air with aroma.   1285

Other hope had she none, nor wish in life, but to follow

Meekly, with reverent steps, the sacred feet of her Saviour.

Thus many years she lived as a Sister of Mercy, frequenting

Lonely and wretched roofs in the crowded lanes of the city,

Where distress and want concealed themselves from the sunlight,   1290

Where disease and sorrow in garrets languished neglected.

Night after night, when the world was asleep, as the watchman repeated

Loud, through the gusty streets, that all was well in the city,

High at some lonely window he saw the light of her taper.

Day after day, in the gray of the dawn, as slow through the suburbs   1295

Plodded the German farmer, with flowers and fruits for the market.

Met he that meek, pale face, returning home from its watchings.
 

 Then it came to pass that a pestilence fell on the city,

Presaged by wondrous signs, and mostly by flocks of wild pigeons,

Darkening the sun in their flight, with naught in their craws but an acorn.   1300

And, as the tides of the sea arise in the month of September,

Flooding some silver stream, till it spreads to a lake in the meadow,

So death flooded life, and, o’erflowing its natural margin,

Spread to a brackish lake, the silver stream of existence.

Wealth had no power to bribe, nor beauty to charm, the oppressor;   1305

But all perished alike beneath the scourge of his anger; — 

Only, alas! the poor, who had neither friends nor attendants,

Crept away to die in the almshouse, home of the homeless.

Then in the suburbs it stood, in the midst of meadows and woodlands; — 

Now the city surrounds it; but still, with its gateway and wicket   1310

Meek, in the midst of splendor, its humble walls seemed to echo

Softly the words of the Lord: ‘The poor ye always have with you.’

Thither, by night and by day, came the Sister of Mercy. The dying

Looked up into her face, and thought, indeed, to behold there

Gleams of celestial light encircle her forehead with splendor,   1315

Such as the artist paints o’er the brows of saints and apostles,

Or such as hangs by night o’er a city seen at a distance.

Unto their eyes it seemed the lamps of the city celestial,

Into whose shining gates erelong their spirits would enter.
 

 Thus, on a Sabbath morn, through the streets, deserted and silent,   1320

Wending her quiet way, she entered the door of the almshouse.

Sweet on the summer air was the odor of flowers in the garden;

And she paused on her way to gather the fairest among them,

That the dying once more might rejoice in their fragrance and beauty.

Then, as she mounted the stairs to the corridors, cooled by the east-wind,   1325

Distant and soft on her ear fell the chimes from the belfry of Christ Church,

While, intermingled with these, across the meadows were wafted

Sounds of psalms, that were sung by the Swedes in their church at Wicaco.

Soft as descending wings fell the calm of the hour on her spirit:

Something within her said, ‘At length thy trials are ended;’   1330

And, with light in her looks, she entered the chambers of sickness.

Noiselessly moved about the assiduous, careful attendants,

Moistening the feverish lip, and the aching brow, and in silence

Closing the sightless eyes of the dead, and concealing their faces,

Where on their pallets they lay, like drifts of snow by the roadside.   1335

Many a languid head, upraised as Evangeline entered,

Turned on its pillow of pain to gaze while she passed, for her presence

Fell on their hearts like a ray of the sun on the walls of a prison.

And, as she looked around, she saw how Death, the consoler,

Laying his hand upon many a heart, had healed it forever.   1340

Many familiar forms had disappeared in the night time;

Vacant their places were, or filled already by strangers.
 

 Suddenly, as if arrested by fear or a feeling of wonder,

Still she stood, with her colorless lips apart, while a shudder

Ran through her frame, and, forgotten, the flowerets dropped from her fingers,   1345

And from her eyes and cheeks the light and bloom of the morning.

Then there escaped from her lips a cry of such terrible anguish,

That the dying heard it, and started up from their pillows.

On the pallet before her was stretched the form of an old man.

Long, and thin, and gray were the locks that shaded his temples;   1350

But, as he lay in the morning light, his face for a moment

Seemed to assume once more the forms of its earlier manhood;

So are wont to be changed the faces of those who are dying.

Hot and red on his lips still burned the flush of the fever,

As if life, like the Hebrew, with blood had besprinkled its portals,   1355

That the Angel of Death might see the sign, and pass over.

Motionless, senseless, dying, he lay, and his spirit exhausted

Seemed to be sinking down through infinite depths in the darkness,

Darkness of slumber and death, forever sinking and sinking.

Then through those realms of shade, in multiplied reverberations,   1360

Heard he that cry of pain, and through the hush that succeeded

Whispered a gentle voice, in accents tender and saint-like,

‘Gabriel! O my beloved!’ and died away into silence.

Then he beheld, in a dream, once more the home of his childhood;

Green Acadian meadows, with sylvan rivers among them,   1365

Village, and mountain, and woodlands; and, walking under their shadow,

As in the days of her youth, Evangeline rose in his vision.

Tears came into his eyes; and as slowly he lifted his eyelids,

Vanished the vision away, but Evangeline knelt by his bedside.

Vainly he strove to whisper her name, for the accents unuttered   1370

Died on his lips, and their motion revealed what his tongue would have spoken.

Vainly he strove to rise; and Evangeline, kneeling beside him.

Kissed his dying lips and laid his head on her bosom.

Sweet was the light of his eyes; but it suddenly sank into darkness,

As when a lamp is blown out by a gust of wind at a casement.   1375
 

 All was ended now, the hope, and the fear, and the sorrow,

All the aching of heart, the restless, unsatisfied longing,

All the dull, deep pain, and constant anguish of patience!

And, as she pressed once more the lifeless head to her bosom,

Meekly she bowed her own, and murmured, ‘Father, I thank thee!’   1380
 

Still stands the forest primeval; but far away from its shadow,

Side by side, in their nameless graves, the lovers are sleeping.

Under the humble walls of the little Catholic churchyard,

In the heart of the city, they lie, unknown and unnoticed.

Daily the tides of life go ebbing and flowing beside them,   1385

Thousands of throbbing hearts, where theirs are at rest and forever,

Thousands of aching brains, where theirs no longer are busy,

Thousands of toiling hands, where theirs have ceased from their labors,

Thousands of weary feet, where theirs have completed their journey.
 

 Still stands the forest primeval; but under the shade of its branches   1390

Dwells another race, with other customs and language.

Only along the shore of the mournful and misty Atlantic

Linger a few Acadian peasants, whose fathers from exile

Wandered back to their native land to die in its bosom.

In the fisherman’s cot the wheel and the loom are still busy;   1395

Maidens still wear their Norman caps and their kirtles of homespun,

And by the evening fire repeat Evangeline’s story,

While from its rocky caverns the deep-voiced, neighboring ocean

Speaks, and in accents disconsolate answers the wail of the forest.
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The Eternal Goodness
 

John Greenleaf Whittier (1807–1892)
 

O FRIENDS! with whom my feet have trod

 The quiet aisles of prayer,

Glad witness to your zeal for God

 And love of man I bear.
 

I trace your lines of argument;   5

 Your logic linked and strong

I weigh as one who dreads dissent,

 And fears a doubt as wrong.
 

But still my human hands are weak

 To hold your iron creeds:   10

Against the words ye bid me speak

 My heart within me pleads.
 

Who fathoms the Eternal Thought?

 Who talks of scheme and plan?

The Lord is God! He needeth not   15

 The poor device of man.
 

I walk with bare, hushed feet the ground

 Ye tread with boldness shod;

I dare not fix with mete and bound

 The love and power of God.   20
 

Ye praise His justice; even such

 His pitying love I deem:

Ye seek a king; I fain would touch

 The robe that hath no seam.
 

Ye see the curse which overbroods   25

 A world of pain and loss;

I hear our Lord’s beatitudes

 And prayer upon the cross.
 

More than your schoolmen teach, within

 Myself, alas! I know:   30

Too dark ye cannot paint the sin,

 Too small the merit show.
 

I bow my forehead to the dust,

 I veil mine eyes for shame,

And urge, in trembling self-distrust,   35

 A prayer without a claim.
 

I see the wrong that round me lies,

 I feel the guilt within;

I hear, with groan and travail-cries,

 The world confess its sin.   40
 

Yet, in the maddening maze of things,

 And tossed by storm and flood,

To one fixed trust my spirit clings;

 I know that God is good!
 

Not mine to look where cherubim   45

 And seraphs may not see,

But nothing can be good in Him

 Which evil is in me.
 

The wrong that pains my soul below

 I dare not throne above,   50

I know not of His hate, — I know

 His goodness and His love.
 

I dimly guess from blessings known

 Of greater out of sight,

And, with the chastened Psalmist, own   55

 His judgments too are right.
 

I long for household voices gone,

 For vanished smiles I long,

But God hath led my dear ones on,

 And He can do no wrong.   60
 

I know not what the future hath

 Of marvel or surprise,

Assured alone that life and death

 His mercy underlies.
 

And if my heart and flesh are weak   65

 To bear an untried pain,

The bruisèd reed He will not break,

 But strengthen and sustain.
 

No offering of my own I have,

 Nor works my faith to prove;   70

I can but give the gifts He gave,

 And plead His love for love.
 

And so beside the Silent Sea

 I wait the muffled oar;

No harm from Him can come to me   75

 On ocean or on shore.
 

I know not where His islands lift

 Their fronded palms in air;

I only know I cannot drift

 Beyond His love and care.   80
 

O brothers! if my faith is vain,

 If hopes like these betray,

Pray for me that my feet may gain

 The sure and safer way.
 

And Thou, O Lord! by whom are seen   85

 Thy creatures as they be,

Forgive me if too close I lean

 My human heart on Thee!
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Randolph of Roanoke
 

John Greenleaf Whittier (1807–1892)
 

O MOTHER EARTH! upon thy lap

 Thy weary ones receiving,

And o’er them, silent as a dream,

 Thy grassy mantle weaving,

Fold softly in thy long embrace   5

 That heart so worn and broken,

And cool its pulse of fire beneath

 Thy shadows old and oaken.
 

Shut out from him the bitter word

 And serpent hiss of scorning;   10

Nor let the storms of yesterday

 Disturb his quiet morning.

Breathe over him forgetfulness

 Of all save deeds of kindness,

And, save to smiles of grateful eyes,   15

 Press down his lids in blindness.
 

There, where with living ear and eye

 He heard Potomac’s flowing,

And, through his tall ancestral trees,

 Saw autumn’s sunset glowing,   20

He sleeps, still looking to the west,

 Beneath the dark wood shadow,

As if he still would see the sun

 Sink down on wave and meadow.
 

Bard, Sage, and Tribune! in himself
  25

 All moods of mind contrasting, — 

The tenderest wail of human woe,

 The scorn like lightning blasting;

The pathos which from rival eyes

 Unwilling tears could summon,   30

The stinging taunt, the fiery burst

 Of hatred scarcely human!
 

Mirth, sparkling like a diamond shower,

 From lips of life-long sadness;

Clear picturings of majestic thought   35

 Upon a ground of madness;

And over all Romance and Song

 A classic beauty throwing,

And laurelled Clio at his side

 Her storied pages showing.   40
 

All parties feared him: each in turn

 Beheld its schemes disjointed,

As right or left his fatal glance

 And spectral finger pointed.

Sworn foe of Cant, he smote it down   45

 With trenchant wit unsparing,

And, mocking, rent with ruthless hand

 The robe Pretence was wearing.
 

Too honest or too proud to feign

 A love he never cherished,   50

Beyond Virginia’s border line

 His patriotism perished.

While others hailed in distant skies

 Our eagle’s dusky pinion,

He only saw the mountain bird   55

 Stoop o’er his Old Dominion!
 

Still through each change of fortune strange

 Racked nerve, and brain all burning,

His loving faith in Mother-land

 Knew never shade of turning;   60

By Britain’s lakes, by Neva’s tide,

 Whatever sky was o’er him,

He heard her rivers’ rushing sound,

 Her blue peaks rose before him.
 

He held his slaves, yet made withal   65

 No false and vain pretences,

Nor paid a lying priest to seek

 For Scriptural defences.

His harshest words of proud rebuke,

 His bitterest taunt and scorning,   70

Fell fire-like on the Northern brow

 That bent to him in fawning.
 

He held his slaves; yet kept the while

 His reverence for the Human;

In the dark vassals of his will   75

 He saw but Man and Woman!

No hunter of God’s outraged poor

 His Roanoke valley entered;

No trader in the souls of men

 Across his threshold ventured.   80
 

And when the old and wearied man

 Lay down for his last sleeping,

And at his side, a slave no more,

 His brother-man stood weeping,

His latest thought, his latest breath,   85

 To Freedom’s duty giving,

With failing tongue and trembling hand

 The dying blest the living.
 

Oh, never bore his ancient State

 A truer son or braver!   90

None trampling with a calmer scorn

 On foreign hate or favor.

He knew her faults, yet never stooped

 His proud and manly feeling

To poor excuses of the wrong   95

 Or meanness of concealing.
 

But none beheld with clearer eye

 The plague-spot o’er her spreading,

None heard more sure the steps of Doom

 Along her future treading.   100

For her as for himself he spake,

 When, his gaunt frame upbracing,

He traced with dying hand ‘Remorse!’

 And perished in the tracing.
 

As from the grave where Henry sleeps,   105

 From Vernon’s weeping willow,

And from the grassy pall which hides

 The Sage of Monticello,

So from the leaf-strewn burial-stone

 Of Randolph’s lowly dwelling,   110

Virginia! o’er thy land of slaves

 A warning voice is swelling!
 

And hark! from thy deserted fields

 Are sadder warnings spoken,

From quenched hearths, where thy exiled sons   115

 Their household gods have broken.

The curse is on thee, — wolves for men,

 And briers for corn-sheaves giving!

Oh, more than all thy dead renown

 Were now one hero living!   120
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Massachusetts to Virginia
 

John Greenleaf Whittier (1807–1892)
 

THE BLAST from Freedom’s Northern hills, upon its Southern way,

Bears greeting to Virginia from Massachusetts Bay:

No word of haughty challenging, nor battle bugle’s peal,

Nor steady tread of marching files, nor clang of horsemen’s steel,
 

No trains of deep-mouthed cannon along our highways go;   5

Around our silent arsenals untrodden lies the snow;

And to the land-breeze of our ports, upon their errands far,

A thousand sails of commerce swell, but none are spread for war.
 

We hear thy threats, Virginia! thy stormy words and high

Swell harshly on the Southern winds which melt along our sky;   10

Yet not one brown, hard hand foregoes its honest labor here,

No hewer of our mountain oaks suspends his axe in fear.
 

Wild are the waves which lash the reefs along St. George’s bank;

Cold on the shores of Labrador the fog lies white and dank;

Through storm, and wave, and blinding mist, stout are the hearts which man   15

The fishing-smacks of Marblehead, the sea-boats of Cape Ann.
 

The cold north light and wintry sun glare on their icy forms,

Bent grimly o’er their straining lines or wrestling with the storms;

Free as the winds they drive before, rough as the waves they roam,

They laugh to scorn the slaver’s threat against their rocky home.   20
 

What means the Old Dominion? Hath she forgot the day

When o’er her conquered valleys swept the Briton’s steel array?

How, side by side with sons of hers, the Massachusetts men

Encountered Tarleton’s charge of fire, and stout Cornwallis, then?
 

Forgets she how the Bay State, in answer to the call   25

Of her old House of Burgesses, spoke out from Faneuil Hall?

When, echoing back her Henry’s cry, came pulsing on each breath

Of Northern winds the thrilling sounds of ‘Liberty or Death!’
 

What asks the Old Dominion? If now her sons have proved

False to their fathers’ memory, false to the faith they loved;   30

If she can scoff at Freedom, and its great charter spurn,

Must we of Massachusetts from truth and duty turn?
 

We hunt your bondmen, flying from Slavery’s hateful hell;

Our voices, at your bidding, take up the bloodhound’s yell;

We gather, at your summons, above our fathers’ graves,   35

From Freedom’s holy altar-horns to tear your wretched slaves!
 

Thank God! not yet so vilely can Massachusetts bow;

The spirit of her early time is with her even now;

Dream not because her Pilgrim blood moves slow and calm and cool,

She thus can stoop her chainless neck, a sister’s slave and tool!   40
 

All that a sister State should do, all that a free State may,

Heart, hand, and purse we proffer, as in our early day;

But that one dark loathsome burden ye must stagger with alone,

And reap the bitter harvest which ye yourselves have sown!
 

Hold, while ye may, your struggling slaves, and burden God’s free air   45

With woman’s shriek beneath the lash, and manhood’s wild despair;

Cling closer to the ‘cleaving curse’ that writes upon your plains

The blasting of Almighty wrath against a land of chains.
 

Still shame your gallant ancestry, the cavaliers of old,

By watching round the shambles where human flesh is sold;   50

Gloat o’er the new-born child, and count his market value, when

The maddened mother’s cry of woe shall pierce the slaver’s den!
 

Lower than plummet soundeth, sink the Virginia name;

Plant, if ye will, your fathers’ graves with rankest weeds of shame;

Be, if ye will, the scandal of God’s fair universe;   55

We wash our hands forever of your sin and shame and curse.
 

A voice from lips whereon the coal from Freedom’s shrine hath been,

Thrilled, as but yesterday, the hearts of Berkshire’s mountain men:

The echoes of that solemn voice are sadly lingering still

In all our sunny valleys, on every wind-swept hill.   60
 

And when the prowling man-thief came hunting for his prey

Beneath the very shadow of Bunker’s shaft of gray,

How, through the free lips of the son, the father’s warning spoke;

How, from its bonds of trade and sect, the Pilgrim city broke!
 

A hundred thousand right arms were lifted up on high,   65

A hundred thousand voices sent back their loud reply;

Through the thronged towns of Essex the startling summons rang,

And up from bench and loom and wheel her young mechanics sprang!
 

The voice of free, broad Middlesex, of thousands as of one,

The shaft of Bunker calling to that of Lexington;   70

From Norfolk’s ancient villages, from Plymouth’s rocky bound

To where Nantucket feels the arms of ocean close her round;
 

From rich and rural Worcester, where through the calm repose

Of cultured vales and fringing woods the gentle Nashua flows,

To where Wachuset’s wintry blasts the mountain larches stir,   75

Swelled up to Heaven the thrilling cry of ‘God save Latimer!’
 

And sandy Barnstable rose up, wet with the salt sea spray;

And Bristol sent her answering shout down Narragansett Bay!

Along the broad Connecticut old Hampden felt the thrill,

And the cheer of Hampshire’s woodmen swept down from Holyoke Hill.   80
 

The voice of Massachusetts! Of her free sons and daughters,

Deep calling unto deep aloud, the sound of many waters!

Against the burden of that voice what tyrant power shall stand?

No fetters in the Bay State! No slave upon her land!
 

Look to it well, Virginians! In calmness we have borne,   85

In answer to our faith and trust, your insult and your scorn;

You’ve spurned our kindest counsels; you’ve hunted for our lives;

And shaken round our hearths and homes your manacles and gyves!
 

We wage no war, we lift no arm, we fling no torch within

The fire-damps of the quaking mine beneath your soil of sin;   90

We leave ye with your bondmen, to wrestle, while ye can,

With the strong upward tendencies and God-like soul of man!
 

But for us and for our children, the vow which we have given

For freedom and humanity is registered in heaven;

No slave-hunt in our borders, — no pirate on our strand!   95

No fetters in the Bay State, — no slave upon our land!
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Barclay of Ury
 

John Greenleaf Whittier (1807–1892)
 

UP the streets of Aberdeen,

By the kirk and college green,

  Rode the Laird of Ury;

Close behind him, close beside,

Foul of mouth and evil-eyed,   5

  Pressed the mob in fury.
 

Flouted him the drunken churl,

Jeered at him the serving-girl,

  Prompt to please her master;

And the begging carlin, late   10

Fed and clothed at Ury’s gate,

  Cursed him as he passed her.
 

Yet, with calm and stately mien,

Up the streets of Aberdeen

  Came he slowly riding;   15

And, to all he saw and heard,

Answering not with bitter word,

  Turning not for chiding.
 

Came a troop with broadswords swinging,

Bits and bridles sharply ringing,   20

  Loose and free and froward;

Quoth the foremost, ‘Ride him down!

Push him! prick him! through the town

  Drive the Quaker coward!’
 

But from out the thickening crowd   25

Cried a sudden voice and loud:

  ‘Barclay! Ho! a Barclay!’

And the old man at his side

Saw a comrade, battle tried,

  Scarred and sunburned darkly,   30
 

Who with ready weapon bare,

Fronting to the troopers there,

  Cried aloud: ‘God save us,

Call ye coward him who stood

Ankle deep in Lützen’s blood,   35

  With the brave Gustavus?’
 

‘Nay, I do not need thy sword,

Comrade mine,’ said Ury’s lord.

  ‘Put it up, I pray thee:

Passive to His holy will,   40

Trust I in my Master still,

  Even though He slay me.
 

‘Pledges of thy love and faith,

Proved on many a field of death,

  Not by me are needed.’   45

Marvelled much that henchman bold,

That his laird, so stout of old,

  Now so meekly pleaded.
 

‘Woe ‘s the day!’ he sadly said,

With a slowly shaking head,   50

  And a look of pity;

‘Ury’s honest lord reviled,

Mock of knave and sport of child,

  In his own good city!
 

‘Speak the word, and, master mine,   55

As we charged on Tilly’s line,

  And his Walloon lancers,

Smiting through their midst we’ll teach

Civil look and decent speech

  To these boyish prancers!’   60
 

‘Marvel not, mine ancient friend,

Like beginning, like the end,’

  Quoth the Laird of Ury;

‘Is the sinful servant more

Than his gracious Lord who bore   65

  Bonds and stripes in Jewry?
 

‘Give me joy that in his name

I can bear, with patient frame,

  All these vain ones offer;

While for them He suffereth long,   70

Shall I answer wrong with wrong,

  Scoffing with the scoffer?
 

‘Happier I, with loss of all,

Hunted, outlawed, held in thrall,

  With few friends to greet me,   75

Than when reeve and squire were seen,

Riding out from Aberdeen,

  With bared heads to meet me.
 

‘When each goodwife, o’er and o’er,

Blessed me as I passed her door;   80

  And the snooded daughter,

Through her casement glancing down,

Smiled on him who bore renown

  From red fields of slaughter.
 

‘Hard to feel the stranger’s scoff,   85

Hard the old friend’s falling off,

  Hard to learn forgiving;

But the Lord His own rewards,

And His love with theirs accords,

  Warm and fresh and living.   90
 

‘Through this dark and stormy night

Faith beholds a feeble light

  Up the blackness streaking;

Knowing God’s own time is best,

In a patient hope I rest   95

  For the full day-breaking!’
 

So the Laird of Ury said,

Turning slow his horse’s head

  Towards the Tolbooth prison,

Where, through iron gates, he heard   100

Poor disciples of the Word

  Preach of Christ arisen!
 

Not in vain, Confessor old,

Unto us the tale is told

  Of thy day of trial;   105

Every age on him who strays

From its broad and beaten ways

  Pours its seven-fold vial.
 

Happy he whose inward ear

Angel comfortings can hear,   110

  O’er the rabble’s laughter;

And while Hatred’s fagots burn,

Glimpses through the smoke discern

  Of the good hereafter.
 

Knowing this, that never yet   115

Share of Truth was vainly set

  In the world’s wide fallow;

After hands shall sow the seed,

After hands from hill and mead

  Reap the harvests yellow.   120
 

Thus, with somewhat of the Seer,

Must the moral pioneer

  From the Future borrow;

Clothe the waste with dreams of grain,

And, on midnight’s sky of rain,   125

  Paint the golden morrow!
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Maud Muller
 

John Greenleaf Whittier (1807–1892)
 

MAUD MULLER on a summer’s day

Raked the meadow sweet with hay.
 

Beneath her torn hat glowed the wealth

Of simple beauty and rustic health.
 

Singing, she wrought, and her merry glee   5

The mock-bird echoed from his tree.
 

But when she glanced to the far-off town,

White from its hill-slope looking down,
 

The sweet song died, and a vague unrest

And a nameless longing filled her breast, — 10
 

A wish that she hardly dared to own,

For something better than she had known.
 

The Judge rode slowly down the lane,

Smoothing his horse’s chestnut mane.
 

He drew his bridle in the shade   15

Of the apple-trees, to greet the maid,
 

And asked a draught from the spring that flowed

Through the meadow across the road.
 

She stooped where the cool spring bubbled up,

And filled for him her small tin cup,   20
 

And blushed as she gave it, looking down

On her feet so bare, and her tattered gown.
 

‘Thanks!’ said the Judge; ‘a sweeter draught

From a fairer hand was never quaffed.’
 

He spoke of the grass and flowers and trees,   25

Of the singing birds and the humming bees;
 

Then talked of the haying, and wondered whether

The cloud in the west would bring foul weather.
 

And Maud forgot her brier-torn gown,

And her graceful ankles bare and brown;   30
 

And listened, while a pleased surprise

Looked from her long-lashed hazel eyes.
 

At last, like one who for delay

Seeks a vain excuse, he rode away.
 

Maud Muller looked and sighed: ‘Ah me!   35

That I the Judge’s bride might be!
 

‘He would dress me up in silks so fine,

And praise and toast me at his wine.
 

‘My father should wear a broadcloth coat;

My brother should sail a painted boat.   40
 

‘I’d dress my mother so grand and gay,

And the baby should have a new toy each day.
 

‘And I’d feed the hungry and clothe the poor,

And all should bless me who left our door.’
 

The Judge looked back as he climbed the hill   45

And saw Maud Muller standing still.
 

‘A form more fair, a face more sweet,

Ne’er hath it been my lot to meet.
 

‘And her modest answer and graceful air

Show her wise and good as she is fair.   50
 

‘Would she were mine, and I to-day,

Like her, a harvester of hay;
 

‘No doubtful balance of rights and wrongs,

Nor weary lawyers with endless tongues,
 

‘But low of cattle and song of birds,   55

And health and quiet and loving words.’
 

But he thought of his sisters, proud and cold,

And his mother, vain of her rank and gold.
 

So, closing his heart, the Judge rode on,

And Maud was left in the field alone.   60
 

But the lawyers smiled that afternoon,

When he hummed in court an old love-tune;
 

And the young girl mused beside the well

Till the rain on the unraked clover fell.
 

He wedded a wife of richest dower,   65

Who lived for fashion, as he for power.
 

Yet oft, in his marble hearth’s bright glow,

He watched a picture come and go;
 

And sweet Maud Muller’s hazel eyes

Looked out in their innocent surprise.   70
 

Oft, when the wine in his glass was red,

He longed for the wayside well instead;
 

And closed his eyes on his garnished rooms

To dream of meadows and clover-blooms.
 

And the proud man sighed, with a secret pain,   75

‘Ah, that I were free again!
 

‘Free as when I rode that day,

Where the barefoot maiden raked her hay.’
 

She wedded a man unlearned and poor,

And many children played round her door.   80
 

But care and sorrow, and childbirth pain,

Left their traces on heart and brain.
 

And oft, when the summer sun shone hot

On the new-mown hay in the meadow lot,
 

And she heard the little spring brook fall   85

Over the roadside, through the wall,
 

In the shade of the apple-tree again

She saw a rider draw his rein;
 

And, gazing down with timid grace,

She felt his pleased eyes read her face.   90
 

Sometimes her narrow kitchen walls

Stretched away into stately halls;
 

The weary wheel to a spinnet turned,

The tallow candle an astral burned,
 

And for him who sat by the chimney lug,   95

Dozing and grumbling o’er pipe and mug,
 

A manly form at her side she saw,

And joy was duty and love was law.
 

Then she took up her burden of life again,

Saying only, ‘It might have been.’   100
 

Alas for maiden, alas for Judge,

For rich repiner and household drudge!
 

God pity them both! and pity us all,

Who vainly the dreams of youth recall.
 

For of all sad words of tongue or pen,   105

The saddest are these: ‘It might have been!’
 

Ah, well! for us all some sweet hope lies

Deeply buried from human eyes;
 

And, in the hereafter, angels may

Roll the stone from its grave away!   110
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The Barefoot Boy
 

John Greenleaf Whittier (1807–1892)
 

BLESSINGS on thee, little man,

Barefoot boy, with cheek of tan!

With thy turned-up pantaloons,

And thy merry whistled tunes;

With thy red lip, redder still   5

Kissed by strawberries on the hill;

With the sunshine on thy face,

Through thy torn brim’s jaunty grace;

From my heart I give thee joy, — 

I was once a barefoot boy!   10

Prince thou art, — the grown-up man

Only is republican.

Let the million-dollared ride!

Barefoot, trudging at his side,

Thou hast more than he can buy   15

In the reach of ear and eye, — 

Outward sunshine, inward joy:

Blessings on thee, barefoot boy!
 

Oh for boyhood’s painless play,

Sleep that wakes in laughing day,   20

Health that mocks the doctor’s rules,

Knowledge never learned of schools,

Of the wild bee’s morning chase,

Of the wild-flower’s time and place,

Flight of fowl and habitude   25

Of the tenants of the wood;

How the tortoise bears his shell,

How the woodchuck digs his cell,

And the ground-mole sinks his well;

How the robin feeds her young,   30

How the oriole’s nest is hung;

Where the whitest lilies blow,

Where the freshest berries grow,

Where the ground-nut trails its vine,

Where the wood-grape’s clusters shine;   35

Of the black wasp’s cunning way,

Mason of his walls of clay,

And the architectural plans

Of gray hornet artisans!

For, eschewing books and tasks,   40

Nature answers all he asks;

Hand in hand with her he walks,

Face to face with her he talks,

Part and parcel of her joy, — 

Blessings on the barefoot boy!   45
 

Oh for boyhood’s time of June,

Crowding years in one brief moon,

When all things I heard or saw,

Me, their master, waited for.

I was rich in flowers and trees,   50

Humming-birds and honey-bees;

For my sport the squirrel played,

Plied the snouted mole his spade;

For my taste the blackberry cone

Purpled over hedge and stone;   55

Laughed the brook for my delight

Through the day and through the night,

Whispering at the garden wall,

Talked with me from fall to fall;

Mine the sand-rimmed pickerel pond,   60

Mine the walnut slopes beyond,

Mine, on bending orchard trees,

Apples of Hesperides!

Still as my horizon grew,

Larger grew my riches too;   65

All the world I saw or knew

Seemed a complex Chinese toy,

Fashioned for a barefoot boy!

Oh for festal dainties spread,

Like my bowl of milk and bread;   70

Pewter spoon and bowl of wood,

On the door-stone, gray and rude!

O’er me, like a regal tent,

Cloudy-ribbed, the sunset bent,

Purple-curtained, fringed with gold,   75

Looped in many a wind-swung fold;

While for music came the play

Of the pied frogs’ orchestra;

And, to light the noisy choir,

Lit the fly his lamp of fire.   80

I was monarch: pomp and joy

Waited on the barefoot boy!
 

Cheerily, then, my little man,

Live and laugh, as boyhood can!

Though the flinty slopes be hard,   85

Stubble-speared the new-mown sward,

Every morn shall lead thee through

Fresh baptisms of the dew;

Every evening from thy feet

Shall the cool wind kiss the heat:   90

All too soon these feet must hide

In the prison cells of pride,

Lose the freedom of the sod,

Like a colt’s for work be shod,

Made to treat the mills of toil,   95

Up and down in ceaseless moil:

Happy if their track be found

Never on forbidden ground;

Happy if they sink not in

Quick and treacherous sands of sin.   100

Ah! that thou couldst know thy joy,

Ere it passes, barefoot boy!
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Skipper Ireson’s Ride
 

John Greenleaf Whittier (1807–1892)
 

OF all the rides since the birth of time,

Told in story or sung in rhyme, — 

On Apuleius’s Golden Ass,

Or one-eyed Calender’s horse of brass,

Witch astride of a human back,   5

Islam’s prophet on Al-Borák, — 

The strangest ride that ever was sped

Was Ireson’s, out from Marblehead!

 Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart,

 Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart   10

  By the women of Marblehead!
 

Body of turkey, head of owl,

Wings a-droop like a rained-on fowl,

Feathered and ruffled in every part,

Skipper Ireson stood in the cart.   15

Scores of women, old and young,

Strong of muscle, and glib of tongue,

Pushed and pulled up the rocky lane,

Shouting and singing the shrill refrain:

 ‘Here’s Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt,   20

 Torr’d an’ futherr’d an’ corr’d in a corrt

  By the women o’ Morble’ead!’
 

Wrinkled scolds with hands on hips,

Girls in bloom of cheek and lips,

Wild-eyed, free-limbed, such as chase   25

Bacchus round some antique vase,

Brief of skirt, with ankles bare,

Loose of kerchief and loose of hair,

With conch-shells blowing and fish-horns’ twang,

Over and over the Maenads sang:   30

 ‘Here’s Flud Orison, fur his horrd horrt,

 Torr’d an’ futherr’d an’ corr’d in a corrt

  By the women o’ Morble’ead!’
 

Small pity for him! — He sailed away

From a leaking ship in Chaleur Bay, — 35

Sailed away from a sinking wreck,

With his own town’s-people on her deck!

‘Lay by! lay by!’ they called to him.

Back he answered, ‘Sink or swim!

Brag of your catch of fish again!’   40

And off hée sailed through the fog and rain!

 Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart,

 Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart

  By the women of Marblehead!
 

Fathoms deep in dark Chaleur   45

That wreck shall lie forevermore.

Mother and sister, wife and maid,

Looked from the rocks of Marblehead

Over the moaning and rainy sea, — 

Looked for the coming that might not be!   50

What did the winds and the sea-birds say

Of the cruel captain who sailed away?

 Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart,

 Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart

  By the women of Marblehead!   55
 

Through the street, on either side,

Up flew windows, doors swung wide;

Sharp-tongued spinsters, old wives gray,

Treble lent the fish-horn’s bray.

Sea-worn grandsires, cripple-bound,   60

Hulks of old sailors run aground,

Shook head, and fist, and hat, and cane,

And cracked with curses the hoarse refrain:

 ‘Here’s Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt,

 Torr’d an’ futherr’d an’ corr’d in a corrt   65

  By the women o’ Morble’ead!’
 

Sweetly along the Salem road

Bloom of orchard and lilac showed.

Little the wicked skipper knew

Of the fields so green and the sky so blue.   70

Riding there in his sorry trim,

Like an Indian idol glum and grim,

Scarcely he seemed the sound to hear

Of voices shouting, far and near:

 ‘Here’s Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt,   75

 Torr’d an’ futherr’d an’ corr’d in a corrt

  By the women o’ Morble’ead!’
 

‘Hear me, neighbors!’ at last he cried, — 

‘What to me is this noisy ride?

What is the shame that clothes the skin   80

To the nameless horror that lives within?

Waking or sleeping, I see a wreck,

And hear a cry from a reeling deck!

Hate me and curse me, — I only dread

The hand of God and the face of the dead!’   85

 Said old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart,

 Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart

  By the women of Marblehead!
 

Then the wife of the skipper lost at sea

Said, ‘God has touched him! Why should we!’   90

Said an old wife mourning her only son,

‘Cut the rogue’s tether and let him run!’

So with soft relentings and rude excuse,

Half scorn, half pity, they cut him loose,

And gave him a cloak to hide him in,   95

And left him alone with his shame and sin.

 Poor Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart,

 Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart

  By the women of Marblehead!
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The Pipes at Lucknow
 

John Greenleaf Whittier (1807–1892)
 

PIPES of the misty moorlands,

 Voice of the glens and hills;

The droning of the torrents,

 The treble of the rills!

Not the braes of bloom and heather,   5

 Nor the mountains dark with rain,

Nor maiden bower, nor border tower,

 Have heard your sweetest strain!
 

Dear to the Lowland reaper,

 And plaided mountaineer, — 10

To the cottage and the castle

 The Scottish pipes and dear; — 

Sweet sounds the ancient pibroch

 O’er mountain, loch, and glade;

But the sweetest of all music   15

 The pipes at Lucknow played.
 

Day by day the Indian tiger

 Louder yelled, and nearer crept;

Round and round the jungle-serpent

 Near and nearer circles swept.   20

‘Pray for rescue, wives and mothers, — 

 Pray to-day!’ the soldier said;

‘To-morrow, death’s between us

 And the wrong and shame we dread.’
 

Oh, they listened, looked, and waited,   25

 Till their hope became despair;

And the sobs of low bewailing

 Filled the pauses of their prayer.

Then up spake a Scottish maiden,

 With her ear unto the ground:   30

‘Dinna ye hear it? — dinna ye hear it?

 The pipes o’ Havelock sound!’
 

Hushed the wounded man his groaning;

 Hushed the wife her little ones;

Alone they heard the drum-roll   35

 And the roar of Sepoy guns.

But to sounds of home and childhood

 The Highland ear was true; — 

As her mother’s cradle-crooning

 The mountain pipes she knew.   40
 

Like the march of soundless music

 Through the vision of the seer,

More of feeling than of hearing,

 Of the heart than of the ear,

She knew the droning pibroch,   45

 She knew the Campbell’s call:

‘Hark! hear ye no MacGregor’s,

 The grandest o’ them all!’
 

Oh, they listened, dumb and breathless,

 And they caught the sound at last;   50

Faint and far beyond the Goomtee

 Rose and fell the piper’s blast!

Then a burst of wild thanksgiving

 Mingled woman’s voice and man’s;

‘God be praised! — the march of Havelock!   55

 The piping of the clans!’
 

Louder, nearer, fierce as vengeance,

 Sharp and shrill as swords at strife,

Came the wild MacGregor’s clan-call,

 Stinging all the air to life.   60

But when the far-off dust-cloud

 To plaided legions grew,

Full tenderly and blithesomely

 The pipes of rescue blew!
 

Round the silver domes of Lucknow,   65

 Moslem mosque and Pagan shrine,

Breathed the air to Britons dearest,

 The air of Auld Lang Syne.

O’er the cruel roll of war-drums

 Rose that sweet and homelike strain;   70

And the tartan clove the turban,

 As the Goomtee cleaves the plain.
 

Dear to the corn-land reaper

 And plaided mountaineer, — 

To the cottage and the castle   75

 The piper’s song is dear.

Sweet sounds the Gaelic pibroch

 O’er mountain, glen, and glade;

But the sweetest of all music

 The pipes at Lucknow played!   80
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Barbara Frietchie
 

John Greenleaf Whittier (1807–1892)
 

UP from the meadows rich with corn,

Clear in the cool September morn,
 

The clustered spires of Frederick stand

Green-walled by the hills of Maryland.
 

Round about them orchards sweep,   5

Apple and peach tree fruited deep,
 

Fair as the garden of the Lord

To the eyes of the famished rebel horde,
 

On that pleasant morn of the early fall

When Lee marched over the mountain-wall;   10
 

Over the mountains winding down,

Horse and foot, into Frederick town.
 

Forty flags with their silver stars,

Forty flags with their crimson bars,
 

Flapped in the morning wind: the sun   15

Of noon looked down, and saw not one.
 

Up rose old Barbara Frietchie then,

Bowed with her fourscore years and ten;
 

Bravest of all in Frederick town,

She took up the flag the men hauled down;   20
 

In her attic window the staff she set,

To show that one heart was loyal yet.
 

Up the street came the rebel tread,

Stonewall Jackson riding ahead.
 

Under his slouched hat left and right   25

He glanced; the old flag met his sight
 

‘Halt!’ — the dust-brown ranks stood fast.

‘Fire!’ — out blazed the rifle-blast.
 

It shivered the window, pane and sash;

It rent the banner with seam and gash.   30
 

Quick, as it fell, from the broken staff

Dame Barbara snatched the silken scarf.
 

She leaned far out on the window-sill,

And shook it forth with a royal will.
 

‘Shoot, if you must, this old gray head,   35

But spare your country’s flag,’ she said.
 

A shade of sadness, a blush of shame,

Over the face of the leader came;
 

The nobler nature within him stirred

To life at that woman’s deed and word;   40
 

‘Who touches a hair of yon gray head

Dies like a dog! March on!’ he said.
 

All day long through Frederick street

Sounded the tread of marching feet:
 

All day long that free flag tost   45

Over the heads of the rebel host.
 

Ever its torn folds rose and fell

On the loyal winds that loved it well;
 

And through the hill-gaps sunset light

Shone over it with a warm good-night.   50
 

Barbara Frietchie’s work is o’er,

And the Rebel rides on his raids no more.
 

Honor to her! and let a tear

Fall, for her sake, on Stonewall’s bier.
 

Over Barbara Frietchie’s grave,   55

Flag of Freedom and Union, wave!
 

Peace and order and beauty draw

Round thy symbol of light and law;
 

And ever the stars above look down

On thy stars below in Frederick town!   60
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Oliver Wendell Holmes
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The Chambered Nautilus
 

Oliver Wendell Holmes (1809–1894)
 

  THIS is the ship of pearl, which, poets feign,

    Sails the unshadowed main, — 

    The venturous bark that flings

  On the sweet summer wind its purpled wings

  In gulfs enchanted, where the siren sings,   5

    And coral reefs lie bare,

Where the cold sea-maids rise to sun their streaming hair.
 

  Its webs of living gauze no more unfurl;

    Wrecked is the ship of pearl!

    And every chambered cell,   10

  Where its dim dreaming life was wont to dwell,

    As the frail tenant shaped his growing shell,

    Before thee lies revealed, — 

Its irised ceiling rent, its sunless crypt unsealed!
 

  Year after year beheld the silent toil   15

    That spread his lustrous coil;

    Still, as the spiral grew,

  He left the past year’s dwelling for the new,

    Stole with soft step its shining archway through,

    Built up its idle door,   20

Stretched in his last-found home, and knew the old no more.
 

  Thanks for the heavenly message brought by thee,

    Child of the wandering sea,

    Cast from her lap, forlorn!

  From thy dead lips a clearer note is born   25

    Than ever Triton blew from wreathèd horn!

    While on mine ear it rings,

Through the deep caves of thought I hear a voice that sings: — 
 

  Build thee more stately mansions, O my soul,

    As the swift seasons roll!   30

    Leave thy low-vaulted past!

  Let each new temple, nobler than the last,

    Shut thee from heaven with a dome more vast,

    Till thou at length art free,

Leaving thine outgrown shell by life’s unresting sea!   35
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Old Ironsides
 

Oliver Wendell Holmes (1809–1894)
 

AY, tear her tattered ensign down!

 Long has it waved on high,

And many an eye has danced to see

 That banner in the sky;

Beneath it rung the battle shout,   5

 And burst the cannon’s roar; — 

The meteor of the ocean air

 Shall sweep the clouds no more.
 

Her deck once red with heroes’ blood,

 Where knelt the vanquished foe,   10

When winds were hurrying o’er the flood

 And waves were white below,

No more shall feel the victor’s tread,

 Or know the conquered knee; — 

The harpies of the shore shall pluck   15

 The eagle of the sea!
 

Oh, better that her shattered hulk

 Should sink beneath the wave;

Her thunders shook the mighty deep,

 And there should be her grave:   20

Nail to the mast her holy flag,

 Set every threadbare sail,

And give her to the god of storms,

 The lightning and the gale!
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The Last Leaf
 

Oliver Wendell Holmes (1809–1894)
 

I SAW him once before,

As he passed by the door;

   And again

The pavement stones resound,

As he totters o’er the ground   5

   With his cane.
 

They say that in his prime,

Ere the pruning-knife of Time

   Cut him down,

Not a better man was found   10

By the Crier on his round

   Through the town.
 

But now he walks the streets,

And he looks at all he meets

   Sad and wan;   15

And shakes his feeble head,

That it seems as if he said,

   “They are gone.”
 

The mossy marbles rest

On the lips that he has prest   20

   In their bloom;

And the names he loved to hear

Have been carved for many a year

   On the tomb.
 

My grandmamma has said — 25

Poor old lady, she is dead

   Long ago — 

That he had a Roman nose,

And his cheek was like a rose

   In the snow.   30
 

But now his nose is thin,

And it rests upon his chin

   Like a staff;

And a crook is in his back,

And a melancholy crack   35

   In his laugh.
 

I know it is a sin

For me to sit and grin

   At him here;

But the old three-cornered hat,   40

And the breeches and all that,

   Are so queer!
 

And if I should live to be

The last leaf upon the tree

   In the spring,   45

Let them smile, as I do now,

At the old forsaken bough

   Where I cling.
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Contentment
 

Oliver Wendell Holmes (1809–1894)
 

‘Man wants but little here below.’
 

 
 

LITTLE I ask; my wants are few;

 I only wish a hut of stone

(A very plain brown stone will do)

 That I may call my own; — 

And close at hand is such a one,   5

In yonder street that fronts the sun.
 

Plain food is quite enough for me;

 Three courses are as good as ten; — 

If Nature can subsist on three,

 Thank Heaven for three. Amen!   10

I always thought cold victual nice; — 

My choice would be vanilla-ice.
 

I care not much for gold or land; — 

 Give me a mortgage here and there, — 

Some good bank-stock, some note of hand,   15

 Or trifling railroad share, — 

I only ask that Fortune send

A little more than I shall spend.
 

Honors are silly toys, I know,

 And titles are but empty names;   20

I would, perhaps, be Plenipo, — 

 But only near St. James;

I’m very sure I should not care

To fill our Gubernator’s chair.
 

Jewels are baubles; ’tis a sin   25

 To care for such unfruitful things; — 

One good-sized diamond in a pin, — 

 Some, not so large, in rings, — 

A ruby, and a pearl, or so,

Will do for me; — I laugh at show.   30
 

My dame should dress in cheap attire

 (Good, heavy silks are never dear); — 

I own perhaps I might desire

 Some shawls of true Cashmere, — 

Some marrowy crapes of China silk,   35

Like wrinkled skins on scalded milk.
 

I would not have the horse I drive

 So fast that folks must stop and stare;

An easy gait — two forty-five — 

 Suits me; I do not care; — 40

Perhaps, for just a single spurt,

Some seconds less would do no hurt.
 

Of pictures, I should like to own

 Titians and Raphaels three or four, — 

I love so much their style and tone,   45

 One Turner, and no more

(A landscape, — foreground golden dirt, — 

The sunshine painted with a squirt).
 

Of books but few, — some fifty score

 For daily use, and bound for wear;   50

The rest upon an upper floor; — 

 Some little luxury there

Of red morocco’s gilded gleam

And vellum rich as country cream.
 

Busts, cameos, gems, — such things as these,   55

 Which others often show for pride,

I value for their power to please,

 And selfish churls deride; — 

One Stradivarius, I confess,

Two Meerschaums, I would fain possess.   60
 

Wealth’s wasteful tricks I will not learn,

 Nor ape the glittering upstart fool; — 

Shall not carved tables serve my turn,

 But all must be of buhl?

Give grasping pomp its double share, — 65

I ask but one recumbent chair.
 

Thus humble let me live and die,

 Nor long for Midas’ golden touch;

If Heaven more generous gifts deny,

 I shall not miss them much, — 70

Too grateful for the blessing lent

Of simple tastes and mind content!
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The Present Crisis
 

James Russell Lowell (1819–1891)
 

WHEN a deed is done for Freedom, through the broad earth’s aching breast

Runs a thrill of joy prophetic, trembling on from east to west,

And the slave, where’er he cowers, feels the soul within him climb

To the awful verge of manhood, as the energy sublime

Of a century bursts full-blossomed on the thorny stem of Time.   5
 

Through the walls of hut and palace shoots the instantaneous throe,

When the travail of the Ages wrings earth’s systems to and fro;

At the birth of each new Era, with a recognizing start,

Nation wildly looks at nation, standing with mute lips apart,

And glad Truth’s yet mightier man-child leaps beneath the Future’s heart.   10
 

So the Evil’s triumph sendeth, with a terror and a chill,

Under continent to continent, the sense of coming ill,

And the slave, where’er he cowers, feels his sympathies with God

In hot tear-drops ebbing earthward, to be drunk up by the sod,

Till a corpse crawls round unburied, delving in the nobler clod.   15
 

For mankind are one in spirit, and an instinct bears along,

Round the earth’s electric circle, the swift flash of right or wrong;

Whether conscious or unconscious, yet Humanity’s vast frame

Through its ocean-sundered fibres feels the gush of joy or shame; — 

In the gain or loss of one race all the rest have equal claim.   20
 

Once to every man and nation comes the moment to decide,

In the strife of Truth with Falsehood, for the good or evil side;

Some great cause, God’s new Messiah, offering each the bloom or blight,

Parts the goats upon the left hand, and the sheep upon the right,

And the choice goes by forever ‘twixt that darkness and that light.   25
 

Hast thou chosen, O my people, on whose party thou shalt stand,

Ere the Doom from its worn sandals shakes the dust against our land?

Though the cause of Evil prosper, yet ’tis Truth alone is strong,

And, albeit she wander outcast now, I see around her throng

Troops of beautiful, tall angels, to enshield her from all wrong.   30
 

Backward look across the ages and the beacon-moments see,

That, like peaks of some sunk continent, jut through Oblivion’s sea;

Not an ear in court or market for the low foreboding cry

Of those Crises, God’s stern winnowers, from whose feet earth’s chaff must fly;

Never shows the choice momentous till the judgment hath passed by.   35
 

Careless seems the great Avenger; history’s pages but record

One death-grapple in the darkness ‘twixt old systems and the Word;

Truth forever on the scaffold, Wrong forever on the throne, — 

Yet that scaffold sways the future, and, behind the dim unknown,

Standeth God within the shadow, keeping watch above his own.   40
 

We see dimly in the Present what is small and what is great,

Slow of faith how weak an arm may turn the iron helm of fate,

But the soul is still oracular; amid the market’s din,

List the ominous stern whisper from the Delphic cave within, — 

‘They enslave their children’s children who make compromise with sin.’   45
 

Slavery, the earth-born Cyclops, fellest of the giant brood,

Sons of brutish Force and Darkness, who have drenched the earth with blood,

Famished in his self-made desert, blinded by our purer day,

Gropes in yet unblasted regions for his miserable prey; — 

Shall we guide his gory fingers where our helpless children play?   50
 

Then to side with Truth is noble when we share her wretched crust,

Ere her cause bring fame and profit, and ’tis prosperous to be just;

Then it is the brave man chooses, while the coward stands aside,

Doubting in his abject spirit, till his Lord is crucified,

And the multitude make virtue of the faith they had denied.   55
 

Count me o’er earth’s chosen heroes, — they were souls that stood alone,

While the men they agonized for hurled the contumelious stone,

Stood serene, and down the future saw the golden beam incline

To the side of perfect justice, mastered by their faith divine,

By one man’s plain truth to manhood and to God’s supreme design.   60
 

By the light of burning heretics Christ’s bleeding feet I track,

Toiling up new Calvaries ever with the cross that turns not back,

And these mounts of anguish number how each generation learned

One new word of that grand Credo which in prophet-hearts hath burned

Since the first man stood God-conquered with his face to heaven upturned.   65
 

For Humanity sweeps onward: where to-day the martyr stands,

On the morrow crouches Judas with the silver in his hands;

Far in front the cross stands ready and the crackling fagots burn,

While the hooting mob of yesterday in silent awe return

To glean up the scattered ashes into History’s golden urn.   70
 

’Tis as easy to be heroes as to sit the idle slaves

Of a legendary virtue carved upon our father’s graves,

Worshippers of light ancestral make the present light a crime; — 

Was the Mayflower launched by cowards, steered by men behind their time?

Turn those tracks toward Past or Future, that make Plymouth Rock sublime?   75
 

They were men of present valor, stalwart old iconoclasts,

Unconvinced by axe or gibbet that all virtue was the Past’s;

But we make their truth our falsehood, thinking that hath made us free,

Hoarding it in mouldy parchments, while our tender spirits flee

The rude grasp of that great Impulse which drove them across the sea.   80
 

They have rights who dare maintain them; we are traitors to our sires,

Smothering in their holy ashes Freedom’s new-lit altar-fires;

Shall we make their creed our jailer? Shall we, in our haste to slay,

From the tombs of the old prophets steal the funeral lamps away

To light up the martyr-fagots round the prophets of to-day?   85
 

New occasions teach new duties; Time makes ancient good uncouth;

They must upward still, and onward, who would keep abreast of Truth;

Lo, before us gleam her camp-fires! we ourselves must Pilgrims be,

Launch our Mayflower, and steer boldly through the desperate winter sea,

Nor attempt the Future’s portal with the Past’s blood-rusted key.   90
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The Pious Editor’s Creed
 

James Russell Lowell (1819–1891)
 

I DU believe in Freedom’s cause,

 Ez fur away ez Payris is;

I love to see her stick her claws

 In them infarnal Phayrisees;

It’s wal enough agin a king   5

 To dror resolves an’ triggers, — 

But libbaty’s a kind o’ thing

 Thet don’t agree with niggers.
 

I du believe the people want

 A tax on teas an’ coffees,   10

Thet nothin’ aint extravygunt, — 

 Purvidin’ I’m in office;

Fer I her loved my country sence

 My eye-teeth filled their sockets,

An’ Uncle Sam I reverence,   15

 Partic’larly his pockets.
 

I du believe in any plan

 O’ levyin’ the taxes,

Ez long ez, like a lumberman,

 I git jest wut I axes;   20

I go free-trade thru thick an’ thin,

 Because it kind o’ rouses

The folks to vote, — an’ keeps us in

 Our quiet custom-houses.
 

I du believe it’s wise an’ good   25

 To sen’ out furrin missions,

Thet is, on sartin understood

 An’ orthydox conditions; — 

I mean nine thousan’ dolls. per ann.,

 Nine thousan’ more fer outfit,   30

An’ me to recommend a man

 The place ‘ould jest about fit.
 

I du believe in special ways

 O’ prayin’ an’ convartin’;

The bread comes back in many days,   35

 An’ buttered, tu, fer sartin;

I mean in preyin’ till one busts

 On wut the party chooses,

An’ in convartin’ public trusts

 To very privit uses.   40
 

I du believe hard coin the stuff

 Fer ‘lectioneers to spout on;

The people’s ollers soft enough

 To make hard money out on;

Dear Uncle Sam pervides fer his,   45

 An’ gives a good-sized junk to all, — 

I don’t care how hard money is,

 Ez long ez mine’s paid punctooal.
 

I du believe with all my soul

 In the gret Press’s freedom,   50

To pint the people to the goal

 An’ in the traces lead ‘em;

Palsied the arm thet forges yokes

 At my fat contracts squintin’,

An’ withered be the nose thet pokes   55

 Inter the gov’ment printin’!
 

I du believe thet I should give

 Wut’s his’n unto Cæsar,

Fer it’s by him I move an’ live,

 Frum him my bread an’ cheese air;   60

I du believe thet all o’ me

 Doth bear his superscription, — 

Will, conscience, honor, honesty,

 An’ things o’ thet description.
 

I du believe in prayer an’ praise   65

 To him thet hez the grantin’

O’ jobs, — in every thin’ thet pays,

 But most of all in CANTIN’;

This doth my cup with marcies fill,

 This lays all thought o’ sin to rest,   70

I don’t believe in princerple,

 But oh, I du in interest.
 

I du believe in bein’ this

 Or thet, ez it may happen

One way or ‘t other hendiest is   75

 To ketch the people nappin’;

It aint by princerples nor men

 My preudunt course is steadied, — 

I scent wich pays the best, an’ then

 Go into it baldheaded.   80
 

I du believe thet holdin’ slaves

 Comes nat’ral to a Presidunt,

Let ‘lone the rowdedow it saves

 To hev a wal-broke precedunt;

Fer any office, small or gret,   85

 I couldn’t ax with no face,

‘uthout I’d ben, thru dry an’ wet,

 Th’ unrizzest kind o’ doughface.
 

I du believe wutever trash

 ‘ll keep the people in blindness,   90

Thet we the Mexicuns can thrash

 Right inter brotherly kindness,

Thet bombshells, grape, an’ powder ‘n’ ball

 Air good-will’s strongest magnets,

Thet peace, to make it stick at all,   95

 Must be druv in with bagnets.
 

In short, I firmly du believe

 In Humbug generally,

Fer it’s a thing thet I perceive

 To hev a solid vally;   100

This heth my faithful shepherd ben,

 In pasturs sweet heth led me,

An’ this ‘ll keep the people green

 To feed ez they hev fed me.
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The Courtin’
 

James Russell Lowell (1819–1891)
 

GOD makes sech nights, all white an’ still

 Fur ‘z you can look or listen,

Moonshine an’ snow on field an’ hill,

 All silence an’ all glisten.
 

Zekle crep’ up quite unbeknown   5

 An’ peeked in thru’ the winder,

An’ there sot Huldy all alone,

 ‘ith no one nigh to hender.
 

A fireplace filled the room’s one side

 With half a cord o’ wood in — 10

There war n’t no stoves (tell comfort died)

 To bake ye to a puddin’.
 

The wa’nut logs shot sparkles out

 Towards the pootiest, bless her,

An’ leetle flames danced all about   15

 The chiny on the dresser.
 

Agin the chimbley crook-necks hung,

 An’ in amongst ’em rusted

The ole queen’s-arm the gran’ther Young

 Fetched back f’om Concord busted.   20
 

The very room, coz she was in,

 Seemed warm f’om floor to ceilin’,

An’ she looked full ez rosy agin

 Ez the apples she was peelin’.
 

’Twas kin’ o’ kingdom-come to look   25

 On sech a blessed cretur,

A dogrose blushin’ to a brook

 Ain’t modester nor sweeter.
 

He was six foot o’ man, A I,

 Clear grit an’ human natur’,   30

None couldn’t quicker pitch a ton

 Nor dror a furrer straighter.
 

He’d sparked it with full twenty gals,

 Hed squired ‘em, danced ‘em, druv ‘em,

Fust this one, an’ then thet, by spells — 35

 All is, he couldn’t love ‘em.
 

But long o’ her his veins ‘ould run

 All crinkly like curled maple,

The side she breshed felt full o’ sun

 Ez a south slope in Ap’il.   40
 

She thought no v’ice hed sech a swing

 Ez hisn in the choir;

My! when he made Ole Hunderd ring,

 She knowed the Lord was nigher.
 

An’ she’d blush scarlit, right in prayer,   45

 When her new meetin’-bunnet

Felt somehow thru’ its crown a pair

 O’ blue eyes sot upun it.
 

Thet night, I tell ye, she looked some!

 She seemed to ‘ve gut a new soul,   50

For she felt sartin-sure he’d come,

 Down to her very shoe-sole.
 

She heered a foot, an’ knowed it tu,

 A-raspin’ on the scraper, — 

All ways to once her feelins flew   55

 Like sparks in burnt-up paper.
 

He kin’ o’ l’itered on the mat,

 Some doubtfle o’ the sekle,

His heart kep’ goin’ pity-pat,

 But hern went pity Zekle.   60
 

An’ yit she gin her cheer a jerk

 Ez though she wished him furder,

An’ on her apples kep’ to work,

 Parin’ away like murder.
 

‘You want to see my Pa, I s’pose?’   65

 ‘Wal … no … I come dasignin” — 

‘To see my Ma? She’s sprinklin’ clo’es

 Agin to-morror’s i’nin’.’
 

To say why gals acts so or so,

 Or don’t, ‘ould be persumin’;   70

Mebby to mean yes an’ say no

 Comes nateral to women.
 

He stood a spell on one foot fust,

 Then stood a spell on t’other,

An’ on which one he felt the wust   75

 He couldn’t ha’ told ye nuther.
 

Says he, ‘I’d better call agin;’

 Says she, ‘Think likely, Mister:’

Thet last word pricked him like a pin,

 An’ … Wal, he up an’ kist her.   80
 

When Ma bimeby upon ’em slips,

 Huldy sot pale ez ashes,

All kin’ o’ smily roun’ the lips

 An’ teary roun’ the lashes.
 

For she was jes’ the quiet kind   85

 Whose naturs never vary,

Like streams that keep a summer mind

 Snowhid in Jenooary.
 

The blood clost roun’ her heart felt glued

 Too tight for all expressin’,   90

Tell mother see how metters stood,

 An’ gin ’em both her blessin’.
 

Then her red come back like the tide

 Down to the Bay o’ Fundy,

An’ all I know is they was cried   95

 In meetin’ come nex’ Sunday.
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Ode Recited at the Harvard Commemoration
 

July 21, 1865
 

James Russell Lowell (1819–1891)
 

I
 

  WEAK-WINGED is song,

Nor aims at that clear-ethered height

Whither the brave deed climbs for light:

  We seem to do them wrong,

Bringing our robin’s-leaf to deck their hearse   5

Who in warm life-blood wrote their nobler verse,

Our trivial song to honor those who come

With ears attuned to strenuous trump and drum,

And shaped in squadron-strophes their desire,

Live battle-odes whose lines were steel and fire:   10

  Yet sometimes feathered words are strong,

A gracious memory to buoy up and save

From Lethe’s dreamless ooze, the common grave

  Of the unventurous throng.
 

II
 

To-day our Reverend Mother welcomes back   15

 Her wisest Scholars, those who understood

The deeper teaching of her mystic tome,

 And offered their fresh lives to make it good:

    No lore of Greece or Rome,

No science peddling with the names of things,   20

Or reading stars to find inglorious fates,

    Can lift our life with wings

Far from Death’s idle gulf that for the many waits,

    And lengthen out our dates

With that clear fame whose memory sings   25

In manly hearts to come, and nerves them and dilates:

Nor such thy teaching, Mother of us all!

    Not such the trumpet-call

    Of thy diviner mood,

    That could thy sons entice   30

From happy homes and toils, the fruitful nest

Of those half-virtues which the world calls best,

    Into War’s tumult rude;

    But rather far that stern device

The sponsors chose that round thy cradle stood   35

  In the dim, unventured wood,

  The VERITAS that lurks beneath

  The letter’s unprolific sheath,

 Life of whate’er makes life worth living,

Seed-grain of high emprise, immortal food,   40

 One heavenly thing whereof earth hath the giving.
 

III
 

Many loved Truth, and lavished life’s best oil

 Amid the dust of books to find her,

Content at last, for guerdon of their toil,

 With the cast mantle she hath left behind her.   45

  Many in sad faith sought for her,

  Many with crossed hands sighed for her;

  But these, our brothers, fought for her,

  At life’s dear peril wrought for her,

  So loved her that they died for her,   50

  Tasting the raptured fleetness

  Of her divine completeness:

  Their higher instinct knew

Those love her best who to themselves are true,

And what they dare to dream of, dare to do;   55

  They followed her and found her

  Where all may hope to find,

Not in the ashes of the burnt-out mind,

But beautiful, with danger’s sweetness round her.

  Where faith made whole with deed   60

  Breathes its awakening breath

  Into the lifeless creed,

  They saw her plumed and mailed,

  With sweet, stern face unveiled,

 And all-repaying eyes, look proud on them in death.   65
 

IV
 

Our slender life runs rippling by, and glides

 Into the silent hollow of the past;

  What is there that abides

 To make the next age better for the last?

  Is earth too poor to give us   70

 Something to live for here that shall outlive us?

  Some more substantial boon

Than such as flows and ebbs with Fortune’s fickle moon?

  The little that we see

  From doubt is never free;   75

  The little that we do

  Is but half-nobly true;

  With our laborious hiving

What men call treasure, and the gods call dross,

 Life seems a jest of Fate’s contriving,   80

 Only secure in every one’s conniving,

A long account of nothings paid with loss,

Where we poor puppets, jerked by unseen wires,

 After our little hour of strut and rave,

With all our pasteboard passions and desires,   85

Loves, hates, ambitions, and immortal fires,

 Are tossed pell-mell together in the grave.

 But stay! no age was e’er degenerate,

 Unless men held it at too cheap a rate,

 For in our likeness still we shape our fate.   90

  Ah, there is something here

 Unfathomed by the cynic’s sneer,

 Something that gives our feeble light

 A high immunity from Night,

 Something that leaps life’s narrow bars   95

To claim its birthright with the hosts of heaven;

 A seed of sunshine that can leaven

 Our earthly dullness with the beams of stars,

    And glorify our clay

 With light from fountains elder than the Day;   100

  A conscience more divine than we,

  A gladness fed with secret tears,

  A vexing, forward-reaching sense

  Of some more noble permanence;

    A light across the sea,   105

 Which haunts the soul and will not let it be,

Still beaconing from the heights of undegenerate years.
 

V
 

    Whither leads the path

    To ampler fates that leads?

    Not down through flowery meads,   110

    To reap an aftermath

  Of youth’s vainglorious weeds,

  But up the steep, amid the wrath

 And shock of deadly-hostile creeds,

 Where the world’s best hope and stay   115

By battle’s flashes gropes a desperate way,

And every turf the fierce foot clings to bleeds.

 Peace hath her not ignoble wreath,

 Ere yet the sharp, decisive word

Light the black lips of cannon, and the sword   120

  Dreams in its easeful sheath;

But some day the live coal behind the thought,

  Whether from Baäl’s stone obscene,

  Or from the shrine serene

  Of God’s pure altar brought,   125

Bursts up in flame; the war of tongue and pen

Learns with what deadly purpose it was fraught,

And, helpless in the fiery passion caught,

Shakes all the pillared state with shock of men:

Some day the soft Ideal that we wooed   130

Confronts us fiercely, foe-beset, pursued,

And cries reproachful: ‘Was it, then, my praise,

And not myself was loved? Prove now thy truth;

I claim of thee the promise of thy youth;

Give me thy life, or cower in empty phrase,   135

The victim of thy genius, not its mate! ‘

 Life may be given in many ways,

 And loyalty to Truth be sealed

As bravely in the closet as the field,

  So bountiful is Fate;   140

  But then to stand beside her,

  When craven churls deride her,

To front a lie in arms and not to yield,

  This shows, methinks, God’s plan

  And measure of a stalwart man,   145

  Limbed like the old heroic breeds,

  Who stands self-poised on manhood’s solid earth,

 Not forced to frame excuses for his birth,

Fed from within with all the strength he needs.
 

VI
 

Such was he, our Martyr-Chief,   150

  Whom late the Nation he had led,

  With ashes on her head,

Wept with the passion of an angry grief:

Forgive me, if from present things I turn

To speak what in my heart will beat and burn,   155

And hang my wreath on his world-honored urn.

  Nature, they say, doth dote,

  And cannot make a man

  Save on some worn-out plan,

  Repeating us by rote:   160

For him her Old-World moulds aside she threw,

  And choosing sweet clay from the breast

  Of the unexhausted West,

With stuff untainted shaped a hero new,

Wise, steadfast in the strength of God, and true.   165

  How beautiful to see

Once more a shepherd of mankind indeed,

Who loved his charge, but never loved to lead;

One whose meek flock the people joyed to be,

  Not lured by any cheat of birth,   170

  But by his clear-grained human worth,

And brave old wisdom of sincerity!

  They knew that outward grace is dust;

  They could not choose but trust

In that sure-footed mind’s unfaltering skill,   175

  And supple-tempered will

That bent like perfect steel to spring again and thrust.

  His was no lonely mountain-peak of mind,

  Thrusting to thin air o’er our cloudy bars,

  A sea-mark now, now lost in vapors blind;   180

  Broad prairie rather, genial, level-lined,

  Fruitful and friendly for all human kind,

Yet also nigh to heaven and loved of loftiest stars.

    Nothing of Europe here,

Or, then, of Europe fronting mornward still,   185

  Ere any names of Serf and Peer

  Could Nature’s equal scheme deface

  And thwart her genial will;

  Here was a type of the true elder race,

And one of Plutarch’s men talked with us face to face.   190

  I praise him not; it were too late;

And some innative weakness there must be

In him who condescends to victory

Such as the Present gives, and cannot wait,

  Safe in himself as in a fate.   195

    So always firmly he:

    He knew to bide his time,

    And can his fame abide,

Still patient in his simple faith sublime,

    Till the wise years decide.   200

 Great captains, with their guns and drums,

  Disturb our judgment for the hour,

    But at last silence comes;

These all are gone, and, standing like a tower,

 Our children shall behold his fame.   205

  The kindly-earnest, brave, foreseeing man,

Sagacious, patient, dreading praise, not blame,

 New birth of our new soil, the first American.
 

VII
 

Long as man’s hope insatiate can discern

 Or only guess some more inspiring goal   210

 Outside of Self, enduring as the pole,

 Along whose course the flying axles burn

 Of spirits bravely-pitched, earth’s manlier brood;

  Long as below we cannot find

 The meed that stills the inexorable mind;   215

 So long this faith to some ideal Good,

 Under whatever mortal names it masks,

 Freedom, Law, Country, this ethereal mood

That thanks the Fates for their severer tasks,

 Feeling its challenged pulses leap,   220

 While others skulk in subterfuges cheap,

And, set in Danger’s van, has all the boon it asks,

 Shall win man’s praise and woman’s love,

 Shall be a wisdom that we set above

All other skills and gifts to culture dear,   225

 A virtue round whose forehead we inwreathe

 Laurels that with a living passion breathe

When other crowns grow, while we twine them, sear.

 What brings us thronging these high rites to pay,

And seal these hours the noblest of our year,   230

 Save that our brothers found this better way?
 

VIII
 

 We sit here in the Promised Land

 That flows with Freedom’s honey and milk;

 But ’twas they won it, sword in hand,

Making the nettle danger soft for us as silk.   235

 We welcome back our bravest and our best; — 

 Ah me! not all! some come not with the rest,

Who went forth brave and bright as any here!

I strive to mix some gladness with my strain,

    But the sad strings complain,   240

    And will not please the ear:

I sweep them for a pæan, but they wane

    Again and yet again

Into a dirge, and die away, in pain.

In these brave ranks I only see the gaps,   245

Thinking of dear ones whom the dumb turf wraps,

Dark to the triumph which they died to gain:

  Fitlier may others greet the living,

  For me the past is unforgiving;

    I with uncovered head   250

    Salute the sacred dead,

Who went, and who return not. — Say not so!

’Tis not the grapes of Canaan that repay,

But the high faith that failed not by the way;

Virtue treads paths that end not in the grave;   255

No ban of endless night exiles the brave;

    And to the saner mind

We rather seem the dead that stayed behind.

Blow, trumpets, all your exultations blow!

For never shall their aureoled presence lack:   260

I see them muster in a gleaming row,

With ever-youthful brows that nobler show;

We find in our dull road their shining track;

    In every nobler mood

We feel the orient of their spirit glow,   265

Part of our life’s unalterable good,

Of all our saintlier aspiration;

    They come transfigured back,

Secure from change in their high-hearted ways,

Beautiful evermore, and with the rays   270

Of morn on their white Shields of Expectation!
 

IX
 

    But is there hope to save

 Even this ethereal essence from the grave?

 What ever ‘scaped Oblivion’s subtle wrong

Save a few clarion names, or golden threads of song?   275

    Before my musing eye

  The mighty ones of old sweep by,

 Disvoicèd now and insubstantial things,

 As noisy once as we; poor ghosts of kings,

 Shadows of empire wholly gone to dust,   280

 And many races, nameless long ago,

 To darkness driven by that imperious gust

 Of ever-rushing Time that here doth blow:

 O visionary world, condition strange,

 Where naught abiding is but only Change,   285

Where the deep-bolted stars themselves still shift and range!

 Shall we to more continuance make pretence?

Renown builds tombs; a life-estate is Wit;

    And, bit by bit,

The cunning years steal all from us but woe;   290

 Leaves are we, whose decays no harvest sow.

    But, when we vanish hence,

 Shall they lie forceless in the dark below

 Save to make green their little length of sods,

 Or deepen pansies for a year or two,   295

 Who now to us are shining-sweet as gods?

 Was dying all they had the skill to do?

 That were not fruitless: but the Soul resents

 Such short-lived service, as if blind events

 Ruled without her, or earth could so endure;   300

 She claims a more divine investiture

 Of longer tenure than Fame’s airy rents;

 Whate’er she touches doth her nature share;

 Her inspiration haunts the ennobled air,

    Gives eyes to mountains blind,   305

 Ears to the deaf earth, voices to the wind,

 And her clear trump sings succor everywhere

 By lonely bivouacs to the wakeful mind;

 For soul inherits all that soul could dare:

    Yea, Manhood hath a wider span   310

 And larger privilege of life than man.

 The single deed, the private sacrifice,

 So radiant now through proudly-hidden tears,

 Is covered up erelong from mortal eyes

 With thoughtless drift of the deciduous years;   315

 But that high privilege that makes all men peers,

 That leap of heart whereby a people rise

    Up to a noble anger’s height,

And, flamed on by the Fates, not shrink, but grow more

  That swift validity in noble veins, [bright,
  320

  Of choosing danger and disdaining shame,

    Of being set on flame

  By the pure fire that flies all contact base

But wraps its chosen with angelic might,

    These are imperishable gains,   325

 Sure as the sun, medicinal as light,

 These hold great futures in their lusty reins

And certify to earth a new imperial race.
 

X
 

    Who now shall sneer?

  Who dare again to say we trace   330

  Our lines to a plebeian race?

    Roundhead and Cavalier!

Dumb are those names erewhile in battle loud;

Dream-footed as the shadow of a cloud,

  They flit across the ear:   335

That is best blood that hath most iron in’t,

To edge resolve with, pouring without stint

  For what makes manhood dear.

  Tell us not of Plantagenets,

Hapsburgs, and Guelfs, whose thin bloods craw!   340

Down from some victor in a border-brawl!

 How poor their outworn coronets,

Matched with one leaf of that plain civic wreath

Our brave for honor’s blazon shall bequeath,

  Through whose desert a rescued Nation sets   345

Her heel on treason, and the trumpet hears

Shout victory, tingling Europe’s sullen ears

 With vain resentments and more vain regrets!
 

XI
 

  Not in anger, not in pride,

  Pure from passion’s mixture rude   350

  Ever to base earth allied,

  But with far-heard gratitude,

  Still with heart and voice renewed,

 To heroes living and dear martyrs dead,

The strain should close that consecrates our brave!   355

 Lift the heart and lift the head!

  Lofty be its mood and grave,

  Not without a martial ring,

  Not without a prouder tread

  And a peal of exultation:   360

  Little right has he to sing

  Through whose heart in such an hour

  Beats no march of conscious power,

  Sweeps no tumult of elation!

’Tis no Man we celebrate,   365

  By his country’s victories great,

  A hero half, and half the whim of Fate,

  But the pith and marrow of a Nation

  Drawing force from all her men,

  Highest, humblest, weakest, all,   370

  For her time of need, and then

  Pulsing it again through them,

 Till the basest can no longer cower,

Feeling his soul spring up divinely tall,

Touched but in passing by her mantle-hem.   375

Come back, then, noble pride, for ’tis her dower!

  How could poet ever tower,

  If his passions, hopes, and fears,

  If his triumphs and his tears,

  Kept not measure with his people?   380

Boom, cannon, boom to all the winds and waves!

Clash out, glad bells, from every rocking steeple!

Banners, advance with triumph, bend your staves!

  And from every mountain-peak

  Let beacon-fire to answering beacon speak,   385

  Katahdin tell Monadnock, Whiteface he,

And so leap on in light from sea to sea,

    Till the glad news be sent

    Across a kindling continent,

Making earth feel more firm and air breathe braver:   390

‘Be proud! for she is saved, and all have helped to save her!

  She that lifts up the manhood of the poor,

  She of the open soul and open door,

  With room about her hearth for all mankind!

  The fire is dreadful in her eyes no more;   395

  From her bold front the helm she doth unbind,

  Sends all her handmaid armies back to spin,

  And bids her navies, that so lately hurled

  Their crashing battle, hold their thunders in,

  Swimming like birds of calm along the unharmful shore.   400

  No challenge sends she to the elder world,

  That looked askance and hated; a light scorn

  Plays o’er her mouth, as round her mighty knees

  She calls her children back, and waits the morn

Of nobler day, enthroned between her subject seas.’   405
 

XII
 

Bow down, dear Land, for thou hast found release!

  Thy God, in these distempered days,

  Hath taught thee the sure wisdom of His ways,

And through thine enemies hath wrought thy peace!

  Bow down in prayer and praise!   410

No poorest in thy borders but may now

Lift to the juster skies a man’s enfranchised brow.

O Beautiful! my country! ours once more!

Smoothing thy gold of war-dishevelled hair

O’er such sweet brows as never other wore,   415

  And letting thy set lips,

  Freed from wrath’s pale eclipse,

The rosy edges of their smile lay bare,

What words divine of lover or of poet

Could tell our love and make thee know it,   420

Among the Nations bright beyond compare?

  What were our lives without thee?

  What all our lives to save thee?

  We reck not what we gave thee;

  We will not dare to doubt thee,   425

But ask whatever else, and we will dare!
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The Marshes of Glynn
 

Sidney Lanier (1842–1881)
 

GLOOMS of the live-oaks, beautiful-braided and woven

With intricate shades of the vines that myriad-cloven

 Clamber the forks of the multiform boughs, — 

    Emerald twilights, — 

    Virginal shy lights,   5

Wrought of the leaves to allure to the whisper of vows,

When lovers pace timidly down through the green colonnades

Of the dim sweet woods, of the dear dark woods,

 Of the heavenly woods and glades,

That run to the radiant marginal sand-beach within   10

  The wide sea-marshes of Glynn; — 

Beautiful glooms, soft dusks in the noonday fire, — 

Wildwood privacies, closets of lone desire,

Chamber from chamber parted with wavering arras of leaves, — 

Cells for the passionate pleasure of prayer to the soul that grieves,   15

Pure with a sense of the passing of saints through the wood,

Cool for the dutiful weighing of ill with good; — 
 

O braided dusks of the oak and woven shades of the vine,

While the riotous noon-day sun of the June day long did shine

Ye held me fast in your heart and I held you fast in mine;   20

But now when the noon is no more, and riot is rest,

And the sun is a-wait at the ponderous gate of the West,

And the slant yellow beam down the wood-aisle doth seem

Like a lane into heaven that leads from a dream, — 

Ay, now, when my soul all day hath drunken the soul of the oak,   25

And my heart is at ease from men, and the wearisome sound of the stroke

 Of the scythe of time and the trowel of trade is low,

 And belief overmasters doubt, and I know that I know,

 And my spirit is grown to a lordly great compass within,

That the length and the breadth and the sweep of the Marshes of Glynn   30

Will work me no fear like the fear they have wrought me of yore

When length was fatigue, and when breadth was but bitterness sore,

And when terror and shrinking and dreary unnamable pain

Drew over me out of the merciless miles of the plain, — 
 

Oh, now, unafraid, I am fain to face   35

 The vast sweet visage of space.

To the edge of the wood I am drawn, I am drawn,

Where the gray beach glimmering runs, as a belt of the dawn,

 For a mete and a mark

  To the forest-dark: — 40

   So:

Affable live-oak, leaning low, — 

Thus — with your favor — soft, with a reverent hand

(Not lightly touching your person, Lord of the land!),

Bending your beauty aside, with a step I stand   45

On the firm-packed sand,

   Free
 

By a world of marsh that borders a world of sea.

 Sinuous southward and sinuous northward the shimmering band

 Of the sand-beach fastens the fringe of the marsh to the folds of the land.   50

Inward and outward to northward and southward the beach-lines linger and curl

As a silver-wrought garment that clings to and follows the firm sweet limbs of a girl.

Vanishing, swerving, evermore curving again into sight,

Softly the sand-beach wavers away to a dim gray looping of light.
 

And what if behind me to westward the wall of the woods stands high?   55

The world lies east: how ample, the marsh and the sea and the sky!

A league and a league of marsh-grass, waist-high, broad in the blade,

Green, and all of a height, and unflecked with a light or a shade,

Stretch leisurely off, in a pleasant plain,

To the terminal blue of the main.   60
 

Oh, what is abroad in the marsh and the terminal sea?

Somehow my soul seems suddenly free

From the weighing of fate and the sad discussion of sin,

By the length and the breadth and the sweep of the marshes of Glynn.
 

Ye marshes, how candid and simple and nothing-withholding and free   65

Ye publish yourselves to the sky and offer yourselves to the sea!

Tolerant plains, that suffer the sea and the rains and the sun,

Ye spread and span like the catholic man who hath mightily won

God out of knowledge and good out of infinite pain

And sight out of blindness and purity out of a stain.   70
 

As the marsh-hen secretly builds on the watery sod,

Behold I will build me a nest on the greatness of God:

I will fly in the greatness of God as the marsh-hen flies

In the freedom that fills all the space ‘twixt the marsh and the skies:

By so many roots as the marsh-grass sends in the sod   75

I will heartily lay me a-hold on the greatness of God:

Oh, like to the greatness of God is the greatness within

The range of the marshes, the liberal marshes of Glynn.

And the sea lends large, as the marsh: lo, out of his plenty the sea

Pours fast: full soon the time of the flood-tide must be:   80

Look how the grace of the sea doth go

About and about through the intricate channels that flow

  Here and there,

    Everywhere,

Till his waters have flooded the uttermost creeks and the low-lying lanes,   85

And the marsh is meshed with a million veins,

That like as with rosy and silvery essences flow

 In the rose-and-silver evening glow.

    Farewell, my lord Sun!

The creeks overflow: a thousand rivulets run;   90

‘Twixt the roots of the sod; the blades of the marsh-grass stir;

Passeth a hurrying sound of wings that westward whirr;

Passeth, and all is still; and the currents cease to run,

And the sea and the marsh are one.
 

How still the plains of the waters be!   95

The tide is in his ecstasy.

The tide is at his highest height:

    And it is night.
 

And now from the Vast of the Lord will the waters of sleep

Roll in on the souls of men,   100

But who will reveal to our waking ken

The forms that swim and the shapes that creep

    Under the waters of sleep?

And I would I could know what swimmeth below when the tide comes in

On the length and the breadth of the marvellous marshes of Glynn.   105
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The Revenge of Hamish
 

Sidney Lanier (1842–1881)
 

IT was three slim does and a ten-tined buck in the bracken lay;

 And all of a sudden the sinister smell of a man,

 Awaft on a wind-shift, wavered and ran

Down the hillside and sifted along through the bracken and passed that way.
 

Then Nan got a-tremble at nostril; she was the daintiest doe;   5

 In the print of her velvet flank on the velvet fern

 She reared, and rounded her ears in turn.

Then the buck leapt up, and his head as a king’s to a crown did go
 

Full high in the breeze, and he stood as if Death had the form of a deer;

 And the two slim does long lazily stretching arose,   10

 For their day-dream slowlier came to a close,

Till they woke and were still, breath-bound with waiting and wonder and fear.
 

Then Alan the huntsman sprang over the hillock, the hounds shot by,

 The does and the ten-tined buck made a marvellous bound,

 The hounds swept after with never a sound,   15

But Alan loud winded his horn in sign that the quarry was nigh.
 

For at dawn of that day proud Maclean of Lochbuy to the hunt had waxed wild,

 And he cursed at old Alan till Alan fared off with the hounds

 For to drive him the deer to the lower glen-grounds:

‘I will kill a red deer,’ quoth Maclean, ‘in the sight of the wife and the child.’   20
 

So gayly he paced with the wife and the child to his chosen stand;

 But he hurried tall Hamish the henchman ahead: ‘Go turn,’ — 

 Cried Maclean,— ‘if the deer seek to cross to the burn,

Do thou turn them to me: nor fail, lest thy back be red as thy hand.’
 

Now hard-fortuned Hamish, half blown of his breath with the height of the hill,   25

 Was white in the face when the ten-tined buck and the does

 Drew leaping to burn-ward; huskily rose

His shouts, and his nether lip twitched, and his legs were o’er-weak for his will.
 

So the deer darted lightly by Hamish and bounded away to the burn.

 But Maclean never bating his watch tarried waiting below;   30

 Still Hamish hung heavy with fear for to go

All the space of an hour, then he went, and his face was greenish and stern,
 

And his eye sat back in the socket, and shrunken the eyeballs shone,

 As withdrawn from a vision of deeds it were shame to see.

 ‘Now, now, grim henchman, what is’t with thee?’   35

Brake Maclean, and his wrath rose red as a beacon the wind hath upblown.
 

‘Three does and a ten-tined buck made out,’ spoke Hamish, full mild,

 ‘And I ran for to turn, but my breath it was blown, and they passed;

 I was weak, for ye called ere I broke me my fast.’

Cried Maclean: ‘Now a ten-tined buck in the sight of the wife and the child   40
 

‘I had killed if the gluttonous kern had not wrought me a snail’s own wrong!’

 Then he sounded, and down came kinsmen and clansmen all:

 ‘Ten blows, for ten tine, on his back let fall,

And reckon no stroke if the blood follow not at the bite of thong!’
 

So Hamish made bare, and took him his strokes; at the last he smiled.   45

 ‘Now I’ll to the burn,’ quoth Maclean, ‘for it still may be,

 If a slimmer-paunched henchman will hurry with me,

I shall kill me the ten-tined buck for a gift to the wife and the child!’
 

Then the clansmen departed, by this path and that; and over the hill

 Sped Maclean with an outward wrath for an inward shame;   50

 And that place of the lashing full quiet became;

And the wife and the child stood sad; and bloody-backed Hamish sat still.
 

But look! red Hamish has risen; quick about and about turns he.

 ‘There is none betwixt me and the crag-top!’ he screams under breath.

 Then, livid as Lazarus lately from death,   55

He snatches the child from the mother, and clambers the crag toward the sea.
 

Now the mother drops breath; she is dumb, and her heart goes dead for a space,

 Till the motherhood, mistress of death, shrieks, shrieks through the glen,

 And that place of the lashing is live with men,

And Maclean, and the gillie that told him, dash up in a desperate race.   60
 

Not a breath’s time for asking; an eye-glance reveals all the tale untold.

 They follow mad Hamish afar up the crag toward the sea,

 And the lady cries: ‘Clansmen, run for a fee!

You castle and lands to the two first hands that shall hook him and hold
 

‘Fast Hamish back from the brink!’ — and ever she flies up the steep,   65

 And the clansmen pant, and they sweat, and they jostle and strain.

 But, mother, ’tis vain; but, father, ’tis vain;

Stern Hamish stands bold on the brink, and dangles the child o’er the deep.
 

Now a faintness falls on the men that run, and they all stand still.

 And the wife prays Hamish as if he were God, on her knees,   70

 Crying: ‘Hamish! O Hamish! but please, but please

For to spare him!’ and Hamish still dangles the child, with a wavering will.
 

On a sudden he turns; with a sea-hawk scream, and a gibe, and a song,

 Cries: ‘So; I will spare ye the child if, in sight of ye all,

 Ten blows on Maclean’s bare back shall fall,   75

And ye reckon no stroke if the blood follow not at the bite of the thong!”
 

Then Maclean he set hardly his tooth to his lip that his tooth was red,

 Breathed short for a space, said: ‘Nay, but it never shall be!

 Let me hurl off the damnable hound in the sea!’

But the wife: ‘Can Hamish go fish us the child from the sea, if dead?   80
 

‘Say yea! — Let them lash me, Hamish?’— ‘Nay!’— ‘Husband, the lashing will heal;

 But, oh, who will heal me the bonny sweet bairn in his grave?

 Could ye cure me my heart with the death of a knave?

Quick! Love! I will bare thee — so — kneel!’ Then Maclean ‘gan slowly to kneel
 

With never a word, till presently downward he jerked to the earth.   85

 Then the henchman — he that smote Hamish — would tremble and lag;

 ‘Strike, hard!’ quoth Hamish, full stern, from the crag;

Then he struck him, and ‘One!’ sang Hamish, and danced with the child in his mirth.
 

And no man spake beside Hamish; he counted each stroke with a song.

 When the last stroke fell, then he moved him a pace down the height,   90

 And he held forth the child in the heart-aching sight

Of the mother, and looked all pitiful grave, as repenting a wrong.
 

And there as the motherly arms stretched out with the thanksgiving prayer — 

 And there as the mother crept up with a fearful swift pace,

 Till her finger nigh felt of the bairnie’s face — 95

In a flash fierce Hamish turned round and lifted the child in the air,
 

And sprang with the child in his arms from the horrible height in the sea,

 Shrill screeching, ‘Revenge!’ in the wind-rush; and pallid Maclean,

 Age-feeble with anger and impotent pain,

Crawled up on the crag, and lay flat, and locked hold of dead roots of a tree,   100
 

And gazed hungrily o’er, and the blood from his back drip-dripped in the brine,

 And a sea-hawk flung down a skeleton fish as he flew,

 And the mother stared white on the waste of blue,

And the wind drove a cloud to seaward, and the sun began to shine.
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How Love Looked for Hell
 

Sidney Lanier (1842–1881)
 

TO heal his heart of long-time pain

One day Prince Love for to travel was fain

  With Ministers Mind and Sense.

‘Now what to thee most strange may be?’

Quoth Mind and Sense. ‘All things above,   5

One curious thing I first would see — 

  Hell,’ quoth Love.
 

Then Mind rode in and Sense rode out:

They searched the ways of man about.

  First frightfully groaneth Sense.   10

‘’Tis here, ’tis here,’ and spurreth in fear

To the top of the hill that hangeth above

And plucketh the Prince: ‘Come, come, ’tis here—’

  ‘Where?’ quoth Love — 
 

‘Not far, not far,’ said shivering Sense   15

As they rode on. ‘A short way hence,

 — But seventy paces hence:

Look, King, dost see where suddenly

This road doth dip from the height above?

Cold blew a mouldy wind by me’   20

  (‘Cold?’ quoth Love)
 

‘As I rode down, and the River was black,

And yon-side, lo! an endless wrack

  And rabble of souls,’ sighed Sense,

‘Their eyes upturned and begged and burned   25

In brimstone lakes, and a Hand above

Beat back the hands that upward yearned—’

  ‘Nay!’ quoth Love — 
 

‘Yea, yea, sweet Prince; thyself shalt see,

Wilt thou but down this slope with me;   30

  ’Tis palpable,’ whispered Sense.

At the foot of the hill a living rill

Shone, and the lilies shone white above;

‘But now ’twas black, ’twas a river, this rill,’

  (‘Black?’ quoth Love)   35
 

‘Ay, black, but lo! the lilies grow,

And yon-side where was woe, was woe, — 

  Where the rabble of souls,’ cried Sense,

‘Did shrivel and turn and beg and burn,

Thrust back in the brimstone from above — 40

Is banked of violet, rose, and fern:’

  ‘How?’ quoth Love:
 

‘For lakes of pain, yon pleasant plain

Of woods and grass and yellow grain

  Doth ravish the soul and sense:   45

And never a sigh beneath the sky,

And folk that smile and gaze above—’

‘But saw’st thou here, with thine own eye,

  Hell?’ quoth Love.
 

‘I saw true hell with mine own eye,   50

True hell, or light hath told a lie,

  True, verily,’ quoth stout Sense.

Then Love rode round and searched the ground,

The caves below, the hills above;

‘But I cannot find where thou hast found   55

  Hell,’ quoth Love.
 

There, while they stood in a green wood

And marvelled still on Ill and Good,

  Came suddenly Minister Mind.

‘In the heart of sin doth hell begin:   60

’Tis not below, ’tis not above,

It lieth within, it lieth within:’

  (‘Where?’ quoth Love)
 

‘I saw a man sit by a corse;

Hell’s in the murderer’s breast: remorse!   65

  Thus clamored his mind to his mind:

Not fleshly dole is the sinner’s goal,

Hell’s not below, nor yet above,

’Tis fixed in the ever-damned soul—’

  ‘Fixed?’ quoth Love — 70
 

‘Fixed: follow me, would’st thou but see:

He weepeth under yon willow tree,

  Fast chained to his corse,’ quoth Mind.

Full soon they passed, for they rode fast,

Where the piteous willow bent above.   75

‘Now shall I see at last, at last,

  Hell,’ quoth Love.
 

There when they came Mind suffered shame:

‘These be the same and not the same,’

  A-wondering whispered Mind.   80

Lo, face by face two spirits pace

Where the blissful willow waves above:

One saith: ‘Do me a friendly grace—’

  (‘Grace!’ quoth Love)
 

‘Read me two Dreams that linger long,   85

Dim as returns of old-time song

  That flicker about the mind.

I dreamed (how deep in mortal sleep!)

I struck thee dead, then stood above,

With tears that none but dreamers weep;’   90

  ‘Dreams,’ quoth Love;
 

‘In dreams, again, I plucked a flower

That clung with pain and stung with power,

  Yea, nettled me, body and mind.’

‘’Twas the nettle of sin, ’twas medicine;   95

No need nor seed of it here Above;

In dreams of hate true loves begin.’

  ‘True,’ quoth Love.
 

‘Now strange,’ quoth Sense, and ‘Strange,’ quoth Mind,

‘We saw it, and yet ’tis hard to find,   100

 — But we saw it,’ quoth Sense and Mind.

Stretched on the ground, beautiful-crowned

Of the piteous willow that wreathed above,

‘But I cannot find where ye have found

  Hell,’ quoth Love.   105
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The Reveille
 

Bret Harte (1839–1902)
 

     HARK! I hear the tramp of thousands,

      And of armèd men the hum;

     Lo! a nation’s hosts have gathered

      Round the quick alarming drum, — 

        Saying, ‘Come,   5

        Freemen, come!

Ere your heritage be wasted,’ said the quick alarming drum.
 

     Let me of my heart take counsel:

      War is not of life the sum;

     Who shall stay and reap the harvest   10

      When the autumn days shall come?

        But the drum

        Echoed, ‘Come!

Death shall reap the braver harvest,’ said the solemn-sounding drum.
 

     ‘But when won the coming battle,   15

      What of profit springs therefrom?

     What if conquest, subjugation,

      Even greater ills become?’

        But the drum

        Answered, ‘Come!   20

You must do the sum to prove it,’ said the Yankee-answering drum.
 

     ‘What if, ‘mid cannons’ thunder,

      Whistling shot and bursting bomb,

     When my brothers fall around me,

      Should my heart grow cold and numb?’   25

        But the drum

        Answered, ‘Come!

Better there in death united, than in life a recreant, — Come!’
 

     Thus they answered, — hoping, fearing,

      Some in faith, and doubting some,   30

     Till a trumpet-voice proclaiming,

      Said, ‘My chosen people, come!’

        Then the drum,

        Lo! was dumb.

For the great heart of the nation, throbbing, answered, ‘Lord, we come!’   35
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The Oxen
 

Christmas Eve, and twelve of the clock.

“Now they are all on their knees,”

An elder said as we sat in a flock

By the embers in hearthside ease.

 

We pictured the meek mild creatures where

They dwelt in their strawy pen,

Nor did it occur to one of us there

To doubt they were kneeling then.

 

So fair a fancy few would weave

In these years! Yet, I feel,

If someone said on Christmas Eve,

“Come; see the oxen kneel,

 

“In the lonely barton by yonder coomb

Our childhood used to know,”

I should go with him in the gloom,

Hoping it might be so.
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When I Set Out for Lyonnesse
 

When I set out for Lyonnesse,

      A hundred miles away,

      The rime was on the spray,
 And starlight lit my lonesomeness
 When I set out for Lyonnesse

      A hundred miles away.
 

What would bechance at Lyonnesse

      While I should sojourn there

      No prophet durst declare,
 Nor did the wisest wizard guess
 What would bechance at Lyonnesse

      While I should sojourn there.
 

When I came back from Lyonnesse

      With magic in my eyes,

      All marked with mute surmise
 My radiance rare and fathomless,
 When I came back from Lyonnesse

      With magic in my eyes!
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The Darkling Thrush
 

I leant upon a coppice gate

    When Frost was spectre-gray,

And Winter’s dregs made desolate

    The weakening eye of day.

The tangled bine-stems scored the sky

    Like strings of broken lyres,

And all mankind that haunted nigh

    Had sought their household fires.

 

The land’s sharp features seemed to be

    The Century’s corpse outleant,

His crypt the cloudy canopy,

    The wind his death-lament.

The ancient pulse of germ and birth

    Was shrunken hard and dry,

And every spirit upon earth

    Seemed fevourless as I.

 

At once a voice arose among

    The bleak twigs overhead

In a full-hearted evensong

    Of joy illimited;

An aged thrush, frail, gaunt, and small,

    In blast-beruffled plume,

Had chosen thus to fling his soul

    Upon the growing gloom.

 

So little cause for carolings

    Of such ecstatic sound

Was written on terrestrial things

    Afar or nigh around,

That I could think there trembled through

    His happy good-night air

Some blessed Hope, whereof he knew

    And I was unaware.
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At Castle Boterel
 

As I drive to the junction of lane and highway,

   And the drizzle bedrenches the waggonette,
 I look behind at the fading byway,

   And see on its slope, now glistening wet,

      Distinctly yet
 

Myself and a girlish form benighted

   In dry March weather. We climb the road
 Beside a chaise. We had just alighted

   To ease the sturdy pony’s load

      When he sighed and slowed.
 

What we did as we climbed, and what we talked of

   Matters not much, nor to what it led, — 
 Something that life will not be balked of

   Without rude reason till hope is dead,

      And feeling fled.
 

It filled but a minute. But was there ever

   A time of such quality, since or before,
 In that hill’s story? To one mind never,

   Though it has been climbed, foot-swift, foot-sore,

      By thousands more.
 

Primaeval rocks form the road’s steep border,

   And much have they faced there, first and last,
 Of the transitory in Earth’s long order;

   But what they record in colour and cast

      Is — that we two passed.
 

And to me, though Time’s unflinching rigour,

   In mindless rote, has ruled from sight
 The substance now, one phantom figure

   Remains on the slope, as when that night

      Saw us alight.
 

I look and see it there, shrinking, shrinking,

   I look back at it amid the rain
 For the very last time; for my sand is sinking,

   And I shall traverse old love’s domain

      Never again.
 

March 1913
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Drummer Hodge
 

They throw in Drummer Hodge, to rest
 Uncoffined — just as found:
 His landmark is a kopje-crest
 That breaks the veldt around:
 And foreign constellations west
 Each night above his mound.
 

Young Hodge the drummer never knew — 
 Fresh from his Wessex home — 
 The meaning of the broad Karoo,
 The Bush, the dusty loam,
 And why uprose to nightly view
 Strange stars amid the gloam.
 

Yet portion of that unknown plain
 Will Hodge for ever be;
 His homely Northern breast and brain
 Grow to some Southern tree,
 And strange-eyed constellations reign
 His stars eternally.
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In Time of ‘The Breaking of Nations’
 

Only a man harrowing clods 
 In a slow silent walk 
 With an old horse that stumbles and nods 
 Half asleep as they stalk. 
 

Only thin smoke without flame 
 From the heaps of couch-grass; 
 Yet this will go onward the same 
 Though Dynasties pass. 
 

Yonder a maid and her wight 
 Come whispering by: 
 War’s annals will cloud into night 
 Ere their story die.
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Hap
 

If but some vengeful god would call to me

From up the sky, and laugh:  “Thou suffering thing,

Know that thy sorrow is my ecstasy,

That thy love’s loss is my hate’s profiting!”

 

Then would I bear it, clench myself, and die,

Steeled by the sense of ire unmerited;

Half-eased in that a Powerfuller than I

Had willed and meted me the tears I shed.

 

But not so.

  How arrives it joy lies slain,

And why unblooms the best hope ever sown?

 — Crass Casualty obstructs the sun and rain,

And dicing Time for gladness casts a moan.





These purblind Doomsters had as readily strown

Blisses about my pilgrimage as pain.
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The Ruined Maid
 

“O ‘Melia, my dear, this does everything crown!

Who could have supposed I should meet you in Town?

And whence such fair garments, such prosperi-ty?” — 

“O didn’t you know I’d been ruined?” said she.

 

— “You left us in tatters, without shoes or socks,

Tired of digging potatoes, and spudding up docks;

And now you’ve gay bracelets and bright feathers three!” — 

“Yes: that’s how we dress when we’re ruined,” said she.

 

— “At home in the barton you said ‘thee’ and ‘thou,’

And ‘thik oon,’ and ‘theäs oon,’ and ‘t’other’; but now

Your talking quite fits ‘ee for high compa-ny!” — 

“Some polish is gained with one’s ruin,” said she.

 

— “Your hands were like paws then, your face blue and bleak

But now I’m bewitched by your delicate cheek,

And your little gloves fit as on any la-dy!” — 

“We never do work when we’re ruined,” said she.

 

— “You used to call home-life a hag-ridden dream,

And you’d sigh, and you’d sock; but at present you seem

To know not of megrims or melancho-ly!” — 

“True.

 One’s pretty lively when ruined,” said she.

 

“ — I wish I had feathers, a fine sweeping gown,

And a delicate face, and could strut about Town!” — 

“My dear — a raw country girl, such as you be,

Cannot quite expect that.

 You ain’t ruined,” said she.
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The Voice
 

Woman much missed, how you call to me, call to me,

Saying that now you are not as you were

When you had changed from the one who was all to me,

But as at first, when our day was fair.

 

Can it be you that I hear?  Let me view you, then,

Standing as when I drew near to the town

Where you would wait for me: yes, as I knew you then,

Even to the original air-blue gown!

 

Or is it only the breeze in its listlessness

Travelling across the wet mead to me here,

You being ever dissolved to wan wistlessness,

Heard no more again far or near?

 

  Thus I; faltering forward,

  Leaves around me falling,

Wind oozing thin through the thorn from norward,

           And the woman calling.
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The Going of the Battery Wives. (Lament)
 

I
 

O it was sad enough, weak enough, mad enough -

Light in their loving as soldiers can be -

First to risk choosing them, leave alone losing them

Now, in far battle, beyond the South Sea! .

 .

 .

II

- Rain came down drenchingly; but we unblenchingly

Trudged on beside them through mirk and through mire,

They stepping steadily — only too readily! -

Scarce as if stepping brought parting-time nigher.

 

III

Great guns were gleaming there, living things seeming there,

Cloaked in their tar-cloths, upmouthed to the night;

Wheels wet and yellow from axle to felloe,

Throats blank of sound, but prophetic to sight.

 

IV

Gas-glimmers drearily, blearily, eerily

Lit our pale faces outstretched for one kiss,

While we stood prest to them, with a last quest to them

Not to court perils that honour could miss.

 

V

Sharp were those sighs of ours, blinded these eyes of ours,

When at last moved away under the arch

All we loved.

 Aid for them each woman prayed for them,

Treading back slowly the track of their march.

 

VI

Someone said: “Nevermore will they come: evermore

Are they now lost to us.
 “ O it was wrong!

Though may be hard their ways, some Hand will guard their ways,

Bear them through safely, in brief time or long.

 

VII

- Yet, voices haunting us, daunting us, taunting us,

Hint in the night-time when life beats are low

Other and graver things .

 .

 .

 Hold we to braver things,

Wait we, in trust, what Time’s fulness shall show.
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Ah, Are You Digging On My Grave?
 

“Ah, are you digging on my grave,
 My loved one? — planting rue?”
 — “No: yesterday he went to wed
 One of the brightest wealth has bred.
 ‘It cannot hurt her now,’ he said,
 ‘That I should not be true.’” 
 

“Then who is digging on my grave,
 My nearest dearest kin?”
 — “Ah, no: they sit and think, ‘What use!
 What good will planting flowers produce?
 No tendance of her mound can loose
 Her spirit from Death’s gin.’” 
 

“But someone digs upon my grave?
 My enemy? — prodding sly?”
 — “Nay: when she heard you had passed the Gate
 That shuts on all flesh soon or late,
 She thought you no more worth her hate,
 And cares not where you lie. 
 

“Then, who is digging on my grave?
 Say — since I have not guessed!”
 — “O it is I, my mistress dear,
 Your little dog , who still lives near,
 And much I hope my movements here
 Have not disturbed your rest?” 
 

“Ah yes! You dig upon my grave...
 Why flashed it not to me
 That one true heart was left behind!
 What feeling do we ever find
 To equal among human kind
 A dog’s fidelity!” 
 

“Mistress, I dug upon your grave
 To bury a bone, in case
 I should be hungry near this spot
 When passing on my daily trot.
 I am sorry, but I quite forgot
 It was your resting place.”
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The Convergence Of The Twain
 

(Lines on the loss of the “Titanic”)
 

I
 

In a solitude of the sea
 Deep from human vanity,
 And the Pride of Life that planned her, stilly couches she.
 

II
 

Steel chambers, late the pyres
 Of her salamandrine fires,
 Cold currents thrid, and turn to rhythmic tidal lyres.
 

III
 

Over the mirrors meant
 To glass the opulent
 The sea-worm crawls — grotesque, slimed, dumb, indifferent.
 

IV
 

Jewels in joy designed
 To ravish the sensuous mind
 Lie lightless, all their sparkles bleared and black and blind.
 

V
 

Dim moon-eyed fishes near
 Gaze at the gilded gear
 And query: ‘What does this vaingloriousness down here?’. . .
 

VI
 

Well: while was fashioning
 This creature of cleaving wing,
 The Immanent Will that stirs and urges everything
 

VII
 

Prepared a sinister mate
 For her — so gaily great — 
 A Shape of Ice, for the time fat and dissociate.
 

VIII
 

And as the smart ship grew
 In stature, grace, and hue
 In shadowy silent distance grew the Iceberg too.
 

IX
 

Alien they seemed to be:
 No mortal eye could see
 The intimate welding of their later history.
 

X
 

Or sign that they were bent
 By paths coincident
 On being anon twin halves of one August event,
 

XI
 

Till the Spinner of the Years
 Said ‘Now!’ And each one hears,
 And consummation comes, and jars two hemispheres.
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The Man He Killed
 

Had he and I but met

By some old ancient inn,

We should have set us down to wet

Right many a nipperkin!

 

But ranged as infantry,

And staring face to face,

I shot at him as he at me,

And killed him in his place.

 

I shot him dead because — 

Because he was my foe,

Just so: my foe of course he was;

That’s clear enough; although

 

He thought he’d ‘list, perhaps,

Off-hand like — just as I — 

Was out of work — had sold his traps — 

No other reason why.

 

Yes; quaint and curious war is!

You shoot a fellow down

You’d treat, if met where any bar is,

Or help to half a crown.
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A Thunderstorm In Town
 

(A Reminiscence, 1893)
 

She wore a ‘terra-cotta’ dress,

And we stayed, because of the pelting storm,

Within the hansom’s dry recess,

Though the horse had stopped; yea, motionless

We sat on, snug and warm.

 

Then the downpour ceased, to my sharp sad pain,

And the glass that had screened our forms before

Flew up, and out she sprang to her door:

I should have kissed her if the rain

Had lasted a minute more.
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Heredity
 

I am the family face;

Flesh perishes, I live on,

Projecting trait and trace

Through time to times anon,

And leaping from place to place

Over oblivion.

 

The years-heired feature that can

In curve and voice and eye

Despise the human span

Of durance — that is I;

The eternal thing in man,

That heeds no call to die
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Walt Whitman
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One’s-Self I Sing
 

Walt Whitman (1819–1892)
 

ONE’S-SELF I sing, a simple separate person,

Yet utter the word Democratic, the word En-Masse.
 

Of physiology from top to toe I sing,

Not physiognomy alone nor brain alone is worthy for the Muse

 — I say the Form complete is worthier far,   5

The Female equally with the Male I sing.
 

Of Life immense in passion, pulse, and power,

Cheerful, for freest action form’d under the laws divine,

The Modern Man I sing.
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Beat! Beat! Drums!
 

Walt Whitman (1819–1892)
 

BEAT! beat! drums! — blow! bugles! blow!

Through the windows — through doors — burst like a ruthless force,

Into the solemn church, and scatter the congregation,

Into the school where the scholar is studying;

Leave not the bridegroom quiet — no happiness must he have now with his bride,   5

Nor the peaceful farmer any peace, ploughing his field or gathering his grain,

So fierce you whirr and pound you drums — so shrill you bugles blow.
 

Beat! beat! drums! — blow! bugles! blow!

Over the traffic of cities — over the rumble of wheels in the streets;

Are beds prepared for sleepers at night in the houses? no sleepers must sleep in those beds,   10

No bargainers’ bargains by day — no brokers or speculators — would they continue?

Would the talkers be talking? would the singer attempt to sing?

Would the lawyer rise in the court to state his case before the judge?

Then rattle quicker, heavier drums — you bugles wilder blow.
 

Beat! beat! drums! — blow! bugles! blow!   15

Make no parley — stop for no expostulation,

Mind not the timid — mind not the weeper or prayer,

Mind not the old man beseeching the young man,

Let not the child’s voice be heard, nor the mother’s entreaties,

Make even the trestles to shake the dead where they lie awaiting the hearses,   20

So strong you thump O terrible drums — so loud you bugles blow.
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Vigil Strange I Kept on the Field One Night
 

Walt Whitman (1819–1892)
 

VIGIL strange I kept on the field one night;

When you my son and my comrade dropt at my side that day,

One look I but gave which your dear eyes return’d with a look I shall never forget,

One touch of your hand to mine O boy, reach’d up as you lay on the ground,

Then onward I sped in the battle, the even-contested battle,   5

Till late in the night reliev’d to the place at last again I made my way,

Found you in death so cold dear comrade, found your body son of responding kisses (never again on earth responding),

Bared your face in the starlight, curious the scene, cool blew the moderate night-wind,

Long there and then in vigil I stood, dimly around me the battle-field spreading,

Vigil wondrous and vigil sweet there in the fragrant silent night,   10

But not a tear fell, not even a long-drawn sigh, long, long I gazed.

Then on the earth partially reclining sat by your side leaning my chin in my hands,

Passing sweet hours, immortal and mystic hours with you dearest comrade — not a tear, not a word.

Vigil of silence, love and death, vigil for you my son and my soldier,

As onward silently stars aloft, eastward new ones upward stole,   15

Vigil final for you brave boy, (I could not save you, swift was your death,

I faithfully loved you and cared for you living, I think we shall surely meet again,)

Till at latest lingering of the night, indeed just as the dawn appear’d,

My comrade I wrapt in his blanket, envelop’d well his form,

Folded the blanket well, tucking it carefully over head and carefully under feet,   20

And there and then and bathed by the rising sun, my son in his grave, in his rude-dug grave I deposited,

Ending my vigil strange with that, vigil of night and battlefield dim,

Vigil for boy of responding kisses (never again on earth responding),

Vigil for comrade swiftly slain, vigil I never forget, how as day brighten’d,

I rose from the chill ground and folded my soldier well in his blanket,   25

And buried him where he fell.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Pioneers! O Pioneers!
 

Walt Whitman (1819–1892)
 

     COME my tan-faced children,

Follow well in order, get your weapons ready,

Have you your pistols? have you your sharp-edged axes?

     Pioneers! O pioneers!
 

     For we cannot tarry here,   5

We must march my darlings, we must bear the brunt of danger,

We the youthful sinewy races, all the rest on us depend,

     Pioneers! O pioneers!
 

     O you youths, Western youths,

So impatient, full of action, full of manly pride and friendship,   10

Plain I see you Western youths, see you tramping with the foremost,

     Pioneers! O pioneers!
 

     Have the elder races halted?

Do they droop and end their lesson, wearied over there beyond the seas?

We take up the task eternal, and the burden and the lesson,   15

     Pioneers! O pioneers!
 

     All the past we leave behind,

We debouch upon a newer mightier world, varied world,

Fresh and strong the world we seize, world of labor and the march,

     Pioneers! O pioneers!   20
 

     We detachments steady throwing,

Down the edges, through the passes, up the mountains steep,

Conquering, holding, daring, venturing as we go the unknown ways,

     Pioneers! O pioneers!
 

     We primeval forests felling,   25

We the rivers stemming, vexing we and piercing deep the mines within,

We the surface broad surveying, we the virgin soil upheaving,

     Pioneers! O pioneers!
 

     Colorado men are we,

From the peaks gigantic, from the great sierras and the high plateaus,   30

From the mine and from the gully, from the hunting trail we come,

     Pioneers! O pioneers!
 

     From Nebraska, from Arkansas,

Central inland race are we, from Missouri, with the continental blood intervein’d,

All the hands of comrades clasping, all the Southern, all the Northern,   35

     Pioneers! O pioneers!
 

     O resistless restless race!

O beloved race in all! O my breast aches with tender love for all!

O I mourn and yet exult, I am rapt with love for all,

     Pioneers! O pioneers!   40
 

     Raise the mighty mother mistress,

Waving high the delicate mistress, over all the starry mistress (bend your heads all),

Raise the fang’d and warlike mistress, stern, impassive, weapon’d mistress,

     Pioneers! O pioneers!
 

     See my children, resolute children,   45

By those swarms upon our rear we must never yield or falter,

Ages back in ghostly millions frowning there behind us urging,

     Pioneers! O pioneers!
 

     On and on the compact ranks,

With accessions ever waiting, with the places of the dead quickly fill’d,   50

Through the battle, through defeat, moving yet and never stopping,

     Pioneers! O pioneers!
 

     O to die advancing on!

Are there some of us to droop and die? has the hour come?

Then upon the march we fittest die, soon and sure the gap is fill’d,   55

     Pioneers! O pioneers!
 

     All the pulses of the world,

Falling in they beat for us, with the Western movement beat,

Holding single or together, steady moving to the front, all for us,

     Pioneers! O pioneers!   60
 

     Life’s involv’d and varied pageants,

All the forms and shows, all the workmen at their work,

All the seamen and the landsmen, all the masters with their slaves,

     Pioneers! O pioneers!
 

     All the hapless silent lovers,   65

All the prisoners in the prisons, all the righteous and the wicked,

All the joyous, all the sorrowing, all the living, all the dying,

     Pioneers! O pioneers!
 

     I too with my soul and body,

We, a curious trio, picking, wandering on our way,   70

Through these shores amid the shadows, with the apparitions pressing,

     Pioneers! O pioneers!
 

     Lo, the darting bowling orb!

Lo, the brother orbs around, all the clustering suns and planets,

All the dazzling days, all the mystic nights with dreams,   75

     Pioneers! O pioneers!
 

     These are of us, they are with us,

All for primal needed work, while the followers there in embryo wait behind,

We to-day’s procession heading, we the route for travel clearing,

     Pioneers! O pioneers!   80
 

     O you daughters of the West!

O you young and elder daughters! O you mothers and you wives!

Never must you be divided, in our ranks you move united,

     Pioneers! O pioneers!
 

     Minstrels latent on the prairies!   85

(Shrouded bards of other lands, you may rest, you have done your work,)

Soon I hear you coming warbling, soon you rise and tramp amid us,

     Pioneers! O pioneers!
 

     Not for delectations sweet,

Not the cushion and the slipper, not the peaceful and the studious,   90

Not the riches safe and palling, not for us the tame enjoyment,

     Pioneers! O pioneers!
 

     Do the feasters gluttonous feast?

Do the corpulent sleepers sleep? have they lock’d and bolted doors?

Still be ours the diet hard, and the blanket on the ground,   95

     Pioneers! O pioneers!
 

     Has the night descended?

Was the road of late so toilsome? did we stop discouraged nodding on our way?

Yet a passing hour I yield you in your tracks to pause oblivious,

     Pioneers! O pioneers!   100
 

     Till with sound of trumpet,

Far, far off the daybreak call — hark! how loud and clear I hear it wind,

Swift! to the head of the army! — swift! spring to your places,

     Pioneers! O pioneers!
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Ethiopia Saluting the Colors
 

Walt Whitman (1819–1892)
 

WHO are you dusky woman, so ancient hardly human,

With your woolly-white and turban’d head, and bare bony feet?

Why rising by the roadside here, do you the colors greet?
 

(’Tis while our army lines Carolina’s sands and pines,

Forth from thy hovel door thou Ethiopia com’st to me,   5

As under doughty Sherman I march toward the sea.)
 

Me master years a hundred since from my parents sunder’d,

A little child, they caught me as the savage beast is caught,

Then hither me across the sea the cruel slaver brought.
 

No further does she say, but lingering all the day,   10

Her high-borne turban’d head she wags, and rolls her darkling eye,

And courtesies to the regiments, the guidons moving by.
 

What is it fateful woman, so blear, hardly human?

Why wag your head with turban bound, yellow, red and green?

Are the things so strange and marvelous you see or have seen?   15
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The Wound-Dresser
 

Walt Whitman (1819–1892)
 

AN old man bending I come among new faces,

Years looking backward resuming in answer to children,

Come tell us old man, as from young men and maidens that love me,

(Arous’d and angry, I’d thought to beat the alarum, and urge relentless war,

But soon my fingers fail’d me, my face droop’d and I resign’d myself,   5

To sit by the wounded and soothe them, or silently watch the dead;)

Years hence of these scenes, of these furious passions, these chances,

Of unsurpass’d heroes (was one side so brave? the other was equally brave;)

Now be witness again, paint the mightiest armies of earth,

Of those armies so rapid so wondrous what saw you to tell us?   10

What stays with you latest and deepest? of curious panics,

Of hard-fought engagements or sieges tremendous what deepest remains?   2
 

O maidens and young men I love and that love me,

What you ask of my days those the strangest and sudden your talking recalls,

Soldier alert I arrive after a long march cover’d with sweat and dust,   15

In the nick of time I come, plunge in the fight, loudly shout in the rush of successful charge,

Enter the captur’d works — yet lo, like a swift-running river they fade,

Pass and are gone they fade — I dwell not on soldiers’ perils or soldiers’ joys

(Both I remember well — many the hardships, few the joys, yet I was content).
 

But in silence, in dreams’ projections,   20

While the world of gain and appearance and mirth goes on,

So soon what is over forgotten, and waves wash the imprints off the sand,

With hinged knees returning I enter the doors (while for you up there,

Whoever you are, follow without noise and be of strong heart).
 

Bearing the bandages, water and sponge,   25

Straight and swift to my wounded I go,

Where they lie on the ground after the battle brought in,

Where their priceless blood reddens the grass, the ground,

Or to the rows of the hospital tent, or under the roof’d hospital,

To the long rows of cots up and down each side I return,   30

To each and all one after another I draw near, not one do I miss,

An attendant follows holding a tray, he carries a refuse pail,

Soon to be fill’d with clotted rags and blood, emptied, and fill’d again.
 

I onward go, I stop,

With hinged knees and steady hand to dress wounds,   35

I am firm with each, the pangs are sharp yet unavoidable,

One turns to me his appealing eyes — poor boy! I never knew you,

Yet I think I could not refuse this moment to die for you, if that would save you.
 

On, on I go, (open doors of time! open hospital doors!)

The crush’d head I dress (poor crazed hand tear not the bandage away),   40

The neck of the cavalry-man with the bullet through and through I examine,

Hard the breathing rattles, quite glazed already the eye, yet life struggles hard

(Come sweet death! be persuaded O beautiful death!

In mercy come quickly).
 

From the stump of the arm, the amputated hand,   45

I undo the clotted lint, remove the slough, wash off the matter and blood,

Back on his pillow the soldier bends with curv’d neck and side-falling head,

His eyes are closed, his face is pale, he dares not look on the bloody stump,

And has not yet look’d on it.
 

I dress a wound in the side, deep, deep,   50

But a day or two more, for see the frame all wasted and sinking,

And the yellow-blue countenance see.

I dress the perforated shoulder, the foot with the bullet-wound,

Cleanse the one with a gnawing and putrid gangrene, so sickening, so offensive,

While the attendant stands behind aside me holding the tray and pail.   55
 

I am faithful, I do not give out,

The fractur’d thigh, the knee, the wound in the abdomen,

These and more I dress with impassive hand (yet deep in my breast a fire, a burning flame).
 

Thus in silence in dreams’ projections,

Returning, resuming, I thread my way through the hospitals,   60

The hurt and wounded I pacify with soothing hand,

I sit by the restless all the dark night, some are so young,

Some suffer so much, I recall the experience sweet and sad,

(Many a soldier’s loving arms about this neck have cross’d and rested,

Many a soldier’s kiss dwells on these bearded lips).   65
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Give Me the Splendid Silent Sun
 

Walt Whitman (1819–1892)
 

GIVE me the splendid silent sun with all his beams full-dazzling,

Give me juicy autumnal fruit ripe and red from the orchard,

Give me a field where the unmow’d grass grows,

Give me an arbor, give me the trellis’d grape,

Give me fresh corn and wheat, give me serene-moving animals teaching content,   5

Give me nights perfectly quiet as on high plateaus west of the Mississippi, and I looking up at the stars,

Give me odorous at sunrise a garden of beautiful flowers where I can walk undisturb’d,

Give me for marriage a sweet-breath’d woman of whom I should never tire,

Give me a perfect child, give me away aside from the noise of the world a rural domestic life,

Give me to warble spontaneous songs recluse by myself, for my own ears only,   10

Give me solitude, give me Nature, give me again O Nature your primal sanities!

These demanding to have them (tired with ceaseless excitement, and rack’d by the war-strife),

These to procure incessantly asking, rising in cries from my heart,

While yet incessantly asking still I adhere to my city,

Day upon day and year upon year O city, walking your streets,   15

Where you hold me enchain’d a certain time refusing to give me up,

Yet giving to make me glutted, enrich’d of soul, you give me forever faces;

(Oh I see what I sought to escape, confronting, reversing my cries,

I see my own soul trampling down what it ask’d for).
 

Keep your splendid silent sun,
  20

Keep your woods O Nature, and the quiet places by the woods,

Keep your fields of clover and timothy, and your corn-fields and orchards,

Keep the blossoming buckwheat fields where the Ninth-month bees hum;

Give me faces and streets — give me these phantoms incessant and endless along the trottoirs!

Give me interminable eyes — give me women — give me comrades and lovers by the thousand!   25

Let me see new ones every day — let me hold new ones by the hand every day!

Give me such shows — give me the streets of Manhattan!

Give me Broadway, with the soldiers marching — give me the sound of the trumpets and drums!

(The soldiers in companies or regiments — some starting away, flush’d and reckless,

Some, their time up, returning with thinn’d ranks, young, yet very old, worn, marching, noticing nothing;)   30

Give me the shores and wharves heavy-fringed with black ships!

O such for me! O an intense life, full to repletion and varied!

The life of the theatre, bar-room, huge hotel, for me!

The saloon of the steamer! the crowded excursion for me! the torchlight procession!

The dense brigade bound for the war, with high piled military wagons following;   35

People, endless, streaming, with strong voices, passions, pageants,

Manhattan streets with their powerful throbs, with beating drums as now,

The endless and noisy chorus, the rustle and clank of muskets (even the sight of the wounded),

Manhattan crowds, with their turbulent musical chorus!

Manhattan faces and eyes forever for me.   40
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O Captain! My Captain!
 

Walt Whitman (1819–1892)
 

O CAPTAIN! my Captain! our fearful trip is done,

The ship has weather’d every rack, the prize we sought is won,

The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,

While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring;

   But O heart! heart! heart!   5

    O the bleeding drops of red,

     Where on the deck my Captain lies,

      Fallen cold and dead.
 

O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells;

Rise up — for you the flag is flung — for you the bugle trills,   10

For you bouquets and ribbon’d wreaths — for you the shores a-crowding,

For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;

   Here Captain! dear father!

    This arm beneath your head!

     It is some dream that on the deck,   15

      You’ve fallen cold and dead.
 

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still,

My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will,

The ship is anchor’d safe and sound, its voyage closed and done,

From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won;   20

   Exult O shores, and ring O bells!

    But I with mournful tread,

     Walk the deck my Captain lies,

      Fallen cold and dead.
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When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom’d
 

Walt Whitman (1819–1892)
 

WHEN lilacs last in the dooryard bloom’d,

And the great star early droop’d in the western sky in the night,

I mourn’d, and yet shall mourn with ever-returning spring.

Ever-returning spring, trinity sure to me you bring,

Lilac blooming perennial and drooping star in the west,   5

And thought of him I love.
 

O powerful western fallen star!

O shades of night — O moody, tearful night!

O great star disappear’d — O the black murk that hides the star!

O cruel hands that hold me powerless — O helpless soul of me!   10

O harsh surrounding cloud that will not free my soul.
 

In the dooryard fronting an old farm-house near the white-wash’d palings,

Stands the lilac-bush tall-growing with heart-shaped leaves of rich green,

With many a pointed blossom rising delicate, with the perfume strong I love,

With every leaf a miracle — and from this bush in the dooryard,   15

With delicate-color’d blossoms and heart-shaped leaves of rich green,

A sprig with its flower I break.
 

In the swamp in secluded recesses,

A shy and hidden bird is warbling a song.
 

Solitary the thrush,   20

The hermit withdrawn to himself, avoiding the settlements,

Sings by himself a song.
 

Song of the bleeding throat,

Death’s outlet song of life (for well dear brother I know,

If thou wast not granted to sing thou would’st surely die).   25
 

Over the breast of the spring, the land, amid cities,

Amid lanes and through old woods, where lately the violets peep’d from the ground, spotting the gray débris,

Amid the grass in the fields each side of the lanes, passing the endless grass,

Passing the yellow-spear’d wheat, every grain from its shroud in the dark-brown fields uprisen,

Passing the apple-tree blows of white and pink in the orchards,   30

Carrying a corpse to where it shall rest in the grave,

Night and day journeys a coffin.
 

Coffin that passes through lanes and streets,

Through day and night with the great cloud darkening the land,

With the pomp of the inloop’d flags with the cities draped in black,   35

With the show of the States themselves as of crape-veil’d women standing,

With processions long and winding and the flambeaus of the night,

With the countless torches lit, with the silent sea of faces and the unbared heads,

With the waiting depot, the arriving coffin, and the sombre faces,

With dirges through the night, with the thousand voices rising strong and solemn,   40

With all the mournful voices of the dirges pour’d around the coffin,

The dim-lit churches and the shuddering organs — where amid these you journey,

With the tolling tolling bells’ perpetual clang,

Here, coffin that slowly passes,

I give you my sprig of lilac.   45
 

(Nor for you, for one alone,

Blossoms and branches green to coffins all I bring,

For fresh as the morning, thus would I chant a song for you

  O sane and sacred death.
 

All over bouquets of roses,   50

O death, I cover you over with roses and early lilies,

But mostly and now the lilac that blooms the first,

Copious I break, I break the sprigs from the bushes,

With loaded arms I come, pouring for you,

For you and the coffins all of you O death.)   55
 

O western orb sailing the heaven,

Now I know what you must have meant as a month since I walk’d,

As I walk’d in silence the transparent shadowy night,

As I saw you had something to tell as you bent to me night after night,

As you droop’d from the sky low down as if to my side (while the other stars all look’d on),   60

As we wander’d together the solemn night (for something I know not what kept me from sleep),

As the night advanced, and I saw on the rim of the west how full you were of woe,

As I stood on the rising ground in the breeze in the cool transparent night,

As I watch’d where you pass’d and was lost in the netherward black of the night,

As my soul in its trouble dissatisfied sank, as where you sad orb,   65

Concluded, dropt in the night, and was gone.
 

Sing on there in the swamp,

O singer bashful and tender, I hear your notes, I hear your call,

I hear, I come presently, I understand you,

But a moment I linger, for the lustrous star has detain’d me,   70

The star my departing comrade holds and detains me.
 

O how shall I warble myself for the dead one there I loved?

And how shall I deck my song for the large sweet soul that has gone?

And what shall my perfume be for the grave of him I love?
 

Sea-winds blown from east and west,   75

Blown from the Eastern sea and blown from the Western sea, till there on the prairies meeting,

These and with these and the breath of my chant,

I’ll perfume the grave of him I love.
 

O what shall I hang on the chamber walls?

And what shall the pictures be that I hang on the walls,   80

To adorn the burial-house of him I love?
 

Pictures of growing spring and farms and homes,

With the Fourth-month eve at sundown, and the gray smoke lucid and bright,

With floods of the yellow gold of the gorgeous, indolent, sinking sun, burning, expanding the air,

With the fresh sweet herbage under foot, and the pale green leaves of the trees prolific,   85

In the distance the flowing glaze, the breast of the river, with a wind-dapple here and there,

With ranging hills on the banks, with many a line against the sky, and shadows,

And the city at hand with dwellings so dense, and stacks of chimneys,

And all the scenes of life and the workshops, and the workmen homeward returning.
 

Lo, body and soul — this land,   90

My own Manhattan with spires, and the sparkling and hurrying tides, and the ships,

The varied and ample land, the South and the North in the light, Ohio’s shores and flashing Missouri,

And ever the far-spreading prairies cover’d with grass and corn.
 

Lo, the most excellent sun so calm and haughty,

The violet and purple morn with just-felt breezes,   95

The gentle soft-born measureless light,

The miracle spreading bathing all, the fulfill’d noon,

The coming eve delicious, the welcome night and the stars,

Over my cities shining all, enveloping man and land.
 

Sing on, sing on you gray-brown bird,   100

Sing from the swamps, the recesses, pour your chant from the bushes,

Limitless out of the dusk, out of the cedars and pines.

Sing on dearest brother, warble your reedy song,

Loud human song, with voice of uttermost woe.

O liquid and free and tender!   105

O wild and loose to my soul — O wondrous singer!

You only I hear — yet the star holds me (but will soon depart),

Yet the lilac with mastering odor holds me.
 

Now while I sat in the day and look’d forth,

In the close of the day with its light and the fields of spring, and the farmers preparing their crops,   110

In the large unconscious scenery of my land with its lakes and forests,

In the heavenly aerial beauty (after the perturb’d winds and the storms),

Under the arching heavens of the afternoon swift passing, and the voices of children and women,

The many-moving sea-tides, and I saw the ships how they sail’d,

And the summer approaching with richness, and the fields all busy with labor,   115

And the infinite separate houses, how they all went on, each with its meals and minutia of daily usages,

And the streets how their throbbings throbb’d, and the cities pent — lo, then and there,

Falling upon them all and among them all, enveloping me with the rest,

Appear’d the cloud, appear’d the long black trail,

And I knew death, its thought, and the sacred knowledge of death.   120
 

Then with the knowledge of death as walking one side of me,

And the thought of death close-walking the other side of me,

And I in the middle as with companions, and as holding the hands of companions,

I fled forth to the hiding receiving night that talks not,

Down to the shores of the water, the path by the swamp in the dimness,   125

To the solemn shadowy cedars and ghostly pines so still.

And the singer so shy to the rest receiv’d me,

The gray-brown bird I know receiv’d us comrades three,

And he sang the carol of death, and a verse for him I love.
 

From deep secluded recesses,   130

From the fragrant cedars and the ghostly pines so still,

Came the carol of the bird.
 

And the charm of the carol rapt me,

As I held as if by their hands my comrades in the night,

And the voice of my spirit tallied the song of the bird.   135
 

Come lovely and soothing death,

Undulate round the world, serenely arriving, arriving,

In the day, in the night, to all, to each,

Sooner or later delicate death.
 

Prais’d be the fathomless universe,   140

For life and joy, and for objects and knowledge curious,

And for love, sweet love — but praise! praise!

For the sure-enwinding arms of cool-enfolding death.
 

Dark mother always gliding near with soft feet,

Have none chanted for thee a chant of fullest welcome?   145

Then I chant it for thee, I glorify thee above all,

I bring thee a song that when thou must indeed come, come unfalteringly.
 

Approach strong deliveress,

When it is so, when thou hast taken them I joyously sing the dead,

Lost in the loving floating ocean of thee,   150

Laved in the flood of thy bliss O death.
 

From me to thee glad serenades,

Dances for thee I propose saluting thee, adornments and feastings for thee,

And the sights of the open landscape and the high-spread sky are fitting,

And life and the fields, and the huge and thoughtful night.   155
 

The night in silence under many a star,

The ocean shore and the husky whispering wave whose voice I know,

And the soul turning to thee O vast and well-veil’d death,

And the body gratefully nestling close to thee.
 

Over the tree-tops I float thee a song,   160

Over the rising and sinking waves, over the myriad fields and the prairies wide,

Over the dense-pack’d cities all and the teeming wharves and ways,

I float this carol with joy, with joy to thee O death.
 

To the tally of my soul,

Loud and strong kept up the gray-brown bird,   165

With pure deliberate notes spreading filling the night.
 

Loud in the pines and cedars dim,

Clear in the freshness moist and the swamp perfume,

And I with my comrades there in the night.
 

While my sight that was bound in my eyes unclosed,   170

As to long panoramas of visions.
 

And I saw askant the armies,

I saw as in noiseless dreams hundreds of battle-flags,

Borne through the smoke of the battles and pierc’d with missiles I saw them,

And carried hither and you through the smoke, and torn and bloody,   175

And at last but a few shreds left on the staffs (and all in silence),

And the staffs all splinter’d and broken.
 

I saw battle-corpses, myriads of them,

And the white skeletons of young men, I saw them,

I saw the débris and débris of all the slain soldiers of the war,   180

But I saw they were not as was thought,

They themselves were fully at rest, they suffer’d not,

The living remain’d and suffer’d, the mother suffer’d,

And the wife and the child and the musing comrade suffer’d,

And the armies that remain’d suffer’d.   185
 

Passing the visions, passing the night,

Passing, unloosing the hold of my comrades’ hands,

Passing the song of the hermit bird and the tallying song of my soul,

Victorious song, death’s outlet song, yet varying ever-altering song,

As low and wailing, yet clear the notes, rising and falling, flooding the night,   190

Sadly sinking and fainting, as warning and warning, and yet again bursting with joy,

Covering the earth and filling the spread of the heaven,

As that powerful psalm in the night I heard from recesses,

Passing, I leave thee lilac with heart-shaped leaves,

I leave thee there in the door-yard, blooming, returning with spring.   195
 

I cease from my song for thee,

From my gaze on thee in the west, fronting the west, communing with thee,

O comrade lustrous with silver face in the night.
 

Yet each to keep and all, retrievements out of the night,

The song, the wondrous chant of the gray-brown bird,   200

And the tallying chant, the echo arous’d in my soul,

With the lustrous and drooping star with the countenance full of woe,

With the holders holding my hand nearing the call of the bird,

Comrades mine and I in the midst, and their memory ever to keep, for the dead I loved so well,

For the sweetest, wisest soul of all my days and lands — and this for his dear sake,   205

Lilac and star and bird twined with the chant of my soul,

There in the fragrant pines and the cedars dusk and dim.
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Prayer of Columbus
 

Walt Whitman (1819–1892)
 

A BATTER’D, wreck’d old man

Thrown on this savage shore, far, far from home,

Pent by the sea and dark rebellious brows, twelve dreary months,

Sore, stiff with many toils, sicken’d and nigh to death,

I take my way along the island’s edge,   5

Venting a heavy heart.
 

I am too full of woe!

Haply I may not live another day;

I cannot rest O God, I cannot eat or drink or sleep,

Till I put forth myself, my prayer, once more to Thee,   10

Breathe, bathe myself once more in Thee, commune with Thee,

Report myself once more to Thee.
 

Thou knowest my years entire, my life,

My long and crowded life of active work, not adoration merely;

Thou knowest the prayers and vigils of my youth,   15

Thou knowest my manhood’s solemn and visionary meditations,

Thou knowest how before I commenced I devoted all to come to Thee,

Thou knowest I have in age ratified all those vows and strictly kept them,

Thou knowest I have not once lost nor faith nor ecstasy in Thee,

In shackles, prison’d, in disgrace, repining not,   20

Accepting all from Thee, as duly come from Thee.
 

All my emprises have been fill’d with Thee,

My speculations, plans, begun and carried on in thoughts of Thee,

Sailing the deep or journeying the land for Thee;

Intentions, purports, aspirations mine, leaving results to Thee.   25

O I am sure they really came from Thee,

The urge, the ardor, the unconquerable will,

The potent, felt, interior command, stronger than words,

A message from the Heavens whispering to me even in sleep,

These sped me on.   30
 

By me and these the work so far accomplish’d,

By me earth’s elder cloy’d and stifled lands uncloy’d, unloos’d,

By me the hemispheres rounded and tied, the unknown to the known.
 

The end I know not, it is all in Thee,

Or small or great I know not — haply what broad fields, what lands,   35

Haply the brutish measureless human undergrowth I know,

Transplanted there may rise to stature, knowledge worthy Thee,

Haply the swords I know may there indeed be turn’d to reaping-tools,

Haply the lifeless cross I know, Europe’s dead cross, may bud and blossom there.
 

One effort more, my altar this bleak sand;   40

That Thou O God my life hast lighted,

With ray of light, steady, ineffable, vouchsafed of Thee,

Light rare untellable, lighting the very light,

Beyond all signs, descriptions, languages;

For that O God, be it my latest word, here on my knees,   45

Old, poor, and paralyzed, I thank Thee.
 

My terminus near,

The clouds already closing in upon me,

The voyage balk’d, the course disputed, lost,

I yield my ships to Thee.   50
 

My hands, my limbs grow nerveless,

My brain feels rack’d, bewilder’d,

Let the old timbers part, I will not part,

I will cling fast to Thee, O God, though the waves buffet me,

Thee, Thee at least I know.   55
 

Is it the prophet’s thought I speak, or am I raving?

What do I know of life? what of myself?

I know not even my own work past or present,

Dim ever-shifting guesses of it spread before me,

Of newer better worlds, their mighty parturition,   60

Mocking, perplexing me.
 

And these things I see suddenly, what mean they?

As if some miracle, some hand divine unseal’d my eyes,

Shadowy vast shapes smile through the air and sky,

And on the distant waves sail countless ships,   65

And anthems in new tongues I hear saluting me.
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The Last Invocation
 

Walt Whitman (1819–1892)
 

AT the last, tenderly,

From the walls of the powerful fortress’d house,

From the clasp of the knitted locks, from the keep of the well-closed doors,

Let me be wafted.
 

Let me glide noiselessly forth;   5

With the key of softness unlock the locks — with a whisper,

Set ope the doors O soul.
 

Tenderly — be not impatient,

(Strong is your hold O mortal flesh,

Strong is your hold O love).   10
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








D. H. Lawrence
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A Winter’s Tale
 

Yesterday the fields were only grey with scattered snow, 
 And now the longest grass-leaves hardly emerge; 
 Yet her deep footsteps mark the snow, and go 
 On towards the pines at the hills’ white verge. 
 

I cannot see her, since the mist’s white scarf
 Obscures the dark wood and the dull orange sky; 
 But she’s waiting, I know, impatient and cold, half 
 Sobs struggling into her frosty sigh. 
 

Why does she come so promptly, when she must know 
 That she’s only the nearer to the inevitable farewell;
 The hill is steep, on the snow my steps are slow — 
 Why does she come, when she knows what I have to tell?
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Snake
 

A snake came to my water-trough
 On a hot, hot day, and I in pyjamas for the heat, 
 To drink there.
 In the deep, strange-scented shade of the great dark carob-tree
 I came down the steps with my pitcher
 And must wait, must stand and wait, for there he was at the trough before
 me.
 

He reached down from a fissure in the earth-wall in the gloom
 And trailed his yellow-brown slackness soft-bellied down, over the edge of
 the stone trough
 And rested his throat upon the stone bottom,
 And where the water had dripped from the tap, in a small clearness,
 He sipped with his straight mouth,
 Softly drank through his straight gums, into his slack long body, 
 Silently.
 

Someone was before me at my water-trough,
 And I, like a second comer, waiting.
 

He lifted his head from his drinking, as cattle do,
 And looked at me vaguely, as drinking cattle do,
 And flickered his two-forked tongue from his lips, and mused a moment, 
 And stooped and drank a little more,
 Being earth-brown, earth-golden from the burning bowels of the earth 
 On the day of Sicilian July, with Etna smoking.
 The voice of my education said to me
 He must be killed,
 For in Sicily the black, black snakes are innocent, the gold are venomous.
 

And voices in me said, If you were a man
 You would take a stick and break him now, and finish him off.
 

But must I confess how I liked him,
 How glad I was he had come like a guest in quiet, to drink at my water-trough
 And depart peaceful, pacified, and thankless,
 Into the burning bowels of this earth?
 

Was it cowardice, that I dared not kill him? Was it perversity, that I longed to talk to him? Was it humility, to feel so honoured?
 I felt so honoured.
 

And yet those voices:

If you were not afraid, you would kill him!
 

And truly I was afraid, I was most afraid, But even so, honoured still more
 That he should seek my hospitality
 From out the dark door of the secret earth.
 

He drank enough 
 And lifted his head, dreamily, as one who has drunken, 
 And flickered his tongue like a forked night on the air, so black, 
 Seeming to lick his lips,
 And looked around like a god, unseeing, into the air,
 And slowly turned his head,
 And slowly, very slowly, as if thrice adream,
 Proceeded to draw his slow length curving round
 And climb again the broken bank of my wall-face.
 

And as he put his head into that dreadful hole,
 And as he slowly drew up, snake-easing his shoulders, and entered farther, 
 A sort of horror, a sort of protest against his withdrawing into that horrid black hole,
 Deliberately going into the blackness, and slowly drawing himself after,
 Overcame me now his back was turned.
 

I looked round, I put down my pitcher, 
 I picked up a clumsy log
 And threw it at the water-trough with a clatter.
 

I think it did not hit him,
 But suddenly that part of him that was left behind convulsed in undignified haste.
 Writhed like lightning, and was gone 
 Into the black hole, the earth-lipped fissure in the wall-front, 
 At which, in the intense still noon, I stared with fascination.
 

And immediately I regretted it.
 I thought how paltry, how vulgar, what a mean act!
 I despised myself and the voices of my accursed human education.
 

And I thought of the albatross
 And I wished he would come back, my snake.
 

For he seemed to me again like a king,
 Like a king in exile, uncrowned in the underworld,
 Now due to be crowned again.
 

And so, I missed my chance with one of the lords
 Of life.
 And I have something to expiate:
 A pettiness.
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Anxiety
 

The hoar-frost crumbles in the sun, 
 The crisping steam of a train 
 Melts in the air, while two black birds 
 Sweep past the window again. 
 

Along the vacant road, a red
 Bicycle approaches; I wait 
 In a thaw of anxiety, for the boy 
 To leap down at our gate. 
 

He has passed us by; but is it 
 Relief that starts in my breast?
 Or a deeper bruise of knowing that still 
 She has no rest.
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Bavarian Gentians
 

Not every man has gentians in his house
 in Soft September, at slow, Sad Michaelmas.
 Bavarian gentians, big and dark, only dark
 darkening the daytime torchlike with the smoking blueness of Pluto’s
 gloom,
 ribbed and torchlike, with their blaze of darkness spread blue
 down flattening into points, flattened under the sweep of white day
 torch-flower of the blue-smoking darkness, Pluto’s dark-blue daze,
 black lamps from the halls of Dis, burning dark blue,
 giving off darkness, blue darkness, as Demeter’s pale lamps give off
 light,
 lead me then, lead me the way.
 Reach me a gentian, give me a torch!
 Let me guide myself with the blue, forked torch of a flower
 down the darker and darker stairs, where blue is darkened on blueness
 down the way Persephone goes, just now, in first-frosted September
 to the sightless realm where darkness is married to dark
 and Persephone herself is but a voice, as a bride
 a gloom invisible enfolded in the deeper dark
 of the arms of Pluto as he ravishes her once again
 and pierces her once more with his passion of the utter dark
 among the splendour of black-blue torches, shedding
 fathomless darkness on the nuptials.
 

Bavarian gentians, tall and dark, but dark
 darkening the daytime torch-like with the smoking blueness of Pluto’s gloom,
 ribbed hellish flowers erect, with their blaze of darkness spread blue,
 blown flat into points, by the heavy white draught of the day.
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A Passing Bell
 

Mournfully to and fro, to and fro the trees are waving; 
 What did you say, my dear?
 The rain-bruised leaves are suddenly shaken, as a child
 Asleep still shakes in the clutch of a sob — 
 Yes, my love, I hear.
 

One lonely bell, one only, the storm-tossed afternoon is braving,
 Why not let it ring?
 The roses lean down when they hear it, the tender, mild
 Flowers of the bleeding-heart fall to the throb — 
 It is such a little thing!
 

A wet bird walks on the lawn, call to the boy to come and look,
 Yes, it is over now.
 Call to him out of the silence, call him to see 
 The starling shaking its head as it walks in the grass — 
 Ah, who knows how?
 

He cannot see it, I can never show it him, how it shook — 
 Don’t disturb him, darling.

 — Its head as it walked: I can never call him to me, 
 Never, he is not, whatever shall come to pass. 
 No, look at the wet starling.
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Belief
 

Forever nameless
 Forever unknwon
 Forever unconceived
 Forever unrepresented
 yet forever felt in the soul.
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Butterfly
 

Butterfly, the wind blows sea-ward, 
 strong beyond the garden-wall!
 Butterfly, why do you settle on my
 shoe, and sip the dirt on my shoe, 
 Lifting your veined wings, lifting them?
 big white butterfly!
 

Already it is October, and the wind
 blows strong to the sea
 from the hills where snow must have 
 fallen, the wind is polished with 
 snow.
 Here in the garden, with red 
 geraniums, it is warm, it is warm
 but the wind blows strong to sea-ward,
 white butterfly, content on my shoe!
 

Will you go, will you go from my warm
 house?
 Will you climb on your big soft wings,
 black-dotted,
 as up an invisible rainbow, an arch
 till the wind slides you sheer from the 
 arch-crest 
 and in a strange level fluttering you go
 out to sea-ward, white speck!
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A Love Song
 

Reject me not if I should say to you
 I do forget the sounding of your voice, 
 I do forget your eyes that searching through 
 The mists perceive our marriage, and rejoice. 
 

Yet, when the apple-blossom opens wide
 Under the pallid moonlight’s fingering, 
 I see your blanched face at my breast, and hide 
 My eyes from diligent work, malingering. 
 

Ah, then, upon my bedroom I do draw 
 The blind to hide the garden, where the moon
 Enjoys the open blossoms as they straw 
 Their beauty for his taking, boon for boon. 
 

And I do lift my aching arms to you, 
 And I do lift my anguished, avid breast, 
 And I do weep for very pain of you,
 And fling myself at the doors of sleep, for rest. 
 

And I do toss through the troubled night for you, 
 Dreaming your yielded mouth is given to mine, 
 Feeling your strong breast carry me on into 
 The peace where sleep is stronger even than wine.
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Dreams
 

All people dream, but not equally.
 Those who dream by night in the dusty recesses of their mind,
 Wake in the morning to find that it was vanity.
 

But the dreamers of the day are dangerous people,
 For they dream their dreams with open eyes,
 And make them come true.
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Trust
 

Oh we’ve got to trust
 one another again
 in some essentials.
 

Not the narrow little
 bargaining trust
 that says: I’m for you
 if you’ll be for me. -
 

But a bigger trust,
 a trust of the sun
 that does not bother
 about moth and rust,
 and we see it shining
 in one another.
 

Oh don’t you trust me,
 don’t burden me
 with your life and affairs; don’t
 thrust me
 into your cares.
 

But I think you may trust
 the sun in me
 that glows with just
 as much glow as you see
 in me, and no more.
 

But if it warms
 your heart’s quick core
 why then trust it, it forms
 one faithfulness more.
 

And be, oh be
 a sun to me,
 not a weary, insistent
 personality
 

but a sun that shines
 and goes dark, but shines
 again and entwines
 with the sunshine in me
 

till we both of us
 are more glorious
 and more sunny.
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W. B. Yeats
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When You Are Old
 

WHEN you are old and grey and full of sleep,
 And nodding by the fire, take down this book,
 And slowly read, and dream of the soft look
 Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep;
 How many loved your moments of glad grace,
 And loved your beauty with love false or true,
 But one man loved the pilgrim Soul in you,
 And loved the sorrows of your changing face;
 And bending down beside the glowing bars,
 Murmur, a little sadly, how Love fled
 And paced upon the mountains overhead
 And hid his face amid a crowd of stars.
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








The Stolen Child
 

Where dips the rocky highland
 Of Sleuth Wood in the lake,
 There lies a leafy island
 Where flapping herons wake
 The drowsy water rats; 
 There we’ve hid our faery vats,
 Full of berrys
 And of reddest stolen cherries.
 Come away, O human child! 
 To the waters and the wild
 With a faery, hand in hand,
 For the world’s more full of weeping than you can understand.
 

Where the wave of moonlight glosses
 The dim gray sands with light,
 Far off by furthest Rosses
 We foot it all the night,
 Weaving olden dances
 Mingling hands and mingling glances
 Till the moon has taken flight; 
 To and fro we leap
 And chase the frothy bubbles,
 While the world is full of troubles
 And anxious in its sleep.
 Come away, O human child! 
 To the waters and the wild
 With a faery, hand in hand,
 For the world’s more full of weeping than you can understand.
 

Where the wandering water gushes
 From the hills above Glen-Car,
 In pools among the rushes
 That scarce could bathe a star,
 We seek for slumbering trout
 And whispering in their ears
 Give them unquiet dreams; 
 Leaning softly out
 From ferns that dropp their tears
 Over the young streams.
 Come away, O human child! 
 To the waters and the wild
 With a faery, hand in hand,
 For the world’s more full of weeping than you can understand.
 

Away with us he’s going,
 The solemn-eyed:
 He’ll hear no more the lowing
 Of the calves on the warm hillside
 Or the kettle on the hob
 Sing peace into his breast,
 Or see the brown mice bob
 Round and round the oatmeal chest.
 For he comes, the human child,
 To the waters and the wild
 With a faery, hand in hand,
 For the world’s more full of weeping than he can understand.
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A Drinking Song
 

WINE comes in at the mouth
 And love comes in at the eye;
 That’s all we shall know for truth
 Before we grow old and die.
 I lift the glass to my mouth,
 I look at you, and I sigh.
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The Lake Isle of Innisfree
 

I WILL arise and go now, and go to Innisfree,
 And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made:
 Nine bean-rows will I have there, a hive for the honeybee,
 And live alone in the bee-loud glade.
 And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes dropping slow,
 Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the cricket sings;
 There midnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow,
 And evening full of the linnet’s wings.
 I will arise and go now, for always night and day
 I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore;
 While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements grey,
 I hear it in the deep heart’s core.
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Leda And The Swan
 

A SUDDEN blow: the great wings beating still
 Above the staggering girl, her thighs caressed
 By the dark webs, her nape caught in his bill,
 He holds her helpless breast upon his breast.
 How can those terrified vague fingers push
 The feathered glory from her loosening thighs?
 And how can body, laid in that white rush,
 But feel the strange heart beating where it lies?
 A shudder in the loins engenders there
 The broken wall, the burning roof and tower
 And Agamemnon dead.
 Being so caught up,
 So mastered by the brute blood of the air,
 Did she put on his knowledge with his power
 Before the indifferent beak could let her drop?
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The Wild Swans At Coole
 

THE trees are in their autumn beauty,
 The woodland paths are dry,
 Under the October twilight the water
 Mirrors a still sky;
 Upon the brimming water among the stones
 Are nine-and-fifty Swans.
 The nineteenth autumn has come upon me
 Since I first made my count;
 I saw, before I had well finished,
 All suddenly mount
 And scatter wheeling in great broken rings
 Upon their clamorous wings.
 I have looked upon those brilliant creatures,
 And now my heart is sore.
 All’s changed since I, hearing at twilight,
 The first time on this shore,
 The bell-beat of their wings above my head,
 Trod with a lighter tread.
 Unwearied still, lover by lover,
 They paddle in the cold
 Companionable streams or climb the air;
 Their hearts have not grown old;
 Passion or conquest, wander where they will,
 Attend upon them still.
 But now they drift on the still water,
 Mysterious, beautiful;
 Among what rushes will they build,
 By what lake’s edge or pool
 Delight men’s eyes when I awake some day
 To find they have flown away?
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The Secret Rose
 

FAR-OFF, most secret, and inviolate Rose,
 Enfold me in my hour of hours; where those
 Who sought thee in the Holy Sepulchre,
 Or in the wine-vat, dwell beyond the stir
 And tumult of defeated dreams; and deep
 Among pale eyelids, heavy with the sleep
 Men have named beauty. Thy great leaves enfold
 The ancient beards, the helms of ruby and gold
 Of the crowned Magi; and the king whose eyes
 Saw the pierced Hands and Rood of elder rise
 In Druid vapour and make the torches dim;
 Till vain frenzy awoke and he died; and him
 Who met Fand walking among flaming dew
 By a grey shore where the wind never blew,
 And lost the world and Emer for a kiss;
 And him who drove the gods out of their liss,
 And till a hundred moms had flowered red
 Feasted, and wept the barrows of his dead;
 And the proud dreaming king who flung the crown
 And sorrow away, and calling bard and clown
 Dwelt among wine-stained wanderers in deep woods:
 And him who sold tillage, and house, and goods,
 And sought through lands and islands numberless years,
 Until he found, with laughter and with tears,
 A woman of so shining loveliness
 That men threshed corn at midnight by a tress,
 A little stolen tress. I, too, await
 The hour of thy great wind of love and hate.
 When shall the stars be blown about the sky,
 Like the sparks blown out of a smithy, and die?
 Surely thine hour has come, thy great wind blows,
 Far-off, most secret, and inviolate Rose?
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Sailing To Byzantium
 

I
 

That is no country for old men. The young
 In one another’s arms, birds in the trees

 — Those dying generations — at their song,
 The salmon-falls, the mackerel-crowded seas,
 Fish, flesh, or fowl commend all summer long
 Whatever is begotten, born, and dies.
 Caught in that sensual music all neglect
 Monuments of unaging intellect.
 

II
 

An aged man is but a paltry thing,
 A tattered coat upon a stick, unless
 Soul clap its hands and sing, and louder sing
 For every tatter in its mortal dress,
 Nor is there singing school but studying
 Monuments of its own magnificence;
 And therefore I have sailed the seas and come
 To the holy city of Byzantium.
 

III
 

O sages standing in God’s holy fire
 As in the gold mosaic of a wall,
 Come from the holy fire, perne in a gyre,
 And be the singing-masters of my soul.
 Consume my heart away; sick with desire
 And fastened to a dying animal
 It knows not what it is; and gather me 
 Into the artifice of eternity.
 

IV
 

Once out of nature I shall never take
 My bodily form from any natural thing,
 But such a form as Grecian goldsmiths make
 Of hammered gold and gold enamelling
 To keep a drowsy Emperor awake;
 Or set upon a golden bough to sing
 To lords and ladies of Byzantium
 Of what is past, or passing, or to come.
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The Second Coming
 

TURNING and turning in the widening gyre
 The falcon cannot hear the falconer;
 Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold;
 Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world,
 The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere
 The ceremony of innocence is drowned;
 The best lack all conviction, while the worst
 Are full of passionate intensity.
 Surely some revelation is at hand;
 Surely the Second Coming is at hand.
 The Second Coming! Hardly are those words out
 When a vast image out of i{Spiritus Mundi}
 Troubles my sight: somewhere in sands of the desert
 A shape with lion body and the head of a man,
 A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun,
 Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it
 Reel shadows of the indignant desert birds.
 The darkness drops again; but now I know
 That twenty centuries of stony sleep
 Were vexed to nightmare by a rocking cradle,
 And what rough beast, its hour come round at laSt,
 Slouches towards Bethlehem to be born?
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James Joyce
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Ecce Puer
 

Of the dark past

A child is born.

With joy and grief

My heart is torn.

 

Calm in his cradle

The living lies.

May love and mercy

Unclose his eyes!

 

Young life is breathed

On the glass;

The world that was not

Comes to pass.

 

A child is sleeping:

An old man gone.

O, father forsaken,

Forgive your son!
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My Love Is in a Light Attire
 

My love is in a light attire

Among the apple-trees,

Where the gay winds do most desire

To run in companies.

 

There, where the gay winds stay to woo

The young leaves as they pass,

My love goes slowly, bending to

Her shadow on the grass;

 

And where the sky’s a pale blue cup

Over the laughing land,

My love goes lightly, holding up

Her dress with dainty hand.
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Dear Heart Why Will You Use Me So?
 

Dear heart, why will you use me so?

Dear eyes that gently me upbraid,

Still are you beautiful — - but O,

How is your beauty raimented!

 

Through the clear mirror of your eyes,

Through the soft sigh of kiss to kiss,

Desolate winds assail with cries

The shadowy garden where love is.

 

And soon shall love dissolved be

When over us the wild winds blow — -

But you, dear love, too dear to me,

Alas! why will you use me so?
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Bid Adieu to Maidenhood
 

Bid adieu, adieu, adieu,

Bid adieu to girlish days,

Happy Love is come to woo

Thee and woo thy girlish ways — 

The zone that doth become thee fair,

The snood upon thy yellow hair,

 

When thou hast heard his name upon

The bugles of the cherubim

Begin thou softly to unzone

Thy girlish bosom unto him

And softly to undo the snood

That is the sign of maidenhood.
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O It Was Out by Donnycarney
 

O, it was out by Donnycarney

When the bat flew from tree to tree

My love and I did walk together;

And sweet were the words she said to me.

 

Along with us the summer wind

Went murmuring — - O, happily! — -

But softer than the breath of summer

Was the kiss she gave to me.
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Be Not Sad
 

Be not sad because all men

Prefer a lying clamour before you:

Sweetheart, be at peace again — -

Can they dishonour you?

 

They are sadder than all tears;

Their lives ascend as a continual sigh.

Proudly answer to their tears:

As they deny, deny.
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All Day I Hear the Noise of Waters
 

All day I hear the noise of waters 
 Making moan, 
 Sad as the sea-bird is when, going 
 Forth alone, 
 He hears the winds cry to the water’s 
 Monotone. 
 

The grey winds, the cold winds are blowing 
 Where I go. 
 I hear the noise of many waters 
 Far below. 
 All day, all night, I hear them flowing 
 To and fro.
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Wilfred Owen
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The Young Soldier
 

It is not death
 Without hereafter
 To one in dearth
 Of life and its laughter,
 

Nor the sweet murder
 Dealt slow and even
 Unto the martyr
 Smiling at heaven:
 

It is the smile
 Faint as a (waning) myth,
 Faint, and exceeding small
 On a boy’s murdered mouth.
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Winter Song
 

The browns, the olives, and the yellows died,
 And were swept up to heaven; where they glowed
 Each dawn and set of sun till Christmastide,
 And when the land lay pale for them, pale-snowed,
 Fell back, and down the snow-drifts flamed and flowed.
 

From off your face, into the winds of winter,
 The sun-brown and the summer-gold are blowing;
 But they shall gleam with spiritual glinter,
 When paler beauty on your brows falls snowing,
 And through those snows my looks shall be soft-going.
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Dulce Et Decorum Est
 

BENT double, like old beggars under sacks,
 Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge,
 Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs
 And towards our distant rest began to trudge.
 Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots
 But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame; all blind;
 Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots
 Of gas-shells dropping softly behind.
 

Gas! GAS! Quick, boys! — An ecstasy of fumbling
 Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time,
 But someone still was yelling out and stumbling
 And flound’ring like a man in fire or lime. — 
 Dim, through the misty panes and thick green light,
 As under a green sea, I saw him drowning.
 

In all my dreams before my helpless sight
 He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning.
 

If in some smothering dreams you too could pace
 Behind the wagon that we flung him in,
 And watch the white eyes writhing in his face,
 His hanging face, like a devil’s sick of sin,
 If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood
 Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs,
 Bitter as the cud
 Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues, — 
 My friend, you would not tell with such high zest
 To children ardent for some desperate glory,
 The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est

Pro patria mori.
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Disabled
 

He sat in a wheeled chair, waiting for dark, 
 And shivered in his ghastly suit of grey, 
 Legless, sewn short at elbow. Through the park 
 Voices of boys rang saddening like a hymn, 
 Voices of play and pleasure after day, 
 Till gathering sleep had mothered them from him. 
 

About this time Town used to swing so gay 
 When glow-lamps budded in the light blue trees, 
 And girls glanced lovelier as the air grew dim,- 
 In the old times, before he threw away his knees. 
 Now he will never feel again how slim 
 Girls’ waists are, or how warm their subtle hands. 
 All of them touch him like some queer disease. 
 

There was an artist silly for his face, 
 For it was younger than his youth, last year. 
 Now, he is old; his back will never brace; 
 He’s lost his colour very far from here, 
 Poured it down shell-holes till the veins ran dry, 
 And half his lifetime lapsed in the hot race 
 And leap of purple spurted from his thigh. 
 

One time he liked a blood-smear down his leg, 
 After the matches, carried shoulder-high. 
 It was after football, when he’d drunk a peg, 
 He thought he’d better join. - He wonders why. 
 Someone had said he’d look a god in kilts, 
 That’s why; and maybe, too, to please his Meg, 
 Aye, that was it, to please the giddy jilts 
 He asked to join. He didn’t have to beg; 
 Smiling they wrote his lie: aged nineteen years. 
 

Germans he scarcely thought of; all their guilt, 
 And Austria’s, did not move him. And no fears 
 Of Fear came yet. He drought of jewelled hills 
 For daggers in plaid socks; of smart salutes; 
 And care of arms; and leave; and pay arrears; 
 Esprit de corps; and hints for young recruits. 
 And soon, he was drafted out with drums and cheers. 
 

Some cheered him home, but not as crowds cheer Goal. 
 Only a solemn man who brought him fruits 
 Thanked him; and then enquired about his soul. 
 

Now, he will spend a few sick years in institutes, 
 And do what things the rules consider wise, 
 And take whatever pity they may dole. 
 Tonight he noticed how the women’s eyes 
 Passed from him to the strong men that were whole. 
 How cold and late it is! Why don’t they come 
 And put him into bed? Why don’t they come?
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1914
 

War broke: and now the Winter of the world
 With perishing great darkness closes in.
 The foul tornado, centred at Berlin,
 Is over all the width of Europe whirled,
 Rending the sails of progress. Rent or furled
 Are all Art’s ensigns. Verse wails. Now begin
 Famines of thought and feeling. Love’s wine’s thin.
 The grain of human Autumn rots, down-hurled.
 

For after Spring had bloomed in early Greece,
 And Summer blazed her glory out with Rome,
 An Autumn softly fell, a harvest home,
 A slow grand age, and rich with all increase.
 But now, for us, wild Winter, and the need
 Of sowings for new Spring, and blood for seed.
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Exposure
 

I
 

OUR brains ache, in the merciless iced east winds that knife us...
 Wearied we keep awake because the night is silent...
 Low, drooping flares confuse our memory of the salient...
 Worried by silence, sentries whisper, curious, nervous,

 But nothing happens.
 

Watching, we hear the mad gusts tugging on the wire,
 Like twitching agonies of men among its brambles.
 Northward, incessantly, the flickering gunnery rumbles,
 Far off, like a dull rumour of some other war.

 What are we doing here?
 

The poignant misery of dawn begins to grow...
 We only know war lasts, rain soaks, and clouds sag stormy.
 Dawn massing in the east her melancholy army
 Attacks once more in ranks on shivering ranks of gray,

 But nothing happens.
 

Sudden successive flights of bullets streak the silence.
 Less deadly than the air that shudders black with snow,
 With sidelong flowing flakes that flock, pause and renew,
 We watch them wandering up and down the wind’s nonchalance,

 But nothing happens.
 

II
 

Pale flakes with fingering stealth come feeling for our faces — 
 We cringe in holes, back on forgotten dreams, and stare, snow-dazed,
 Deep into grassier ditches. So we drowse, sun-dozed,
 Littered with blossoms trickling where the blackbird fusses.

 Is it that we are dying?
 

Slowly our ghosts drag home: glimpsing the sunk fires, glozed
 With crusted dark-red jewels; crickets jingle there;
 For hours the innocent mice rejoice: the house is theirs;
 Shutters and doors all closed: on us the doors are closed — 

 We turn back to our dying.
 

Since we believe not otherwise can kind fires burn;
 Nor ever suns smile true on child, or field, or fruit.
 For God’s invincible spring our love is made afraid;
 Therefore, not loath, we lie out here; therefore were born,

 For love of God seems dying.
 

Tonight, this frost will fasten on this mud and us,
 Shrivelling many hands, puckering foreheads crisp.
 The burying-party, picks and shovels in their shaking grasp,
 Pause over half-known faces. All their eyes are ice,

 But nothing happens.
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A New Heaven
 

Seeing we never found gay fairyland
 (Though still we crouched by bluebells moon by moon)
 And missed the tide of Lethe; yet are soon
 For that new bridge that leaves old Styx half-spanned;
 Nor ever unto Mecca caravanned;
 Nor bugled Asgard, skilled in magic rune;
 Nor yearned for far Nirvana, the sweet swoon,
 And from high Paradise are cursed and banned;
 

-Let’s die home, ferry across the Channel! Thus
 Shall we live gods there. Death shall be no sev’rance.
 Weary cathedrals light new shrines for us.
 To us, rough knees of boys shall ache with rev’rence.
 Are not girls’ breasts a clear, strong Acropole?
 -There our oun mothers’ tears shall heal us whole.
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Happiness
 

Ever again to breathe pure happiness,
 So happy that we gave away our toy?
 We smiled at nothings, needing no caress?
 Have we not laughed too often since with Joy?
 Have we not stolen too strange and sorrowful wrongs
 For her hands’ pardoning? The sun may cleanse,
 And time, and starlight. Life will sing great songs,
 And gods will show us pleasures more than men’s.
 

Yet heaven looks smaller than the old doll’s-home,
 No nestling place is left in bluebell bloom,
 And the wide arms of trees have lost their scope.
 The former happiness is unreturning:
 Boys’ griefs are not so grievous as our yearning,
 Boys have no sadness sadder than our hope.
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Beauty
 

The beautiful, the fair, the elegant,
 Is that which pleases us, says Kant,
 Without a thought of interest or advantage.
 

I used to watch men when they spoke of beauty
 And measure their enthusiasm. One
 An old man, seeing a ( ) setting sun,
 Praised it ( ) a certain sense of duty
 To the calm evening and his time of life.
 I know another man that never says a Beauty
 But of a horse; ( )
 

Men seldom speak of beauty, beauty as such,
 Not even lovers think about it much.
 Women of course consider it for hours
 In mirrors; ( )
 

A shrapnel ball -
 Just where the wet skin glistened when he swam -
 Like a fully-opened sea-anemone.
 We both said ‘What a beauty! What a beauty, lad’
 I knew that in that flower he saw a hope
 Of living on, and seeing again the roses of his home.
 Beauty is that which pleases and delights,
 Not bringing personal advantage - Kant.
 But later on I heard
 A canker worked into that crimson flower
 And that he sank with it
 And laid it with the anemones off Dover.
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Anthem For Doomed Youth
 

What passing-bells for these who die as cattle? 
 Only the monstrous anger of the guns. 
 Only the stuttering rifles’ rapid rattle 
 Can patter out their hasty orisons. 
 No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells; 
 Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs, 
 The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells; 
 And bugles calling for them from sad shires. 
 What candles may be held to speed them all? 
 Not in the hands of boys, but in their eyes 
 Shall shine the holy glimmers of good-byes. 
 The pallor of girls’ brows shall be their pall; 
 Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds, 
 And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds.
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I Know The Music
 

All sounds have been as music to my listening:
 Pacific lamentations of slow bells,
 The crunch of boots on blue snow rosy-glistening,
 Shuffle of autumn leaves; and all farewells:
 

Bugles that sadden all the evening air,
 And country bells clamouring their last appeals
 Before [the] music of the evening prayer;
 Bridges, sonorous under carriage wheels.
 

Gurgle of sluicing surge through hollow rocks,
 The gluttonous lapping of the waves on weeds,
 Whisper of grass; the myriad-tinkling flocks,
 The warbling drawl of flutes and shepherds’ reeds.
 

The orchestral noises of October nights
 Blowing ( ) symphonetic storms
 Of startled clarions ( )
 Drums, rumbling and rolling thunderous and ( ).
 

Thrilling of throstles in the keen blue dawn,
 Bees fumbling and fuming over sainfoin-fields.
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Mental Cases
 

Who are these? Why sit they here in twilight? 
 Wherefore rock they, purgatorial shadows, 
 Drooping tongues from jays that slob their relish, 
 Baring teeth that leer like skulls’ teeth wicked? 
 Stroke on stroke of pain,- but what slow panic, 
 Gouged these chasms round their fretted sockets? 
 Ever from their hair and through their hands’ palms 
 Misery swelters. Surely we have perished 
 Sleeping, and walk hell; but who these hellish? 
 

-These are men whose minds the Dead have ravished. 
 Memory fingers in their hair of murders, 
 Multitudinous murders they once witnessed. 
 Wading sloughs of flesh these helpless wander, 
 Treading blood from lungs that had loved laughter. 
 Always they must see these things and hear them, 
 Batter of guns and shatter of flying muscles, 
 Carnage incomparable, and human squander 
 Rucked too thick for these men’s extrication. 
 

Therefore still their eyeballs shrink tormented 
 Back into their brains, because on their sense 
 Sunlight seems a blood-smear; night comes blood-black; 
 Dawn breaks open like a wound that bleeds afresh. 
 -Thus their heads wear this hilarious, hideous, 
 Awful falseness of set-smiling corpses. 
 -Thus their hands are plucking at each other; 
 Picking at the rope-knouts of their scourging; 
 Snatching after us who smote them, brother, 
 Pawing us who dealt them war and madness.
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The Last Laugh
 

‘Oh! Jesus Christ! I’m hit,’ he said; and died.
 Whether he vainly cursed or prayed indeed,
 The Bullets chirped-In vain, vain, vain!
 Machine-guns chuckled,-Tut-tut! Tut-tut!
 And the Big Gun guffawed.
 

Another sighed,-’O Mother, -Mother, - Dad!’
 Then smiled at nothing, childlike, being dead.
 And the lofty Shrapnel-cloud
 Leisurely gestured,-Fool!
 And the splinters spat, and tittered.
 

‘My Love!’ one moaned. Love-languid seemed his mood,
 Till slowly lowered, his whole faced kissed the mud.
 And the Bayonets’ long teeth grinned;
 Rabbles of Shells hooted and groaned;
 And the Gas hissed.
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Strange Meeting
 

It seemed that out of the battle I escaped
 Down some profound dull tunnel, long since scooped
 Through granites which Titanic wars had groined.
 Yet also there encumbered sleepers groaned,
 Too fast in thought or death to be bestirred.
 Then, as I probed them, one sprang up, and stared
 With piteous recognition in fixed eyes,
 Lifting distressful hands as if to bless.
 And by his smile, I knew that sullen hall;
 By his dead smile I knew we stood in Hell.
 With a thousand fears that vision’s face was grained;
 Yet no blood reached there from the upper ground,
 And no guns thumped, or down the flues made moan.
 ‘Strange, friend,’ I said, ‘Here is no cause to mourn.’
 ‘None,’ said the other, ‘Save the undone years,
 The hopelessness. Whatever hope is yours,
 Was my life also; I went hunting wild
 After the wildest beauty in the world,
 Which lies not calm in eyes, or braided hair,
 But mocks the steady running of the hour,
 And if it grieves, grieves richlier than here.
 For by my glee might many men have laughed,
 And of my weeping something has been left,
 Which must die now. I mean the truth untold,
 The pity of war, the pity war distilled.
 Now men will go content with what we spoiled.
 Or, discontent, boil bloody, and be spilled.
 They will be swift with swiftness of the tigress,
 None will break ranks, though nations trek from progress.
 Courage was mine, and I had mystery;
 Wisdom was mine, and I had mastery;
 To miss the march of this retreating world
 Into vain citadels that are not walled.
 Then, when much blood had clogged their chariot-wheels
 I would go up and wash them from sweet wells,
 Even with truths that lie too deep for taint.
 I would have poured my spirit without stint
 But not through wounds; not on the cess of war.
 Foreheads of men have bled where no wounds were.
 I am the enemy you killed, my friend.
 I knew you in this dark; for so you frowned
 Yesterday through me as you jabbed and killed.
 I parried; but my hands were loath and cold.
 Let us sleep now ...
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Futility
 

MOVE him into the sun — 
 Gently its touch awoke him once,
 At home, whispering of fields unsown.
 Always it woke him, even in France,
 Until this morning and this snow.
 If anything might rouse him now
 The kind old sun will know.
 

Think how it wakes the seeds — 
 Woke, once, the clays of a cold star.
 Are limbs so dear-achieved, are sides
 Full-nerved, — still warm, — too hard to stir?
 Was it for this the clay grew tall?

 — O what made fatuous sunbeams toil
 To break earth’s sleep at all?
 

List of Poems in Alphabetical Order
 

List of Poets in Alphabetical Order
 






  








Edwin Arlington Robinson
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The Valley of the Shadow
 

THERE were faces to remember in the Valley of the Shadow,

There were faces unregarded, there were faces to forget;

There were fires of grief and fear that are a few forgotten ashes,

There were sparks of recognition that are not forgotten yet.

For at first, with an amazed and overwhelming indignation   5

At a measureless malfeasance that obscurely willed it thus,

They were lost and unacquainted—till they found themselves in others,

Who had groped as they were groping where dim ways were perilous.
 

There were lives that were as dark as are the fears and intuitions

Of a child who knows himself and is alone with what he knows;   10

There were pensioners of dreams and there were debtors of illusions,

All to fail before the triumph of a weed that only grows.

There were thirsting heirs of golden sieves that held not wine or water,

And had no names in traffic or more value there than toys:

There were blighted sons of wonder in the Valley of the Shadow,   15

Where they suffered and still wondered why their wonder made no noise.
 

There were slaves who dragged the shackles of a precedent unbroken,

Demonstrating the fulfilment of unalterable schemes,

Which had been, before the cradle, Time’s inexorable tenants

Of what were now the dusty ruins of their father’s dreams.   20

There were these, and there were many who had stumbled up to manhood,

Where they saw too late the road they should have taken long ago:

There were thwarted clerks and fiddlers in the Valley of the Shadow,

The commemorative wreckage of what others did not know.
 

And there were daughters older than the mothers who had borne them,   25

Being older in their wisdom, which is older than the earth;

And they were going forward only farther into darkness,

Unrelieved as were the blasting obligations of their birth;

And among them, giving always what was not for their possession,

There were maidens, very quiet, with no quiet in their eyes;   30

There were daughters of the silence in the Valley of the Shadow,

Each an isolated item in the family sacrifice.
 

There were creepers among catacombs where dull regrets were torches,

Giving light enough to show them what was there upon the shelves—

Where there was more for them to see than pleasure would remember   35

Of something that had been alive and once had been themselves.

There were some who stirred the ruins with a solid imprecation,

While as many fled repentance for the promise of despair:

There were drinkers of wrong waters in the Valley of the Shadow,

And all the sparkling ways were dust that once had led them there.   40
 

There were some who knew the steps of Age incredibly beside them,

And his fingers upon shoulders that had never felt the wheel;

And their last of empty trophies was a gilded cup of nothing,

Which a contemplating vagabond would not have come to steal.

Long and often had they figured for a larger valuation,   45

But the size of their addition was the balance of a doubt:

There were gentlemen of leisure in the Valley of the Shadow,

Not allured by retrospection, disenchanted, and played out.
 

And among the dark endurances of unavowed reprisals

There were silent eyes of envy that saw little but saw well;   50

And over beauty’s aftermath of hazardous ambitions

There were tears for what had vanished as they vanished where they fell.

Not assured of what was theirs, and always hungry for the nameless,

There were some whose only passion was for Time who made them cold:

There were numerous fair women in the Valley of the Shadow,   55

Dreaming rather less of heaven than of hell when they were old.
 

Now and then, as if to scorn the common touch of common sorrow,

There were some who gave a few the distant pity of a smile;

And another cloaked a soul as with an ash of human embers,

Having covered thus a treasure that would last him for a while.   60

There were many by the presence of the many disaffected,

Whose exemption was included in the weight that others bore:

There were seekers after darkness in the Valley of the Shadow,

And they alone were there to find what they were looking for.
 

So they were, and so they are; and as they came are coming others,   65

And among them are the fearless and the meek and the unborn;

And a question that has held us heretofore without an answer

May abide without an answer until all have ceased to mourn.

For the children of the dark are more to name than are the wretched,

Or the broken, or the weary, or the baffled, or the shamed:   70

There are builders of new mansions in the Valley of the Shadow,

And among them are the dying and the blinded and the maimed.
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The Clerks
 

I DID not think that I should find them there
 When I came back again; but there they stood,
 As in the days they dreamed of when young blood
 Was in their cheeks and women called them fair.
 Be sure, they met me with an ancient air,—
 And, yes, there was a shop-worn brotherhood
 About them; but the men were just as good,
 And just as human as they ever were.
 And you that ache so much to be sublime,
 And you that feed yourselves with your descent,
 What comes of all your visions and your fears?
 Poets and kings are but the clerks of Time,
 Tiering the same dull webs of discontent,
 Clipping the same sad alnage of the years.
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Cliff Klingenhagen
 

Cliff Klingenhagen had me in to dine
 With him one day; and after soup and meat,
 And all the other things there were to eat,
 Cliff took two glasses and filled one with wine
 And one with wormwood. Then, without a sign
 For me to choose at all, he took the draught
 Of bitterness himself, and lightly quaffed
 It off, and said the other one was mine.
 And when I asked him what the deuce he meant
 By doing that, he only looked at me
 And smiled, and said it was a way of his.
 And though I know the fellow, I have spent
 Long time a-wondering when I shall be
 As happy as Cliff Klingenhagen is.
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Richard Cory
 

Whenever Richard Cory went down town,
 We people on the pavement looked at him:
 He was a gentleman from sole to crown,
 Clean favored, and imperially slim.
 

And he was always quietly arrayed,
 And he was always human when he talked;
 But still he fluttered pulses when he said,
 "Good-morning," and he glittered when he walked.
 

And he was rich – yes, richer than a king –
 And admirably schooled in every grace:
 In fine, we thought that he was everything
 To make us wish that we were in his place.
 

So on we worked, and waited for the light,
 And went without the meat, and cursed the bread;
 And Richard Cory, one calm summer night,
 Went home and put a bullet through his head.
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Mr. Flood's Party
 

Old Eben Flood, climbing alone one night
 Over the hill between the town below
 And the forsaken upland hermitage
 That held as much as he should ever know
 On earth again of home, paused warily.
 The road was his with not a native near;
 And Eben, having leisure, said aloud,
 For no man else in Tilbury Town to hear:
 

"Well, Mr. Flood, we have the harvest moon
 Again, and we may not have many more;
 The bird is on the wing, the poet says,
 And you and I have said it here before.
 Drink to the bird." He raised up to the light
 The jug that he had gone so far to fill,
 And answered huskily: "Well, Mr. Flood,
 Since you propose it, I believe I will."
 Alone, as if enduring to the end
 A valiant armor of scarred hopes outworn,
 He stood there in the middle of the road
 Like Roland's ghost winding a silent horn.
 Below him, in the town among the trees,
 Where friends of other days had honored him,
 A phantom salutation of the dead
 Rang thinly till old Eben's eyes were dim.
 

Then, as a mother lays her sleeping child
 Down tenderly, fearing it may awake,
 He set the jug down slowly at his feet
 With trembling care, knowing that most things break;
 And only when assured that on firm earth
 It stood, as the uncertain lives of men
 Assuredly did not, he paced away,
 And with his hand extended paused again:
 

"Well, Mr. Flood, we have not met like this
 In a long time; and many a change has come
 To both of us, I fear, since last it was
 We had a drop together. Welcome home!"
 Convivially returning with himself,
 Again he raised the jug up to the light;
 And with an acquiescent quaver said:
 "Well, Mr. Flood, if you insist, I might.
 "Only a very little, Mr. Flood—
 For auld lang syne. No more, sir; that will do."
 So, for the time, apparently it did,
 And Eben evidently thought so too;
 For soon amid the silver loneliness
 Of night he lifted up his voice and sang,
 Secure, with only two moons listening,
 Until the whole harmonious landscape rang-
 

"For auld lang syne." The weary throat gave out,
 The last word wavered; and the song being done,
 He raised again the jug regretfully
 And shook his head, and was again alone.
 There was not much that was ahead of him,
 And there was nothing in the town below-
 Where strangers would have shut the many doors
 That many friends had opened long ago.
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Miniver Cheevy
 

Miniver Cheevy, child of scorn,
 Grew lean while he assailed the seasons
 He wept that he was ever born,
 And he had reasons.
 

Miniver loved the days of old
 When swords were bright and steeds were prancing;
 The vision of a warrior bold
 Would send him dancing.
 

Miniver sighed for what was not,
 And dreamed, and rested from his labors;
 He dreamed of Thebes and Camelot,
 And Priam's neighbors.
 

Miniver mourned the ripe renown
 That made so many a name so fragrant;
 He mourned Romance, now on the town,
 And Art, a vagrant.
 

Miniver loved the Medici,
 Albeit he had never seen one;
 He would have sinned incessantly
 Could he have been one.
 

Miniver cursed the commonplace
 And eyed a khaki suit with loathing:
 He missed the medieval grace
 Of iron clothing.
 

Miniver scorned the gold he sought,
 But sore annoyed was he without it;
 Miniver thought, and thought, and thought,
 And thought about it.
 

Miniver Cheevy, born too late,
 Scratched his head and kept on thinking;
 Miniver coughed, and called it fate,
 And kept on drinking.
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A Bard’s Epitaph

A Bird Came Down

A Book

A Canadian Boat-Song

A Child’s Grace

A Christmas Carol

A Cloud withdrew from the Sky

A Coffin — is a Small Domain

A Complaint by Night of the Lover not beloved

A Dirge

A Ditty

A Ditty

A Dream of the Unknown

A Drinking Song

A Dying Tiger — moaned for Drink

A Farewell to the World

A Forsaken Garden

A Garden

A Gest of Robyn Hode

A Grammarian’s Funeral

A Hunting Song

A Hymn for Christmas Day

A Hymn to God the Father

A Jacobite’s Epitaph

A Lament

A Lesson

A Little Boy Lost

A Little Girl Lost

A Love Song

A Lover and His Lass

A Lover’s Lullaby

A Man’s a Man for A’ That

A Match

A Musical Instrument

A New Heaven

A Nymph’s Passion

A Passing Bell

A Passion of my Lord of Essex

A Psalm of Life

A Red, Red Rose

A Renunciation

A Satire

A Sea Dirge

A Serenade

A Song to David

A Supplication

A Supplication

A Sweet Disorder

A Thunderstorm In Town

A Toccata of Galuppi’s

A Wet Sheet and a Flowing Sea

A White Rose

A Widow Bird

A Winter Night

A Winter’s Tale

A Wish

Abou Ben Adhem

Absence

Abt Vogler. After He Has Been Extemporizing Upon the Musical Instrument of His Invention

Address To A Haggis

Admonition to a Traveller

Adonais

Ae Fond Kiss

Aeneas in the Underworld: Book VI

After Blenheim

Agincourt

Ah! Sun-Flower

Ah, Are You Digging On My Grave?

Airly Beacon

Alexander’s Feast

Alexis, Here She Stayed; Among These Pines

All Day I Hear the Noise of Waters

All for Love

Amantium Irae

Amiens’ Song

Amours III.11

Amours. I.1

Amours. I.9

An Ecstasy

An Essay on Man. Epistle I — Of the Nature and State of Man, with Respect to the Universe

An Essay on Man. Epistle II — Of the Nature and State of Man with Respect to Himself, as an Individual

An Essay on Man. Epistle III — Of the Nature and State of Man with Respect to Society

An Essay on Man. Epistle IV — Of the Nature and State of Man with Respect to Happiness

An Essay on Man: the Design

An Ode

An Ode to Himself

And Shall Trelawny Die?

And Ye Shall Walk in Silk Attire

Andrea Del Sarto

Annabel Lee

Answer

Anthem For Doomed Youth

Anthony’s ‘Let Slip the Dogs of War’ Speech (Julius Caesar)

Anxiety

Arcite’s ‘Let’s Think this Prison Holy Sanctuary’ Speech (The Two Noble Kinsmen)

Ask Me No More

Aspatia’s Song

Astrophel and Stella I: Loving in Truth

At Castle Boterel

At the Mid Hour of Night

Auguries of Innocence

Auld Lang Syne

Auld Robin Gray

Aurora Leigh. First Book.

Baby

Babylon; or, The Bonnie Banks o Fordie

Barbara

Barbara Frietchie

Barclay of Ury

Barthram’s Dirge

Battle of the Baltic

Battle with Turnus: Book XII

Bavarian Gentians

Be Not Sad

Be Your Words Made, Good Sir, of Indian Ware

Beachy Head.

Beat! Beat! Drums!

Beauty

Beauty Bathing

Beauty, Time, and Love Sonnets

Because I could not stop for Death (712)

Belief

Bewick and Grahame

Beyond the Veil

Bid Adieu to Maidenhood

Black-Eyed Susan

Blow, Bugle, Blow

Boadicea: An Ode

Bonnie George Campbell

Bonny Barbara Allan

Bonny Dundee

Border Ballad

Boston Hymn

Brahma

Break, Break, Break

Butterfly

By the Sea

Ca’ the Yowes to the Knowes

Call for the Robin-Redbreast

Captain Car

Celia

Character of a Happy Life

Character of the Happy Warrior

Charlie Is My Darling

Cheer Up, My Mates

Cherry-ripe

Cherry-Ripe

Chevy Chase

Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage: Canto the First

Children

Chloris

Chorus from ‘Atalanta’

Christabel

Christabel. Part the First

Christabel. Part the Second

Cliff Klingenhagen

Cloe

Cold’s the Wind

Come Under My Plaidie

Complaint of the Absence of Her Lover Being upon the Sea

Composed at Neidpath Castle, the Property of Lord Queensberry

Concerning the Philosophers Stone

Concord Hymn

Confessio Amantis. Incipit Liber Primus

Connent

Content and Resolute

Contentment

Corinna to Tanagra, from Athens

Corinna’s Maying

Coronach

Country Glee

Crabbed Age and Youth

Cristina

Crossing the Bar

Cupid and Campaspe

Darkness

Datur Hora Quieti

Dawn Song

Dawn Song

Days

Dear Heart Why Will You Use Me So?

Death

Death Stands Above Me

Dedication of the Ring and the Book

Dejection: an Ode

Departure

Description of Paradise: Paradise Lost Book IV

Desideria

Diaphenia

Dido’s Appeal to Aeneas and Her Death: Book IV

Dirce

Dirge of Love

Disabled

Do You Remember Me?

Don Juan: Canto the First

Dover Beach

Dover Cliffs

Dreams

Drinking

Drinking Song

Drummer Hodge

Dulce Et Decorum Est

Easter

Easter Song

Ecce Puer

Echo

Eclogue I

Eclogue III

Eclogue X

Edmund’s ‘Now Gods Stand Up for Bastards’ Speech (King Lear)

Edward

Eighteenth Sonnet

Eighty-seventh Sonnet

Elegy

Elegy on Thyrza

Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard

Eleu Loro

Elizabeth of Bohemia

Endymion Book I.

England and Switzerland

England, My England

Enid’s Song

Epigram

Epilogue

Epistle to Augusta

Epitaph on Charles II

Epitaph on Elizabeth L. H.

Epithalamion

Epode

Ethiopia Saluting the Colors

Evangeline

Evelyn Hope

Evil Be Thou My Good Extract: Paradise Lost Book IV

Exposure

Faerie Queene: Book I. The Legend of the Knight of the Red Crosse. Canto I

Fair Ines

Fair Is My Love

Faith is a fine invention

Famous Description of Cleopatra on the Barge (Anthony and Cleopatra)

Fancy

Fare Thee Well

Farewell, Rewards and Fairies

Fidele

Fidele’s Dirge

Fifty-fifth Sonnet

Fifty-fourth Sonnet

Fifty-seventh Sonnet

Flower in the Crannied Wall

Follow thy Fair Sun

Follow your Saint

Footsteps of Angels

For an Epitaph at Fiesole

For Annie

For Lack of Gold

For Music

For the Magdalene

Fortune Befirends the Bold: Book X

Fra Lippo Lippi

Freedom and Love

Futility

Gathering Song of Donald the Black

Gaunt’s ‘This England’ Speech (Richard II)

Genius in Beauty

Georgic I

Georgic IV

Get Up and Bar the Door

Gifts

Give All to Love

Give Me More Love

Give Me the Splendid Silent Sun

Glengariff

Gloomy Winter’s Now Awa’

Go, Lovely Rose!

Goblin Market

Good-Bye

Great Spirits Now on Earth Are Sojourning

Hame, Hame, Hame

Hamlet’s ‘To Be or Not to Be’ Speech

Handsome Nell

Hap

Happiness

Happy Insensibility

Harp of the North, Farewell!

He’s Ower the Hills That I Lo’e Weel

Heart’s Compass

Heart’s Hope

Heaven — is what I cannot reach!

Heaven has different Signs — to me

Hector’s Farewell of His Wife Andromache and Son: Book VI

Hellas

Henry V’s ‘Once More unto the Breach’ Speech

Her Gifts

Her Reply (Written by Sir Walter Raleigh)

Heraclitus

Here’s a Health to King Charles

Heredity

Hester

Highland Mary

Hind Horn

His Pilgrimage

His Supposed Mistress

Hohenlinden

Holy Thursday

Home They Brought Her Warrior Dead

Home-thoughts, from Abroad

Home-thoughts, from the Sea

Hope is the thing with feathers

Horatian Ode upon Cromwell’s Return from Ireland

How Love Looked for Hell

How They Brought the Good News from Ghent to Aix [16 — ]

Hugh of Lincoln

Human Folly

Hunting Song

Hymn

Hymn Before Sunrise, in the Vale of Chamouni

Hymn of Pan

Hymn to Adversity

Hymn to Aphrodite

Hymn to Diana

Hymn to the Night

Hymn to the Spirit of Nature

I Fear Thy Kisses

I Know The Music

I Lo’ed Ne’er a Laddie but Ane

I Loved a Lass

If Doughty Deeds

In a London Square

In the Highlands

In the Round Tower at Jhansi

In the Valley of Cauteretz

In Time of ‘The Breaking of Nations’

In Time of Pestilence

Integer Vitae

Invictus

Invocation

Iphigeneia

Itylus

Jaques’ ‘All the World’s a Stage’ Speech (As You Like It)

Jenny Kiss’d Me

Jerusalem: Chapter I.

Jessie, the Flower o’ Dunblane

Joan of Arc. The First Book.

Jock of Hazeldean

John Anderson My Jo

Johnie Armstrong

June

Key Passages from ‘The Odyssey’

Killed at the Ford

Kilmeny

Kinmont Willie

Know, Celia

Kubla Khan

La Belle Dame Sans Merci

Lament for Flodden

Lament of the Irish Emigrant

Laodamia

Last Lines

Last Sonnet: Bright Star! would I were steadfast as thou art

Lear and the Fool on the Heath (King Lear)

Leda And The Swan

Lenore

Let Us Drink and Be Merry

Letty’s Globe

Life

Life

Life

Like as the Culver, on the Bared Bough

Lines

Lines to an Indian Air

Lines to Fanny

Liz

Lochinvar

Lock the Door, Lariston

Locksley Hall

Logie o’ Buchan
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London, September, 1855

Longing

Lord Thomas and Fair Annet

Lord Ullin’s Daughter

Loss of the Royal George

Love

Love

Love Gregor

Love in Her Eyes Sits Playing

Love in the Valley

Love Thou Thy Land

Love Will Find Out the Way

Love’s Deity

Love’s Farewell

Love’s Omnipresence

Love’s Perjuries

Love’s Philosophy

Love’s Secret

Lover’s Infiniteness

Lovesight

Love-Sweetness

Lucy

Lucy Ashton’s Song

Lullaby

Lycidas

Macbeth’s ‘To-morrow’ Speech

Madrigal

Maid of Athens

Margaritæ Sorori

Mary Hamilton

Massachusetts to Virginia

Master Francis Beaumont’s Letter to Ben Jonson

Maud Muller

Maud. Part I

Maud. Part II

Melancholy

Memorabilia

Memorial Verses

Mental Cases

Michael

Mimnermus in Church

Miniver Cheevy

Modern Love

Morte d’Arthur

Mother, I Cannot Mind My Wheel

Mr. Flood's Party

Music, When Soft Voices Die

My Dear and Only Love

My Garden

My Heart Leaps Up

My Heart’s In The Highlands

My Last Duchess

My Lost Youth

My Love Is in a Light Attire

My Mind to Me a Kingdom Is

My Mother Bids Me Bind My Hair

Nature and the Poet

Nature is what we see

Never the Time and the Place

Night

Ninetieth Sonnet

Ninety-eighth Sonnet

Ninety-fourth Sonnet

Ninety-seventh Sonnet

No, My Own Love

Now Sleeps the Crimson Petal

Nox Nocti Indicat Scientiam

Nurse’s Song

O Captain! My Captain!

O It Was Out by Donnycarney

O Mistress Mine

O Swallow, Swallow

O Sweet Content

Ode

Ode 1.5 Quis multa gracilis.

Ode I.11 Tu ne quaesieris. (‘The Carpe Diem Poem’)

Ode III.2. Angustam amice. “It is sweet and honorable to die for one’s country.”

Ode on a Distant Prospect of Eton College

Ode on a Grecian Urn

Ode on Intimations of Immortality from Recollections of Early Childhood

Ode on Melancholy

Ode on the Pleasure Arising from Vicissitude

Ode on the Poets

Ode on the Spring

Ode Recited at the Harvard Commemoration

Ode to a Nightingale

Ode to Autumn

Ode to Duty

Ode to Psyche

Ode to the North-east Wind

Ode To the Pious Memory of the accomplished young lady, Mrs. Anne Killigrew, excellent in the two sister arts of Poesy and Painting

Ode to the West Wind

Ode to Winter

Ode Written in MDCCXLVI

Odysseus’ Visit to the Underworld: Book VI

Old Ironsides

On a Certain Lady at Court (Henrietta Howard, Countess of Suffolk)

On a Favourite Cat, Drowned in a Tub of Gold Fishes

On a Girdle

On an Infant Dying as Soon as Born

On First Looking into Chapman’s Homer

On His Seventy-Fifth Birthday

On Living Too Long

On Lucretia Borgia’s Hair

On Lucy, Countess of Bedford

On Milton

On Parent Knees a Naked New-born Child

On Salathiel Pavy

On Shakespeare

On the Castle of Chillon

On the Countess Dowager of Pembroke

On the Death of a Young Lady (Cousin to the Author, and very dear to him)

On the Death of Dr. Robert Levet

On the Death of Mr. William Hervey

On the Extinction of the Venetian Republic

On the Grasshopper and Cricket

On the Last Epiphany (or Christ Coming To Judgment)

On the Morning of Christ’s Nativity

On the Queen’s Return from the Low Countries

On the Receipt of My Mother’s Picture out of Norfolk

On the Tombs in Westminster Abbey

On This Day I Complete My Thirty-Sixth Year

One Day I Wrote Her Name Upon the Strand

One Hundred and Eleventh Sonnet

One Hundred and Forty-eighth Sonnet

One Hundred and Forty-sixth Sonnet

One Hundred and Fourth Sonnet

One Hundred and Ninth Sonnet

One Hundred and Seventh Sonnet

One Hundred and Sixteenth Sonnet

One Hundred and Sixth Sonnet

One Hundred and Tenth Sonnet

One Hundred and Twenty-ninth Sonnet

One Word is Too Often Profaned

One Word More

One’s-Self I Sing

Opening Invocation of the Muse: Book I

Opening of the Epic: Book I

Ophelia’s Song

Othello’s ‘Put Out the Light’ Speech

Our Blessed Lady’s Lullaby

Ozymandias of Egypt

Pack, Clouds, Away

Paradise Lost: Book 1

Paris and Œnone

Parting at Morning


  

Past and Present

Paul Revere’s Ride

Peggy

Perigot and Willie’s Roundelay

Phillada Flouts Me

Phillida and Coridon

Phillis

Pioneers! O Pioneers!

Pippa’s Song

Poems from ‘La Vita Nuova’

Porphyria’s Lover

Portia’s ‘Quality of Mercy’ Speech (The Merchant of Venice)

Prayer of Columbus

Present in Absence

Priam Begs Achilles for Hector’s Corpse. Book XXIV

Pro Patria Mori

Prologue of the Earthly Paradise

Prologue to ‘Romeo and Juliet’

Prospero’s ‘Such Stuff as Dreams are Made on’ Speech (The Tempest)

Prospice

Prothalamion

Proud Word You Never Spoke

Puck’s Epilogue (Midsummer Night’s Dream)

Qua Cursum Ventus

Rabbi Ben Ezra

Randolph of Roanoke

Reeds of Innocence

Remember

Requiem

Requiescat

Resignation

Resolution and Independence

Retaliation

Richard Cory

Richard III’s Opening Lines

Rizpah

Robert Browning

Robert of Lincoln

Romeo Meets Juliet for the First Time

Rosabelle

Rosalind’s Madrigal

Rosaline

Rose Aylmer

Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam of Naishapur

Rudely Thou Wrongest My Dear Heart’s Desire

Rugby Chapel

Rule, Britannia

Ruth: Or the Influences of Nature

Sailing To Byzantium

Saint John Baptist

Sally in our Alley

Satire I. Qui fit, Maecenas.

Satire IX. Ibam forte via sacra.

Say Not the Struggle Naught Availeth

Serenade

Seventy-first Sonnet

Seventy-third Sonnet

Shakespeare

She is Not Fair

She Walks in Beauty

She Was a Phantom of Delight

Shorten Sail

Silent Noon

Silvia

Simon Lee the Old Huntsman

Simplex Munditiis

Sir Galahad

Sir Patrick Spence

Sixtieth Sonnet

Sixty-fifth Sonnet

Sixty-fourth Sonnet

Sixty-sixth Sonnet

Skipper Ireson’s Ride

Sly Dick

Snake

So Oft as I Her Beauty do Behold

So We’ll Go No More a-Roving

Solitude

Song

Song

Song

Song

Song for St. Cecilia’s Day

Song from Ælla

Song of Marion’s Men

Song of Saul Before His Last Battle

Song of the Emigrants in Bermuda

Song to a Fair Young Lady, Going Out of the Town in the Spring

Sonnet

Sonnets from the Portuguese I

Sonnets from the Portuguese II

Sonnets from the Portuguese III

Sonnets from the Portuguese IV

Sonnets from the Portuguese IX

Sonnets from the Portuguese V

Sonnets from the Portuguese VI

Sonnets from the Portuguese VII

Sonnets from the Portuguese VIII

Sonnets from the Portuguese X

Sonnets from the Portuguese XI

Sonnets from the Portuguese XII

Sonnets from the Portuguese XIII

Sonnets from the Portuguese XIV

Sonnets from the Portuguese XIX

Sonnets from the Portuguese XL

Sonnets from the Portuguese XLI

Sonnets from the Portuguese XLII

Sonnets from the Portuguese XLIII (How do I love thee? Let me count the ways)

Sonnets from the Portuguese XLIV

Sonnets from the Portuguese XV

Sonnets from the Portuguese XVI

Sonnets from the Portuguese XVII

Sonnets from the Portuguese XVIII

Sonnets from the Portuguese XX

Sonnets from the Portuguese XXI

Sonnets from the Portuguese XXII

Sonnets from the Portuguese XXIII

Sonnets from the Portuguese XXIV

Sonnets from the Portuguese XXIX

Sonnets from the Portuguese XXV

Sonnets from the Portuguese XXVI

Sonnets from the Portuguese XXVII

Sonnets from the Portuguese XXVIII

Sonnets from the Portuguese XXX

Sonnets from the Portuguese XXXI

Sonnets from the Portuguese XXXII

Sonnets from the Portuguese XXXIII

Sonnets from the Portuguese XXXIV

Sonnets from the Portuguese XXXIX

Sonnets from the Portuguese XXXV

Sonnets from the Portuguese XXXVI

Sonnets from the Portuguese XXXVII

Sonnets from the Portuguese XXXVIII

Sordello Book the First.

Speech — is a prank of Parliament

Spring

Spring

Spring’s Welcome

Stanzas — April, 1814

Stanzas Written in Dejection Near Naples

Stay, O Sweet

Strange Meeting

Summons to Love

Sweet and Low

Sweet William’s Ghost

Sweetest Love, I do not Go

Take, O Take

Tam O’ Shanter

Tears, Idle Tears

Tempus edax rerum: Extract from ‘The Metamorphoses’ Book XV

Thanatopsis

That Holy Thing

The Aeneid

The Affliction of Margaret

The Apology

The Armada

The Auld House

The Babie

The Ballad of Keith of Ravelston

The Banks O’ Doon

The Bard

The Barefoot Boy

The Baron of Brackley

The Battle of Otterburn

The Bells

The Better Part

The Bishop Orders His Tomb at Saint Praxed’s Church

The Blessèd Damozel

The Blind Boy

The Blossom

The Bonny Earl of Murray

The Braes of Yarrow

The Braes of Yarrow

The Bridge

The Bridge of Sighs

The Building of the Ship

The Burial of Sir John Moore At Corunna

The Burning Babe

The Canadian Boat Song

The Castaway

The Celestial Surgeon

The Chambered Nautilus

The Charge of the Light Brigade

The Children’s Hour

The Clerks

The Cloud

The Collar

The Conqueror Worm

The Constant Lover

The Convergence Of The Twain

The Courtin’

The Curse of Kehama: I. The Funeral

The Daffodils

The Darkling Thrush

The Day is Coming

The Day is Done

The Days That Were

The Death Bed

The Death of Artemidora

The Death of Hector: Book XXII

The Death of Lincoln

The Death of Œnone

The Defence of Guenevere

The Deserted Village

The Destruction of Sennacherib

The Devil’s Walk.

The Disabled Debauchee

The Diverting History of John Gilpin

The Divine Image

The Douglas Tragedy

The Dowy Houms o Yarrow

The Dream

The Dunciad. Book the First.

The Dying Adrian to His Soul

The Dying Man in His Garden

The Elixir

The End of the Play

The Eternal Goodness

The Eve of St. Agnes

The Fair Hills of Ireland

The Fairies

The Fiftieth Birthday of Agassiz

The Fine Old English Gentleman

The Flea

The Flight of Love

The Flower

The Flowers of the Forest

The Forsaken Merman

The Fountain

The Friar’s Tale

The Funeral

The Garden of Love

The Garden of Proserpine

The Gay Goss-Hawk

The Glories of our Blood and State

The Going of the Battery Wives. (Lament)

The Good Morrow

The Green Linnet

The Harp that Once Through Tara’s Halls

The Haunted Palace

The Higher Pantheism

The Human Seasons

The Humble-Bee

The Iliad Extracts

The Imperfect Enjoyment

The Inferno Canto II

The Inferno Canto III (All hope abandon ye who enter here)

The Inferno. Canto I

The Inner Vision

The Invitation

The Isles of Greece

The Ivy Green

The Journey Onwards

The King’s Tragedy

The Knight’s Tale

The Lady of Shalott

The Lady Of Shalott. Part I

The Lady Of Shalott. Part II

The Lady Of Shalott. Part III

The Lady Of Shalott. Part IV

The Lady of the Lake. Canto One

The Laird o’ Cockpen

The Lake Isle of Innisfree

The Lamb

The Land o’ the Leal

The Last Conqueror

The Last Invocation

The Last Laugh

The Last Leaf

The Last Ride Together

The Last Rose of Summer

The Last Wish

The Last Word

The Lay of the Last Minstrel: Canto First

The Lie

The Light of Other Days

The Light of Stars

The Little Boy Found

The Little Girl Found

The Lost Leader

The Lost Mistress

The Lotos-Eaters

The Loveliness of Love

The Lover’s Appeal

The Lover’s Resolution

The Mad Maid’s Song

The Maid of Neidpath

The Maid of Neidpath

The Man He Killed

The Marshes of Glynn

The Means to Attain Happy Life

The Meeting of the Waters

The Mermaid Tavern

The Miller’s Tale

The Nightingale

The Noble Nature

The Nun’s Priest’s Tale

The Nymph’s Song to Hylas

The Odyssey Extracts

The Old Familiar Faces

The Old Stoic

The Opening of the Epic: Book I

The Outlaw

The Owl and the Pussy-Cat.

The Oxen

The Pardoner’s Tale

The Passionate Shepherd to His Love

The Passions

The Past

The Patriot

The Picture of Little T. C. in a Prospect of Flowers

The Pious Editor’s Creed

The Pipes at Lucknow

The Poet’s Dream

The Poplar Field

The Present Crisis

The Pride of Youth

The Prisoner of Chillon

The Problem

The Problem

The Progress of Poesy

The Prologue to the Canterbury Tales. Lines 1–200

The Prologue to the Canterbury Tales. Lines 801–858

The Pulley

The Rainy Day

The Raven

The Realm of Fancy

The Recollection

The Refusal of Charon

The Resolve

The Retreat

The Reveille

The Revenge

The Revenge of Hamish

The Reverie of Poor Susan

The Rime of the Ancient Mariner

The Rime of the Ancient Mariner: Part the Fifth.

The Rime of the Ancient Mariner: Part the First.

The Rime of the Ancient Mariner: Part the Fourth.

The Rime of the Ancient Mariner: Part the Second.

The Rime of the Ancient Mariner: Part the Seventh.

The Rime of the Ancient Mariner: Part the Sixth.

The Rime of the Ancient Mariner: Part the Third.

The River of Life

The Rover

The Rowan Tree

The Ruined Maid

The Sack of Troy: Book II

The Same

The Sands of Dee

The Scholar

The Second Coming

The Secret Rose

The Shrubbery

The Sick Rose

The Skylark

The Sleep

The Sleeping Beauty

The Soldier’s Dream

The Solitary Reaper

The Solitude of Alexander Selkirk

The Song of Callicles

The Song Of Hiawatha I. The Peace-Pipe

The Song Of Hiawatha II. The Four Winds

The Song Of Hiawatha: Introduction

The Sonnet

The Stolen Child

The Stream of Life

The Sun Rising

The Task. Book I. The Sofa.

The Terror of Death

The Three Ravens

The Tiger

The Traveller

The Triumph

The True Beauty

The Twa Corbies

The Twa Sisters

The Two April Mornings

The Valley of the Shadow

The Village Blacksmith

The Voice

The Wife of Bath’s Tale

The Wife of Usher’s Well

The Wild Swans At Coole

The World is Too Much With Us

The World’s Wanderers

The Wound-Dresser

The Wreck of the Hesperus

The Year That’s Awa’

The Young May Moon

The Young Soldier

They shut me up in Prose

Third Poem: My Beloved

Thirtieth Sonnet

Thirty-first Sonnet

Thirty-second Sonnet

Thirty-third Sonnet

Thomas Rymer and the Queen of Elfland

Thoughts in a Garden

Timbuctoo

To a Child of Quality

To a Distant Friend

To a Lady, with a Guitar

To a Lock of Hair

To a Louse, On Seeing one on a Lady’s Bonnet at Church

To A Mouse

To a Skylark

To a Waterfowl

To a Young Lady

To Althea from Prison

To Anthea who may Command Him Any Thing

To Augusta

To Aurora

To Blossoms

To Celia

To Charlotte Pulteney

To Daffodils

To Dianeme

To Evening

To Fortune

To Helen

To His Lute

To His Mistress

To Lucasta, Going Beyond the Seas

To Lucasta, on Going to the Wars

To Marguerite

To Mary Unwin

To My Mother

To My Ninth Decade

To Night

To Roses in the Bosom of Castara

To Sleep

To Sleep

To Sleep

To Sleep

To Spring

To the Cuckoo

To the Cuckoo

To the Daisy

To the Evening Star

To the Evening Star

To the Highland Girl of Inversneyde

To the Memory of My Beloved the Author, Mr. William Shakespeare and What He Hath Left Us

To the Moon

To the Moon

To the Night

To the Same

To the Skylark

To the Virginian Voyage

To the Virgins

To Toussaint L’Ouverture

To Virgil

Tom Bowling

To-Morrow

Troilus and Criseyde: Opening of Book II

True Greatness

Trust

Tullochgorum

Turn All thy Thoughts to Eyes

Twenty Years Hence

Twenty-ninth Sonnet

Two Book Prelude: Book I

Two Book Prelude: Book II

Ulalume

Ulysses

Under the Greenwood Tree

Up-Hill

Upon the Book and Picture of the Seraphical Saint Teresa

Upon Westminster Bridge

Valediction, Forbidding Mourning

Valedictory Sonnet to the River Duddon

Valentine’s ‘What Light is Light?’ Speech (Two Gentlemen of Verona)

Venus and Adonis: Extract from ‘The Metamorphoses’

Verses Found in His Bible in the Gate-House at Westminster. Said to Have Been Written the Night before His Death

Vigil Strange I Kept on the Field One Night

Virtue

Vivien’s Song

Wages

We Are Seven

We Must Be Free or Die

Well I Remember

Werena My Heart Licht I Wad Dee

Wha’ll Be King But Charlie?

What Guile Is This?

What Is Our Life

When I Consider How My Light is Spent

When I Have Borne

When I Set Out for Lyonnesse

When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom’d

When Lovely Woman Stoops

When One has given up One’s life

When the Assault Was Intended to the City

When the Kye Comes Hame

When to Her Lute Corinna Sings

When We Two Parted

When You Are Old

Whenas in Silks

Where Lies the Land?

Where the Bee Sucks

Why do I love You, Sir?

Why So Pale and Wan

Wind Metaphor Speech: Book VI

Winter

Winter Song

Wishes for the Supposed Mistress

Within King’s College Chapel, Cambridge

Woodnotes

Wooed and Married and A’

Wordsworth’s Two Book Prelude, 1798–99

Worldly Place

Written Among the Euganean Hills, North Italy

Written in Early Spring

Written in March

Yarrow Revisited

Yarrow Unvisited

Yarrow Visited

Ye Mariners of England

You Ask Me, Why

You’ll Love Me Yet

Young and Old

Young Bicham

Youth and Age

Youth and Age

 






  


LIST OF POETS IN ALPHABETICAL ORDER
 


 

Abraham Cowley

Adam Austin

Alexander Brome

Alexander Pope

Alexander Ross

Alexander Smith

Alfred, Lord Tennyson

Algernon Charles Swinburne

Alison Rutherford Cockburn

Allan Cunningham

Allan Ramsay

Ambrose Philips

Andrew Marvell

Anna Laetitia Barbauld

Anne Hunter

Anthony Munday

Arthur Hugh Clough

Arthur William Edgar O’Shaughnessy

Ben Jonson

Bret Harte

Carolina Oliphant, Lady Nairne

Charles Dibdin

Charles Dickens

Charles Kingsley

Charles Lamb

Charles Tennyson Turner

Charles Wolfe

Charlotte Smith

Christina Georgina Rossetti

Christopher Marlowe

Christopher Smart

Colley Cibber

Coventry Patmore

D. H. Lawrence

Dante Alighieri

Dante Gabriel Rossetti

Earl of Rochester

Edgar Allan Poe

Edmund Spenser

Edmund Waller

Edward de Vere, Earl of Oxford

Edward Fitzgerald

Edward Lear

Edward, Earl of Lytton

Edwin Arlington Robinson

Elizabeth Barrett Browning

Emily Bronte

Emily Dickinson

Francis Bacon Viscount St Alban

Francis Beaumont

Francis Quarles

Geoffrey Chaucer

George Bubb Dodington, Lord Melcombe

George Darley

George Gascoigne

George Gordon, Lord Byron

George Halket

George Herbert

George MacDonald

George Meredith

George Peele

George Sewell

George Wither

Hartley Coleridge

Hector MacNeil

Helen Selina, Lady Dufferin

Henry Carey

Henry Constable

Henry Fielding

Henry Howard, Earl of Surrey

Henry Vaughan

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

Homer

Horace

Hugh Miller

Isaac Watts

Isobel Pagan

J Campbell

J Wilson

James Graham, Marquis of Montrose

James Henry Leigh Hunt

James Hogg

James Joyce

James Russell Lowell

James Shirley

James Thomson

James Thomson (B V)

Jane Elliot

John Boyle O’Reilly

John Collins

John Donne

John Dryden

John Dunlop

John Fletcher

John Gay

John Gower

John Greenleaf Whittier

John Keats

John Logan

John Lyly

John Milton

John Skinner

John Webster

Joseph Addison

Joseph Blanco White

Joshua Sylvester

Lady Anne Lindsay

Lady Grisel Baillie

Macaulay, Lord Macaulay

Matthew Arnold

Matthew Prior

Michael Bruce

Michael Drayton

Nicholas Breton

Oliver Goldsmith

Oliver Wendell Holmes

Ovid

Percy Bysshe Shelley

Ralph Waldo Emerson

Richard Barnfield

Richard Brinsley Sheridan

Richard Corbet

Richard Crashaw

Richard Edwardes

Richard Lovelace

Richard Monckton Milnes, Lord Houghton

Richard Rowlands

Robert Browning

Robert Burns

Robert Devereux, Earl of Essex

Robert Graham of Gartmore

Robert Greene

Robert Herrick

Robert Louis Stevenson

Robert Southey

Robert Southwell

Robert Stephen Hawker

Robert Surtees

Robert Tannahill

Robert Williams Buchanan

Samuel Daniel

Samuel Johnson

Samuel Rogers

Samuel Taylor Coleridge

Sappho

Sidney Lanier

Sir Aubrey De Vere

Sir Charles Sedley

Sir Edward Dyer

Sir Henry Wotton

Sir John Suckling

Sir Philip Sidney

Sir Samuel Ferguson

Sir Thomas Wyatt

Sir Walter Raleigh

Sir Walter Scott

Sir William D’Avenant

Sir William Edmondstoune Aytoun

Sir William Jones

Susanna Blamire

Sydney Dobell

Thomas Babington

Thomas Campbell

Thomas Campion

Thomas Carew

Thomas Chatterton

Thomas Dekker

Thomas Edward Brown

Thomas Gray

Thomas Hardy

Thomas Heywood

Thomas Hood

Thomas Jordan

Thomas Lodge

Thomas Moore

Thomas Nashe

Traditional Medieval Ballads

Virgil

W. B. Yeats

Walt Whitman

Walter Savage Landor

Wilfred Owen

William (Johnson) Cory

William Alexander, Earl of Stirling

William Allingham

William Blake

William Browne

William Cartwright

William Collins

William Cowper

William Cullen Bryant

William Drummond

William Ernest Henley

William Habington

William Hamilton of Bangour

William Lisle Bowles

William Makepeace Thackeray

William Morris

William Shakespeare: Play Extracts

William Shakespeare: Poems

William Wordsworth
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