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THE POET’S LIFE

‘MY HEART LEAPS UP WHEN I BEHOLD’


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,

    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.



‘I WANDERED LONELY AS A CLOUD’


I wandered 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,

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.




Continuous as the stars that shine

And twinkle on the milky way,

They stretched in never-ending line

Along the margin of a bay:

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,

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,

They flash upon that inward eye

Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,

And dances with the daffodils.



‘SHE WAS A PHANTOM OF DELIGHT’


She was a Phantom of delight

When first she gleamed upon my sight;

A lovely Apparition, sent

To be a moment’s ornament;

Her eyes as stars of Twilight fair;

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 way-lay.




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

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.




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,

Endurance, foresight, strength, and skill;

A perfect Woman, nobly planned,

To warn, to comfort, and command;

And yet a Spirit still, and bright

With something of angelic light.



THE SPARROW’S NEST


Behold, within the leafy shade,

Those bright blue eggs together laid!

On me the chance-discovered sight

Gleamed like a vision of delight.

I started – seeming to espy

The home and sheltered bed,

The Sparrow’s dwelling, which, hard by

My Father’s house, in wet or dry

My sister Emmeline and I

    Together visited.




She looked at it and seemed to fear it;

Dreading, though wishing, to be near it:

Such heart was in her, being then

A little Prattler among men.

The Blessing of my later years

Was with me when a boy:

She gave me eyes, she gave me ears;

And humble cares, and delicate fears;

A heart, the fountain of sweet tears;

    And love, and thought, and joy.



TO THE CUCKOO


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

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,

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,

A voice, a mystery;




The same whom in my schoolboy days

I listened to; that Cry

Which made me look a thousand ways

In bush, and tree, and sky.




To seek thee did I often rove

Through woods and on the green;

And thou wert still a hope, a love;

Still longed for, never seen.




And I can listen to thee yet;

Can lie upon the plain

And listen, till I do beget

That golden time again.




O blessèd Bird! the earth we pace

Again appears to be

An unsubstantial, faery place;

That is fit home for Thee!



TO A BUTTERFLY


Stay near me – do not take thy flight!

A little longer stay in sight!

Much converse do I find in Thee,

Historian of my Infancy!

Float near me; do not yet depart!

Dead times revive in thee:

Thou bring’st, gay Creature as thou art!

A solemn image to my heart,

My Father’s Family!




Oh! pleasant, pleasant were the days,

The time, when in our childish plays

My sister Emmeline and I

Together chaced the Butterfly!

A very hunter did I rush

Upon the prey: – with leaps and springs

I followed on from brake to bush;

But She, God love her! feared to brush

The dust from off its wings.



‘AMONG ALL LOVELY THINGS MY LOVE HAD BEEN’


Among all lovely things my Love had been;

Had noted well the stars, all flowers that grew

About her home; but she had never seen

A Glow-worm, never one, and this I knew.




While riding near her home one stormy night

A single Glow-worm did I chance to espy;

I gave a fervent welcome to the sight,

And from my Horse I leapt; great joy had I.




Upon a leaf the Glow-worm did I lay,

To bear it with me through the stormy night:

And, as before, it shone without dismay;

Albeit putting forth a fainter light.




When to the Dwelling of my Love I came,

I went into the Orchard quietly;

And left the Glow-worm, blessing it by name,

Laid safely by itself, beneath a Tree.




The whole next day, I hoped, and hoped with fear;

At night the Glow-worm shone beneath the Tree:

I led my Lucy to the spot, ‘Look here!’

Oh! joy it was for her, and joy for me!



‘THE SUN HAS LONG BEEN SET’


               The Sun has long been set:

               The Stars are out by twos and threes;

               The little Birds are piping yet

               Among the bushes and the trees;

There’s a Cuckoo, and one or two thrushes;

               And a noise of wind that rushes,

               With a noise of water that gushes;

               And the Cuckoo’s sovereign cry

               Fills all the hollow of the sky!




               Who would go ‘parading’

               In London, and ‘masquerading’,

               On such a night of June?

               With that beautiful soft half-moon,

               And all these innocent blisses,

               On such a night as this is!



A COMPLAINT


There is a change – and I am poor;

Your Love hath been, nor long ago,

A Fountain at my fond Heart’s door,

Whose only business was to flow;

And flow it did; not taking heed

Of its own bounty, or my need.




What happy moments did I count!

Blessed was I then all bliss above!

Now, for this consecrated Fount

Of murmuring, sparkling, living love,

What have I? Shall I dare to tell?

A comfortless, and hidden WELL.




A Well of love – it may be deep –

I trust it is, and never dry:

What matter? if the Waters sleep

In silence and obscurity.

– Such change, and at the very door

Of my fond Heart, hath made me poor.



NUTTING


                         It seems a day

(I speak of one from many singled out)

One of those heavenly days that cannot die;

When, in the eagerness of boyish hope,

I left our cottage-threshold, sallying forth

With a huge wallet o’er my shoulders slung,

A nutting-crook in hand; and turned my steps

Toward some far-distant wood, a Figure quaint,

Tricked out in proud disguise of cast-off weeds

Which for that service had been husbanded,

By exhortation of my frugal Dame –

Motley accoutrement, of power to smile

At thorns, and brakes, and brambles, – and, in truth,

More ragged than need was! O’er pathless rocks,

Through beds of matted fern, and tangled thickets,

Forcing my way, I came to one dear nook

Unvisited, where not a broken bough

Drooped with its withered leaves, ungracious sign

Of devastation; but the hazels rose

Tall and erect, with tempting clusters hung,

A virgin scene! – A little while I stood,

Breathing with such suppression of the heart

As joy delights in; and, with wise restraint

Voluptuous, fearless of a rival, eyed

The banquet; – or beneath the trees I sate

Among the flowers, and with the flowers I played;

A temper known to those who, after long

And weary expectation, have been blest

With sudden happiness beyond all hope.

Perhaps it was a bower beneath whose leaves

The violets of five seasons re-appear

And fade, unseen by any human eye;

Where fairy water-breaks do murmur on

For ever; and I saw the sparkling foam,

And – with my cheek on one of those green stones

That, fleeced with moss, under the shady trees,

Lay around me, scattered like a flock of sheep –

I heard the murmur and the murmuring sound,

In that sweet mood when pleasure loves to pay

Tribute to ease; and, of its joy secure,

The heart luxuriates with indifferent things,

Wasting its kindliness on stocks and stones,

And on the vacant air. Then up I rose,

And dragged to earth both branch and bough, with crash

And merciless ravage: and the shady nook

Of hazels, and the green and mossy bower,

Deformed and sullied, patiently gave up

Their quiet being: and, unless I now

Confound my present feelings with the past,

Ere from the mutilated bower I turned

Exulting, rich beyond the wealth of kings,

I felt a sense of pain when I beheld

The silent trees, and saw the intruding sky. –

Then, dearest Maiden, move along these shades

In gentleness of heart; with gentle hand

Touch – for there is a spirit in the woods.



YEW-TREES


There is a Yew-tree, pride of Lorton Vale,

Which to this day stands single, in the midst

Of its own darkness, as it stood of yore:

Not loth to furnish weapons for the bands

Of Umfraville or Percy ere they marched

To Scotland’s heaths; or those that crossed the sea

And drew their sounding bows at Azincour,

Perhaps at earlier Crecy, or Poictiers.

Of vast circumference and gloom profound

This solitary Tree! a living thing

Produced too slowly ever to decay;

Of form and aspect too magnificent

To be destroyed. But worthier still of note

Are those fraternal Four of Borrowdale,

Joined in one solemn and capacious grove;

Huge trunks! and each particular trunk a growth

Of intertwisted fibres serpentine

Up-coiling, and inveterately convolved;

Nor uninformed with Phantasy, and looks

That threaten the profane; – a pillared shade,

Upon whose grassless floor of red-brown hue,

By sheddings from the pining umbrage tinged

Perennially – beneath whose sable roof

Of boughs, as if for festal purpose, decked

With unrejoicing berries – ghostly Shapes

May meet at noontide; Fear and trembling Hope,

Silence and Foresight; Death the Skeleton

And Time the Shadow; – there to celebrate,

As in a natural temple scattered o’er

With altars undisturbed of mossy stone,

United worship; or in mute repose

To lie, and listen to the mountain flood

Murmuring from Glaramara’s inmost caves.



A NIGHT-PIECE


               – The sky is overcast

With a continuous cloud of texture close,

Heavy and wan, all whitened by the Moon,

Which through that veil is indistinctly seen,

A dull, contracted circle, yielding light

So feebly spread, that not a shadow falls,

Chequering the ground – from rock, plant, tree, or tower.

At length a pleasant instantaneous gleam

Startles the pensive traveller while he treads

His lonesome path, with unobserving eye

Bent earthwards; he looks up – the clouds are split

Asunder, – and above his head he sees

The clear Moon, and the glory of the heavens.

There, in a black-blue vault she sails along,

Followed by multitudes of stars, that, small

And sharp, and bright, along the dark abyss




Drive as she drives: how fast they wheel away,

Yet vanish not! the wind is in the tree,

But they are silent; – still they roll along

Immeasurably distant; and the vault,

Built round by those white clouds, enormous clouds,

Still deepens its unfathomable depth.

At length the Vision closes; and the mind,

Not undisturbed by the delight it feels,

Which slowly settles into peaceful calm,

Is left to muse upon the solemn scene.



EXPOSTULATION AND REPLY


’Why, William, on that old grey stone,

Thus for the length of half a day,

Why, William, sit you thus alone,

And dream your time away?




’Where are your books? – that light bequeathed

To Beings else forlorn and blind!

Up! up! and drink the spirit breathed

From dead men to their kind.




‘You look round on your Mother Earth,

As if she for no purpose bore you;

As if you were her first-born birth,

And none had lived before you!’




One morning thus, by Esthwaite lake,

When life was sweet, I knew not why,

To me my good friend Matthew spake,

And thus I made reply:




’The eye – it cannot choose but see;

We cannot bid the ear be still;

Our bodies feel, where’er they be,

Against or with our will.




’Nor less I deem that there are Powers

Which of themselves our minds impress;

That we can feed this mind of ours

In a wise passiveness.




’Think you, ’mid all this mighty sum

Of things for ever speaking,

That nothing of itself will come,

But we must still be seeking?




‘– Then ask not wherefore, here, alone,

Conversing as I may,

I sit upon this old grey stone,

And dream my time away.’



THE TABLES TURNED

AN EVENING SCENE ON THE SAME SUBJECT


Up! up! my Friend, and quit your books;

Or surely you’ll grow double:

Up! up! my Friend, and clear your looks;

Why all this toil and trouble?




The sun, above the mountain’s head,

A freshening lustre mellow

Through all the long green fields has spread,

His first sweet evening yellow.




Books! ’tis a dull and endless strife:

Come, hear the woodland linnet,

How sweet his music! on my life,

There’s more of wisdom in it.




And hark! how blithe the throstle sings!

He, too, is no mean preacher:

Come forth into the light of things,

Let Nature be your Teacher.




She has a world of ready wealth,

Our minds and hearts to bless –

Spontaneous wisdom breathed by health,

Truth breathed by cheerfulness.




One impulse from a vernal wood

May teach you more of man,

Of moral evil and of good,

Than all the sages can.




Sweet is the lore which Nature brings;

Our meddling intellect

Mis-shapes the beauteous forms of things: –

We murder to dissect.




Enough of Science and of Art;

Close up those barren leaves;

Come forth, and bring with you a heart

That watches and receives.



THE SOLITARY REAPER


Behold her, single in the field,

Yon solitary Highland Lass!

Reaping and singing by herself;

Stop here, or gently pass!

Alone she cuts and binds the grain,

And sings 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

Of travellers in some shady haunt,

Among Arabian sands:

A voice so thrilling ne’er was heard

In spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird,

Breaking the silence of the seas

Among the farthest Hebrides.




Will no one tell me what she sings? –

Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow

For old, unhappy, far-off things,

And battles long ago:

Or is it some more humble lay,

Familiar matter of today?

Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain,

That has been, and may be again?




Whate’er the theme, the Maiden sang

As if her song could have no ending;

I saw her singing at her work,

And o’er the sickle bending; –

I listened, motionless and still;

And, as I mounted up the hill,

The music in my heart I bore,

Long after it was heard no more.



‘YES! FULL SURELY ’TWAS THE ECHO’


Yes! full surely ’twas the Echo,

Solitary, clear, profound,

Answering to Thee, shouting Cuckoo!

Giving to thee Sound for Sound.




Whence the Voice? from air or earth?

This the Cuckoo cannot tell;

But a startling sound had birth,

As the Bird must know full well;




Like the voice through earth and sky

By the restless Cuckoo sent;

Like her ordinary cry,

Like – but oh how different!




Hears not also mortal Life?

Hear not we, unthinking Creatures!

Slaves of Folly, Love, or Strife,

Voices of two different Natures?




Have not We too? Yes we have

Answers, and we know not whence;

Echoes from beyond the grave,

Recognized intelligence?




Such within ourselves we hear

Oft-times, ours though sent from far;

Listen, ponder, hold them dear;

For of God, of God they are!



LINES WRITTEN AT A SMALL DISTANCE FROM MY HOUSE, AND SENT BY MY LITTLE BOY TO THE PERSON TO WHOM THEY ARE ADDRESSED


It is the first mild day of March:

Each minute sweeter than before,

The red-breast sings from the tall larch

That stands beside our door.




There is a blessing in the air,

Which seems a sense of joy to yield

To the bare trees, and mountains bare,

And grass in the green field.




My Sister! (’tis a wish of mine)

Now that our morning meal is done,

Make haste, your morning task resign;

Come forth and feel the sun.




Edward will come with you, and pray,

Put on with speed your woodland dress,

And bring no book, for this one day

We’ll give to idleness.




No joyless forms shall regulate

Our living Calendar:

We from to-day, my friend, will date

The opening of the year.




Love, now an universal birth,

From heart to heart is stealing,

From earth to man, from man to earth,

– It is the hour of feeling.




One moment now may give us more

Than fifty years of reason;

Our minds shall drink at every pore

The spirit of the season.




Some silent laws our hearts may make,

Which they shall long obey;

We for the year to come may take

Our temper from to-day.




And from the blessed power that rolls

About, below, above;

We’ll frame the measure of our souls,

They shall be tuned to love.




Then come, my sister! come, I pray,

With speed put on your woodland dress,

And bring no book; for this one day

We’ll give to idleness.



LINES WRITTEN IN EARLY SPRING


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

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 green bower,

The periwinkle trailed its wreaths;

And ’tis my faith that every flower

Enjoys the air it breathes.




The birds around me hopped and played,

Their thoughts I cannot measure: –

But the least motion which they made,

It seemed 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.




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?



‘A WHIRL-BLAST FROM BEHIND THE HILL’


A whirl-blast from behind the hill

Rushed o’er the wood with startling sound;

Then – all at once the air was still,

And showers of hailstones pattered round.

Where leafless oaks towered high above,

I sat within an undergrove

Of tallest hollies, tall and green;

A fairer bower was never seen.

From year to year the spacious floor

With withered leaves is covered o’er,

And all the year the bower is green.

But see! where’er the hailstones drop

The withered leaves all skip and hop;

There’s not a breeze – no breath of air –

Yet here, and there, and everywhere

Along the floor, beneath the shade

By those embowering hollies made,

The leaves in myriads jump and spring,

As if with pipes and music rare

Some Robin Good-fellow were there,

And all those leaves, in festive glee,

Were dancing in the minstrelsy.



AIREY-FORCE VALLEY


               Not a breath of air

Ruffles the bosom of this leafy glen.

From the brook’s margin, wide around, the trees

Are steadfast as the rocks; the brook itself,

Old as the hills that feed it from afar,

Doth rather deepen than disturb the calm

Where all things else are still and motionless.

And yet, even now, a little breeze, perchance

Escaped from boisterous winds that rage without,

Has entered, by the sturdy oaks unfelt,

But to its gentle touch how sensitive

Is the light ash! that, pendent from the brow

Of yon dim cave, in seeming silence makes

A soft eye-music of slow-waving boughs,

Powerful almost as vocal harmony

To stay the wanderer’s steps and soothe his thoughts.



LINES COMPOSED A FEW MILES ABOVE TINTERN ABBEY, ON REVISITING THE BANKS OF THE WYE DURING A TOUR. JULY 13, 1798


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,

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

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 hedgerows, hardly hedgerows, little lines

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,

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:

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,

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

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 burden of the mystery,

In which the heavy and the weary weight

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

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.

                                        If this

Be 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,

Have hung upon the beatings of my heart –

How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee,

O sylvan Wye! thou wanderer through the woods,

How often has my spirit turned to thee!




    And now, with gleams of half-extinguished thought,

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

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

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,

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,

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,

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 recompense. For I have learned

To look on nature, not as in the hour

Of thoughtless youth; but hearing oftentimes

The still, sad music of humanity,

Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power

To chasten and subdue. And I have felt

A 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,

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,

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 recognize

In nature and the language of the sense,

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

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

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

With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues,

Rash judgements, 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

Our cheerful faith, that all which we behold

Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon

Shine on thee in thy solitary walk;

And let the misty mountain-winds be free

To blow against thee: and, in after years,

When these wild ecstasies shall be matured

Into a sober pleasure; when thy mind

Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms,

Thy memory be as a dwelling-place

For all sweet sounds and harmonies; oh! then,

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

Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes these 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

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,

And this green pastoral landscape, were to me

More dear, both for themselves and for thy sake!



THE SMALL CELANDINE


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,

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 passed

And recognized it, though an altered form,

Now standing forth an offering to the blast,

And buffeted at will by rain and storm.




I stopped, and said with inly-muttered voice,

’It doth not love the shower, nor seek the cold:

This neither is its courage nor its choice,

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, withered, changed of hue.’

And, in my spleen, I smiled that it was grey.




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!



RESOLUTION AND INDEPENDENCE

I


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;

The Jay makes answer as the Magpie chatters;

And all the air is filled with pleasant noise of waters.



II


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

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.



III


I was a Traveller then upon the moor;

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;

And all the ways of men, so vain and melancholy.



IV


But, as it sometimes chanceth, from the might

Of joy in minds that can no further go,

As high as we have mounted in delight

In our dejection do we sink as low;

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.



V


I heard the sky-lark warbling in the sky;

And I bethought me of the playful hare:

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.



VI


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

Build for him, sow for him, and at his call

Love him, who for himself will take no heed at all?



VII


I thought of Chatterton, the marvellous Boy,

The sleepless Soul that perished in his pride;

Of Him who walked in glory and in joy

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.



VIII


Now, whether it were by peculiar grace,

A leading from above, 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:

The oldest man he seemed that ever wore grey hairs.



IX


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;

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;



X


Such seemed this Man, not all alive nor dead,

Nor all asleep – in his extreme old age:

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.



XI


Himself he propped, his 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,

That heareth not the loud winds when they call;

And moveth all together, if it move at all.



XII


At length, himself unsettling, he the pond

Stirred with his staff, and fixedly did look

Upon the muddy water, which he conned,

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.’



XIII


A gentle answer did the old Man make,

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

Broke from the sable orbs of his yet-vivid eyes.



XIV


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

Of ordinary men; a stately speech;

Such as grave Livers do in Scotland use,

Religious men, who give to God and man their dues.



XV


He told, that to these waters he had come

To gather leeches, being old and poor:

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.



XVI


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;

Or like a man from some far region sent,

To give me human strength, by apt admonishment.



XVII


My former thoughts returned: the fear that kills;

And hope that is unwilling to be fed;

Cold, pain, and labour, and all fleshly ills;

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?’



XVIII


He with a smile did then his words repeat;

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;

Yet still I persevere, and find them where I may.’



XIX


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,

Wandering about alone and silently.

While I these thoughts within myself pursued,

He, having made a pause, the same discourse renewed.



XX


And soon with this he other matter blended,

Cheerfully uttered, with demeanour kind,

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!’



ODE: INTIMATIONS OF IMMORTALITY FROM RECOLLECTIONS OF EARLY CHILDHOOD


The Child is Father of the Man;

And I could wish my days to be

Bound each to each by natural piety.



I


There was a time when meadow, grove, and stream,

The earth, and every common sight,

                         To me did seem

               Apparelled in celestial light,

The glory and the freshness of a dream.

It is not now as it hath been of yore; –

               Turn whereso’er I may,

                         By night or day,

The things which I have seen I now can see no more.



II


                         The Rainbow comes and goes,

                         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;

    The sunshine is a glorious birth;

    But yet I know, where’er I go,

That there hath past away a glory from the earth.



III


Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous song,

    And while the young lambs bound

               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;

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

    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!



IV


Ye blessèd 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,

The fulness of your bliss, I feel – I feel it all.

               Oh evil day! if I were sullen

               While Earth herself is adorning,

                         This sweet May-morning,

               And the Children are culling

                         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!

    – But there’s a Tree, of many, one,

A single Field which I have looked upon,

Both of them speak of something that is gone:

    The Pansy at my feet

    Doth the same tale repeat:

Whither is fled the visionary gleam?

Where is it now, the glory and the dream?



V


Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting:

The Soul that rises with us, our life’s Star,

               Hath had elsewhere its setting,

                         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:

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;

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,

And fade into the light of common day.



VI


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,

               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.



VII


Behold the Child among his new-born blisses,

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,

Some fragment from his dream of human life,

Shaped by himself with newly-learnèd art;

               A wedding or a festival,

               A mourning or a funeral;

                         And this hath now his heart,

               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,

               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;

               As if his whole vocation

               Were endless imitation.



VIII


Thou, whose exterior semblance doth belie

               Thy Soul’s immensity;

Thou best Philosopher, who yet dost keep

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,

Which we are toiling all our lives to find,

In darkness lost, the darkness of the grave;

Thou, over whom thy Immortality

Broods like the Day, a Master o’er a Slave,

A Presence which is not to be put by;

Thou little Child, yet glorious in the might

Of heaven-born freedom on thy being’s height,

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,

Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life!



IX


               O joy! that in our embers

               Is something that doth live,

               That nature yet remembers

               What was so fugitive!

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,

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,

    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:

               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;

    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,

               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,

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.



X


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,

               Ye that through your hearts today

               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

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;

               In the soothing thoughts that spring

               Out of human suffering;

               In the faith that looks through death,

In years that bring the philosophic mind.



XI


And O, ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and Groves,

Forebode not any severing of our loves!

Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might;

I only have relinquished one delight

To live beneath your more habitual sway.

I love the Brooks which down their channels fret,

Even more than when I tripped 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

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

Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.




THE PRELUDE (1805 Version) BOOK FIRST
INTRODUCTION – CHILDHOOD AND SCHOOL-TIME


Oh there is blessing in this gentle breeze

That blows from the green fields and from the clouds

And from the sky: it beats against my cheek,

And seems half-conscious of the joy it gives.

5      O welcome Messenger! O welcome Friend!

A captive greets thee, coming from a house

Of bondage, from you City’s walls set free,

A prison where he hath been long immured.

Now I am free, enfranchis’d and at large,

    10    May fix my habitation where I will.

What dwelling shall receive me? In what Vale Shall be my harbour? Underneath what grove

Shall I take up my home, and what sweet stream

Shall with its murmurs lull me to my rest?

    15    The earth is all before me: with a heart

Joyous, nor scar’d at its own liberty,

I look about, and should the guide I chuse

Be nothing better than a wandering cloud,

I cannot miss my way. I breathe again;

    20    Trances of thought and mountings of the mind

Come fast upon me: it is shaken off,

As by miraculous gift ’tis shaken off,

That burthen of my own unnatural self,

The heavy weight of many a weary day

    25    Not mine, and such as were not made for me.

Long months of peace (if such bold word accord

With any promises of human life),

Long months of ease and undisturb’d delight

Are mine in prospect; whither shall I turn

    30    By road or pathway or through open field,

Or shall a twig or any floating thing

Upon the river, point me out my course?




    Enough that I am free; for months to come

May dedicate myself to chosen tasks;

    35    May quit the tiresome sea and dwell on shore,

If not a Settler on the soil, at least

To drink wild water, and to pluck green herbs,

And gather fruits fresh from their native tree.

Nay more, if I may trust myself, this hour

    40    Hath brought a gift that consecrates my joy;

For I, methought, while the sweet breath of Heaven

Was blowing on my body, felt within

A corresponding mild creative breeze,

A vital breeze which travell’d gently on

    45    O’er things which it had made, and is become

A tempest, a redundant energy

Vexing its own creation. ’Tis a power

That does not come unrecogniz’d, a storm,

Which, breaking up a long-continued frost

    50    Brings with it vernal promises, the hope

Of active days, of dignity and thought,

Of prowess in an honorable field,

Pure passions, virtue, knowledge, and delight,

The holy life of music and of verse.




    55        Thus far, O Friend! did I, not used to make

A present joy the matter of my Song,

Pour out, that day, my soul in measur’d strains,

Even in the very words which I have here

Recorded: to the open fields I told

    60    A prophecy: poetic numbers came

Spontaneously, and cloth’d in priestly robe

My spirit, thus singled out, as it might seem,

For holy services: great hopes were mine;

My own voice chear’d me, and, far more, the mind’s

    65    Internal echo of the imperfect sound;

To both I listen’d, drawing from them both

A chearful confidence in things to come.




    Whereat, being not unwilling now to give

A respite to this passion, I paced on

    70    Gently, with careless steps; and came, erelong,

To a green shady place where down I sate

Beneath a tree, slackening my thoughts by choice,

And settling into gentler happiness.

’Twas Autumn, and a calm and placid day,

    75    With warmth as much as needed from a sun

Two hours declin’d towards the west, a day

With silver clouds, and sunshine on the grass,

And, in the shelter’d grove where I was couch’d

A perfect stillness. On the ground I lay

    80    Passing through many thoughts, yet mainly such

As to myself pertain’d. I made a choice

Of one sweet Vale whither my steps should turn

And saw, methought, the very house and field

Present before my eyes: nor did I fail

    85    To add, meanwhile, assurance of some work

Of glory, there forthwith to be begun,

Perhaps, too, there perform’d. Thus long I lay

Chear’d by the genial pillow of the earth

Beneath my head, sooth’d by a sense of touch

    90    From the warm ground, that balanced me, else lost

Entirely, seeing nought, nought hearing, save

When here and there, about the grove of Oaks

Where was my bed, an acorn from the trees

Fell audibly, and with a startling sound.




    95        Thus occupied in mind, I linger’d here

Contented, nor rose up until the sun

Had almost touch’d the horizon, bidding then

A farewell to the City left behind,

Even with the chance equipment of that hour

    100  I journey’d towards the Vale that I had chosen.

It was a splendid evening; and my soul

Did once again make trial of the strength

Restored to her afresh; nor did she want

Eolian visitations; but the harp

    105  Was soon defrauded, and the banded host

Of harmony dispers’d in straggling sounds

And, lastly, utter silence. ‘Be it so,

It is an injury,’ said I, ‘to this day

To think of any thing but present joy.’

    110  So like a Peasant I pursued my road

Beneath the evening sun, nor had one wish

Again to bend the sabbath of that time

To a servile yoke. What need of many words?

A pleasant loitering journey, through two days

    115  Continued, brought me to my hermitage.




    I spare to speak, my Friend, of what ensued,

The admiration and the love, the life

In common things; the endless store of things

Rare, or at least so seeming, every day

    120  Found all about me in one neighbourhood,

The self-congratulation, the complete

Composure, and the happiness entire.

But speedily a longing in me rose

To brace myself to some determin’d aim,

    125  Reading or thinking, either to lay up

New stores, or rescue from decay the old

By timely interference, I had hopes

Still higher, that with a frame of outward life,

I might endue, might fix in a visible home

    130  Some portion of those phantoms of conceit

That had been floating loose about so long,

And to such Beings temperately deal forth

The many feelings that oppress’d my heart.

But I have been discouraged; gleams of light

    135  Flash often from the East, then disappear

And mock me with a sky that ripens not

Into a steady morning: if my mind,

Remembering the sweet promise of the past,

Would gladly grapple with some noble theme,

    140  Vain is her wish; where’er she turns she finds

Impediments from day to day renew’d.




    And now it would content me to yield up

Those lofty hopes awhile for present gifts

Of humbler industry. But, O dear Friend!

    145  The Poet, gentle creature as he is,

Hath, like the Lover, his unruly times;

His fits when he is neither sick nor well,

Though no distress be near him but his own

Unmanageable thoughts. The mind itself

    150  The meditative mind, best pleased, perhaps,

While she, as duteous as the Mother Dove,

Sits brooding, lives not always to that end,

But hath less quiet instincts, goadings on

That drive her as in trouble through the groves.

    155  With me is now such passion, which I blame

No otherwise than as it lasts too long.




    When, as becomes a man who would prepare

For such a glorious work, I through myself

Make rigorous inquisition, the report

    160  Is often chearing; for I neither seem

To lack, that first great gift! the vital soul,

Nor general truths which are themselves a sort

Of Elements and Agents, Under-Powers,

Subordinate helpers of the living mind.

    165  Nor am I naked in external things,

Forms, images; nor numerous other aids

Of less regard, though won perhaps with toil,

And needful to build up a Poet’s praise.

Time, place, and manners; these I seek, and these

    170  I find in plenteous store; but nowhere such

As may be singled out with steady choice;

No little Band of yet remember’d names

Whom I, in perfect confidence, might hope

To summon back from lonesome banishment

    175  And make them inmates in the hearts of men

Now living, or to live in times to come.

Sometimes, mistaking vainly, as I fear,

Proud spring-tide swellings for a regular sea,

I settle on some British theme, some old

    180  Romantic tale, by Milton left unsung;

More often resting at some gentle place

Within the groves of Chivalry, I pipe

Among the Shepherds, with reposing Knights

Sit by a Fountain-side, and hear their tales.

    185  Sometimes, more sternly mov’d, I would relate

How vanquish’d Mithridates northward pass’d,

And, hidden in the cloud of years, became

That Odin, Father of a Race, by whom

Perish’d the Roman Empire: how the Friends

    190  And Followers of Sertorius, out of Spain

Flying, found shelter in the Fortunate Isles;

And left their usages, their arts, and laws,

To disappear by a slow gradual death;

To dwindle and to perish one by one

    195  Starved in those narrow bounds: but not the Soul

Of Liberty, which fifteen hundred years

Surviv’d, and, when the European came

With skill and power that could not be withstood,

Did, like a pestilence, maintain its hold,

    200  And wasted down by glorious death that Race

Of natural Heroes: or I would record

How in tyrannic times some unknown man,

Unheard of in the Chronicles of Kings,

Suffer’d in silence for the love of truth;

    205  How that one Frenchman, through continued force

Of meditation on the inhuman deeds

Of the first Conquerors of the Indian Isles,

Went single in his ministry across

The Ocean, not to comfort the Oppress’d,

    210  But, like a thirsty wind, to roam about,

Withering the Oppressor: how Gustavus found

Help at his need in Dalecarlia’s Mines:

How Wallace fought for Scotland, left the name

Of Wallace to be found like a wild flower,

    215  All over his dear Country, left the deeds

Of Wallace, like a family of Ghosts,

To people the steep rocks and river banks,

Her natural sanctuaries, with a local soul

Of independence and stern liberty.

    220  Sometimes it suits me better to shape out

Some Tale from my own heart, more near akin

To my own passions and habitual thoughts,

Some variegated story, in the main

Lofty, with interchange of gentler things.

    225  But deadening admonitions will succeed

And the whole beauteous Fabric seems to lack

Foundation, and, withal, appears throughout

Shadowy and unsubstantial. Then, last wish,

My last and favourite aspiration! then

    230  I yearn towards some philosophic Song

Of Truth that cherishes our daily life;

With meditations passionate from deep

Recesses in man’s heart, immortal verse

Thoughtfully fitted to the Orphean lyre;

    235  But from this awful burthen I full soon

Take refuge, and beguile myself with trust

That mellower years will bring a riper mind

And clearer insight. Thus from day to day

I live, a mockery of the brotherhood

    240  Of vice and virtue, with no skill to part

Vague longing that is bred by want of power

From paramount impulse not to be withstood,

A timorous capacity from prudence;

From circumspection, infinite delay.

    245  Humility and modest awe themselves

Betray me, serving often for a cloak

To a more subtle selfishness, that now

Doth lock my functions up in blank reserve,

Now dupes me by an over-anxious eye

    250  That with a false activity beats off

Simplicity and self-presented truth.

– Ah! better far than this, to stray about

Voluptuously through fields and rural walks,

And ask no record of the hours, given up

    255  To vacant musing, unreprov’d neglect

Of all things, and deliberate holiday;

Far better never to have heard the name

Of zeal and just ambition, than to live

Thus baffled by a mind that every hour

    260  Turns recreant to her task, takes heart again,

Then feels immediately some hollow thought

Hang like an interdict upon her hopes.

This is my lot; for either still I find

Some imperfection in the chosen theme,

    265  Or see of absolute accomplishment

Much wanting, so much wanting, in myself,

That I recoil and droop, and seek repose

In listlessness from vain perplexity,

Unprofitably travelling towards the grave,

    270  Like a false steward who hath much received

And renders nothing back. – Was it for this

That one, the fairest of all Rivers, lov’d

To blend his murmurs with my Nurse’s song,

And from his alder shades and rocky falls,

    275  And from his fords and shallows, sent a voice

That flow’d along my dreams? For this, didst Thou,

O Derwent! travelling over the green Plains

Near my ‘sweet Birthplace’, didst thou, beauteous Stream,

Make ceaseless music through the night and day

    280  Which with its steady cadence, tempering

Our human waywardness, compos’d my thoughts

To more than infant softness, giving me,

Among the fretful dwellings of mankind,

A knowledge, a dim earnest, of the calm

    285  Which Nature breathes among the hills and groves.

When, having left his Mountains, to the Towers

Of Cockermouth that beauteous River came,

Behind my Father’s House he pass’d, close by,

Along the margin of our Terrace Walk.

    290  He was a Playmate whom we dearly lov’d.

Oh! many a time have I, a five years’ Child,

A naked Boy, in one delightful Rill,

A little Mill-race sever’d from his stream,

Made one long bathing of a summer’s day,

    295  Bask’d in the sun, and plunged, and bask’d again

Alternate all a summer’s day, or cours’d

Over the sandy fields, leaping through groves

Of yellow grunsel, or when crag and hill,

The woods, and distant Skiddaw’s lofty height,

    300  Were bronz’d with a deep radiance, stood alone

Beneath the sky, as if I had been born

On Indian Plains, and from my Mother’s but

Had run abroad in wantonness, to sport,

A naked Savage, in the thunder shower.




    305      Fair seed-time had my soul, and I grew up

Foster’d alike by beauty and by fear;

Much favor’d in my birthplace, and no less

In that beloved Vale to which, erelong,

I was transplanted. Well I call to mind

    310  (’Twas at an early age, ere I had seen

Nine summers) when upon the mountain slope

The frost and breath of frosty wind had snapp’d

The last autumnal crocus, ’twas my joy

To wander half the night among the Cliffs

    315  And the smooth Hollows, where the woodcocks ran

Along the open turf. In thought and wish

That time, my shoulder all with springes hung,

I was a fell destroyer. On the heights

Scudding away from snare to snare, I plied

    320  My anxious visitation, hurrying on,

Still hurrying, hurrying onward; moon and stars

Were shining o’er my head; I was alone,

And seem’d to be a trouble to the peace

That was among them. Sometimes it befel

    325  In these night-wanderings, that a strong desire

O’erpower’d my better reason, 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

    330  Low breathings coming after me, and sounds

Of undistinguishable motion, steps

Almost as silent as the turf they trod.

Nor less in springtime when on southern banks

The shining sun had from his knot of leaves

    335  Decoy’d the primrose flower, and when the Vales

And woods were warm, was I a plunderer then

In the high places, on the lonesome peaks

Where’er, among the mountains and the winds,

The Mother Bird had built her lodge. Though mean

    340  My object, and inglorious, yet the end

Was not ignoble. Oh! When I have hung

Above the raven’s nest, by knots of grass

And half-inch fissures in the slippery rock

But ill sustain’d, and almost, as it seem’d,

    345  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 seem’d not a sky

    350  Of earth, and with what motion mov’d the clouds!




    The mind of Man is fram’d even like the breath

And harmony of music. There is a dark

Invisible workmanship that reconciles

Discordant elements, and makes them move

    355  In one society. Ah me! that all

The terrors, all the early miseries

Regrets, vexations, lassitudes, that all

The thoughts and feelings which have been infus’d

Into my mind, should ever have made up

    360  The calm existence that is mine when I

Am worthy of myself! Praise to the end!

Thanks likewise for the means! But I believe

That Nature, oftentimes, when she would frame

A favor’d Being, from his earliest dawn

    365  Of infancy doth open out the clouds,

As at the touch of lightning, seeking him

With gentlest visitation; not the less,

Though haply aiming at the self-same end,

Does it delight her sometimes to employ

    370  Severer interventions, ministry

More palpable, and so she dealt with me.




    One evening (surely I was led by her)

I went alone into a Shepherd’s Boat,

A Skiff that to a Willow tree was tied

    375  Within a rocky Cave, its usual home.

’Twas by the shores of Patterdale, a Vale

Wherein I was a Stranger, thither come

A School-boy Traveller, at the Holidays.

Forth rambled from the Village Inn alone

    380  No sooner had I sight of this small Skiff,

Discover’d thus by unexpected chance,

Than I unloos’d her tether and embark’d.

The moon was up, the Lake was shining clear

Among the hoary mountains; from the Shore

    385  I push’d, and struck the oars and struck again

In cadence, and my little Boat mov’d on

Even like a Man who walks with stately step

Though bent on speed. It was an act of stealth

And troubled pleasure; not without the voice

    390  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

    395  Above the Cavern of the Willow tree

And now, as suited one who proudly row’d

With his best skill, I fix’d a steady view

Upon the top of that same craggy ridge,

The bound of the horizon, for behind

    400  Was nothing but the stars and the grey sky.

She was an elfin Pinnace; lustily

I dipp’d my oars into the silent Lake,

And, as I rose upon the stroke, my Boat

Went heaving through the water, like a Swan;

    405  When from behind that craggy Steep, till then

The bound of the horizon, a huge Cliff,

As if with voluntary power instinct,

Uprear’d its head. I struck, and struck again,

And, growing still in stature, the huge Cliff

    410  Rose up between me and the stars, and still,

With measur’d motion, like a living thing,

Strode after me. With trembling hands I turn’d,

And through the silent water stole my way

Back to the Cavern of the Willow tree.

    415  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

Work’d with a dim and undetermin’d sense

    420  Of unknown modes of being; in my thoughts

There was a darkness, call it solitude,

Or blank desertion, no familiar shapes

Of hourly objects, images of trees,

Of sea or sky, no colours of green fields;

    425  But huge and mighty Forms that do not live

Like living men mov’d slowly through my mind

By day and were the trouble of my dreams.




    Wisdom and Spirit of the universe!

Thou Soul that art the Eternity of Thought!

    430  That giv’st to forms and images a breath

And everlasting motion! not in vain,

By day or star-light thus from my first dawn

Of Childhood didst Thou intertwine for me

The passions that build up our human Soul,

    435  Not with the mean and vulgar works of Man,

But with high objects, with enduring things,

With life and nature, purifying thus

The elements of feeling and of thought,

And sanctifying, by such discipline,

    440  Both pain and fear, until we recognize

A grandeur in the beatings of the heart.




    Nor was this fellowship vouchsaf’d to me

With stinted kindness. In November days,

When vapours, rolling down the valleys, made

    445  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;

    450  ’Twas mine among the fields both day and night,

And by the waters all the summer long.




    And in the frosty season, when the sun

Was set, and visible for many a mile

The cottage windows through the twilight blaz’d,

    455  I heeded not the summons: – happy time

It was, indeed, for all of us; to me

It was a time of rapture: clear and loud

The village clock toll’d six; I wheel’d about,

Proud and exulting, like an untired horse,

    460  That cares not for its home. – All shod with steel,

We hiss’d along the polish’d ice, in games

Confederate, imitative of the chace

And woodland pleasures, the resounding horn,

The Pack loud bellowing, and the hunted hare.

    465  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

    470  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

    475  Into a silent bay, or sportively

Glanced sideway, leaving the tumultuous throng,

To cut across the image of a star

That gleam’d upon the ice: and oftentimes

When we had given our bodies to the wind,

    480  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,

Stopp’d short, yet still the solitary Cliffs

    485  Wheeled by me, even as if the earth had roll’d

With visible motion her diurnal round;

Behind me did they stretch in solemn train

Feebler and feebler, and I stood and watch’d

Till all was tranquil as a dreamless sleep.




    490      Ye Presences of Nature, in the sky

Or on the earth! Ye Visions of the hills!

And Souls of lonely places! can I think

A vulgar hope was yours when Ye employ’d

Such ministry, when Ye through many a year

    495  Haunting me thus among my boyish sports,

On caves and trees, upon the woods and hills,

Impress’d upon all forms the characters

Of danger or desire, and thus did make

The surface of the universal earth

    500  With triumph, and delight, and hope, and fear,

Work like a sea?

                                        Not uselessly employ’d,

I might pursue this theme through every change

Of exercise and play, to which the year

Did summon us in its delightful round.




    505      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

    510  The woods of autumn and their hazel bowers

With milk-white clusters hung; the rod and line,

True symbol of the foolishness of hope,

Which with its strong enchantment led us on

By rocks and pools, shut out from every star

    515  All the green summer, to forlorn cascades

Among the windings of the mountain brooks.

– Unfading recollections! at this hour

The heart is almost mine with which I felt

From some hill-top, on sunny afternoons

    520  The Kite high up among the fleecy clouds

Pull at its rein, like an impatient Courser,

Or, from the meadows sent on gusty days,

Beheld her breast the wind, then suddenly

Dash’d headlong; and rejected by the storm.




    525      Ye lowly Cottages in which we dwelt,

A ministration of your own was yours,

A sanctity, a safeguard, and a love!

Can I forget you, being as ye were

So beautiful among the pleasant fields

    530  In which ye stood? Or can I here forget

The plain and seemly countenance with which

Ye dealt out your plain comforts? Yet had ye

Delights and exultations of your own.

Eager and never weary we pursued

    535  Our home amusements by the warm peat-fire

At evening; when with pencil and with slate,

In square divisions parcell’d out, and all

With crosses and with cyphers scribbled o’er,

We schemed and puzzled, head opposed to head

    540  In strife too humble to be named in Verse.

Or round the naked table, snow-white deal,

Cherry or maple, sate in close array,

And to the combat, Lu or Whist, led on

A thick-ribbed Army; not as in the world

    545  Neglected and ungratefully thrown by

Even for the very service they had wrought,

But husbanded through many a long campaign.

Uncouth assemblage was it, where no few

Had changed their functions, some, plebeian cards,

    550  Which Fate beyond the promise of their birth

Had glorified, and call’d to represent

The persons of departed Potentates.

Oh! with what echoes on the Board they fell!

Ironic Diamonds, Clubs, Hearts, Diamonds, Spades,

    555  A congregation piteously akin.

Cheap matter did they give to boyish wit,

Those sooty knaves, precipitated down

With scoffs and taunts, like Vulcan out of Heaven,

The paramount Ace, a moon in her eclipse,

    560  Queens, gleaming through their splendour’s last decay,

And Monarchs, surly at the wrongs sustain’d

By royal visages. Meanwhile, abroad

The heavy rain was falling, or the frost

Raged bitterly, with keen and silent tooth,

    565  And, interrupting oft the impassion’d game,

From Esthwaite’s neighbouring Lake the splitting ice,

While it sank down towards the water, sent,

Among the meadows and the hills, its long

And dismal yellings, like the noise of wolves

    570  When they are howling round the Bothnic Main.




    Nor, sedulous as I have been to trace

How Nature by extrinsic passion first

Peopled my mind with beauteous forms or grand,

And made me love them, may I well forget

    575  How other pleasures have been mine, and joys

Of subtler origin; how I have felt,

Not seldom, even in that tempestuous time,

Those hallow’d and pure motions of the sense

Which seem, in their simplicity, to own

    580  An intellectual charm, that calm delight

Which, if I err not, surely must belong

To those first-born affinities that fit

Our new existence to existing things,

And, in our dawn of being, constitute

    585  The bond of union betwixt life and joy.




    Yes, I remember, when the changeful earth,

And twice five seasons on my mind had stamp’d

The faces of the moving year, even then,

A Child, I held unconscious intercourse

    590  With the eternal Beauty, drinking in

A pure organic pleasure from the lines

Of curling mist, or from the level plain

Of waters colour’d by the steady clouds.




    The Sands of Westmoreland, the Creeks and Bays

    595  Of Cumbria’s rocky limits, they can tell

How when the Sea threw off his evening shade

And to the Shepherd’s huts beneath the crags

Did send sweet notice of the rising moon,

How I have stood, to fancies such as these,

    600  Engrafted in the tenderness of thought,

A stranger, linking with the spectacle

No conscious memory of a kindred sight,

And bringing with me no peculiar sense

Of quietness or peace, yet I have stood,

    605  Even while mine eye has mov’d o’er three long leagues

Of shining water, gathering, as it seem’d,

Through every hair-breadth of that field of light,

New pleasure, like a bee among the flowers.




    Thus, often in those fits of vulgar joy

    610  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

Gleams like the flashing of a shield; the earth

    615  And common face of Nature spake to me

Rememberable things; sometimes, ’tis true,

By chance collisions and quaint accidents

Like those ill-sorted unions, work suppos’d

Of evil-minded fairies, yet not vain

    620  Nor profitless, if haply they impress’d

Collateral objects and appearances,

Albeit lifeless then, and doom’d to sleep

Until maturer seasons call’d them forth

To impregnate and to elevate the mind.

    625  – And if the vulgar joy by its own weight

Wearied itself out of the memory,

The scenes which were a witness of that joy

Remained, in their substantial lineaments

Depicted on the brain, and to the eye

    630  Were visible, a daily sight; and thus

By the impressive discipline of fear,

By pleasure and repeated happiness,

So frequently repeated, and by force

Of obscure feelings representative

    635  Of joys that were forgotten, these same scenes,

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

    640  Allied to the affections.

                                        I began

My story early, feeling as I fear,

The weakness of a human love, for days

Disown’d by memory, ere the birth of spring

Planting my snowdrops among winter snows.

    645  Nor will it seem to thee, my Friend! so prompt

In sympathy, that I have lengthen’d out,

With fond and feeble tongue, a tedious tale.

Meanwhile, my hope has been that I might fetch

Invigorating thoughts from former years,

    650  Might fix the wavering balance of my mind,

And haply meet reproaches, too, whose power

May spur me on, in manhood now mature,

To honorable toil. Yet should these hopes

Be vain, and thus should neither I be taught

    655  To understand myself, nor thou to know

With better knowledge how the heart was fram’d

Of him thou lovest, need I dread from thee

Harsh judgments, if I am so loth to quit

Those recollected hours that have the charm

    660  Of visionary things, and lovely forms

And sweet sensations that throw back our life

And almost make our Infancy itself

A visible scene, on which the sun is shining?




    One end hereby at least hath been attain’d,

    665  My mind hath been revived, and if this mood

Desert me not, I will forthwith bring down,

Through later years, the story of my life.

The road lies plain before me; ’tis a theme

Single and of determined bounds; and hence

    670  I chuse it rather at this time, than work

Of ampler or more varied argument.






BOOK SECOND SCHOOL-TIME (CONTINUED)


Thus far, O Friend! have we, though leaving much

Unvisited, endeavour’d to retrace

My life through its first years, and measured back

The way I travell’d when I first began

5      To love the woods and fields; the passion yet

Was in its birth, sustain’d, as might befal,

By nourishment that came unsought; for still,

From week to week, from month to month, we liv’d

A round of tumult: duly were our games

    10    Prolong’d in summer till the day-light fail’d;

No chair remain’d before the doors, the bench

And threshold steps were empty; fast asleep

The Labourer, and the Old Man who had sate,

A later lingerer, yet the revelry

    15    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,

    20    And needs a monitory voice to tame

The pride of virtue, and of intellect?

And is there one, the wisest and the best

Of all mankind, who does not sometimes wish

For things which cannot be, who would not give,

    25    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,

    30    Which yet have such self-presence in my mind

That, sometimes, when I think of it, I seem

Two consciousnesses, conscious of myself

And of some other Being. A grey Stone

Of native rock, left midway in the Square

    35    Of our small market Village, was the home

And centre of these joys, and when, return’d

After long absence, thither I repair’d,

I found that it was split, and gone to build

A smart Assembly-room that perk’d and flar’d

    40    With wash and rough-cast elbowing the ground

Which had been ours. But let the fiddle scream,

And be ye happy! yet, my Friends! I know

That more than one of you will think with me

Of those soft starry nights, and that old Dame

    45    From whom the stone was nam’d who there had sate

And watch’d her Table with its huxter’s wares

Assiduous, thro’ the length of sixty years.




    We ran a boisterous race; the year span round

With giddy motion. But the time approach’d

    50    That brought with it a regular desire

For calmer pleasures, when the beauteous forms

Of Nature were collaterally attach’d

To every scheme of holiday delight,

And every boyish sport, less grateful else,

    55    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 bourne

Was now an Island musical with birds

    60    That sang for ever; now a Sister Isle

Beneath the oaks’ umbrageous covert, sown

With lillies of the valley, like a field;

And now a third small Island where remain’d

An old stone Table, and a moulder’d Cave,

    65    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 pleas’d alike,

Conquer’d and Conqueror. Thus the pride of strength,

    70    And the vain-glory of superior skill

Were interfus’d with objects which subdu’d

And temper’d them, and gradually produc’d

A quiet independence of the heart.

And to my Friend, who knows me, I may add,

    75    Unapprehensive of reproof, that hence

Ensu’d a diffidence and modesty,

And I was taught to feel, perhaps too much,

The self-sufficing power of solitude.




    No delicate viands sapp’d our bodily strength;

    80    More than we wish’d we knew the blessing then

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 quarter’d year

    85    In pennyless poverty. But now, to School

Return’d, from the half-yearly holidays,

We came with purses more profusely fill’d,

Allowance which abundantly suffic’d

To gratify the palate with repasts

    90    More costly than the Dame of whom I spake,

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,

    95    Or in the woods, or near a river side,

Or by some shady fountain, while soft airs

Among the leaves were stirring, and the sun

Unfelt, shone sweetly round us in our joy.

    100  Nor is my aim neglected, if I tell

How twice in the long length of those half-years

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 Inn-keeper, in truth,

    105  On such occasion sometimes we employ’d

Sly subterfuge; for the intended bound

Of the day’s journey was too distant far

For any cautious man, a Structure famed

Beyond its neighbourhood, the antique Walls

    110  Of that large Abbey which within the Vale

Of Nightshade, to St. Mary’s honour built,

Stands yet, a mouldering Pile, with fractured Arch,

Belfry, and Images, and living Trees,

A holy Scene! along the smooth green turf

    115  Our Horses grazed: to more than inland peace

Left by the sea wind passing overhead

(Though wind of roughest temper) trees and towers

May in that Valley oftentimes be seen,

Both silent and both motionless alike;

    120  Such is the shelter that is there, and such

The safeguard for repose and quietness.




    Our steeds remounted, and the summons given,

With whip and spur we by the Chauntry flew

In uncouth race, and left the cross-legg’d Knight,

    125  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, touch’d by faint

Internal breezes, sobbings of the place,

    130  And respirations from the roofless walls

The shuddering ivy dripp’d 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 liv’d for ever there

    135  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 scamper’d homeward. Oh! ye Rocks and Streams,

And that still Spirit of the evening air!

    140  Even in this joyous time I sometimes felt

Your presence, when with slacken’d step we breath’d

Along the sides of the steep hills, or when,

Lighted by gleams of moonlight from the sea,

We beat with thundering hoofs the level sand.




    145      Upon the Eastern Shore of Windermere,

Above the crescent of a pleasant Bay,

There stood an Inn, no homely-featured Shed,

Brother of the surrounding Cottages,

But ’twas a splendid place, the door beset

    150  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 this Dwelling been

More worthy of a Poet’s love, a Hut,

    155  Proud of its one bright fire, and sycamore shade.

But though the rhymes were gone which once inscribed

The threshold, and large golden characters

On the blue-frosted Signboard had usurp’d

The place of the old Lion, in contempt

    160  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

    165  A grove; with gleams of water through the trees

And over the tree-tops; nor did we want

Refreshment, strawberries and mellow cream.

And there, through half an afternoon, we play’d

On the smooth platform, and the shouts we sent

    170  Made all the mountains ring. But ere the fall

Of night, when in our pinnace we return’d

Over the dusky Lake, and to the beach

Of some small Island steer’d our course with one,

The Minstrel of our troop, and left him there,

    175  And row’d off gently, while he blew his flute

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

    180  Into my heart, and held me like a dream.




    Thus daily were my sympathies enlarged,

And thus the common range of visible things

Grew dear to me: already I began

To love the sun, a Boy I lov’d the sun,

    185  Not as I since have lov’d him, as a pledge

And surety of our earthly life, a light

Which while we view we feel we are alive;

But, for this cause, that I had seen him lay

His beauty on the morning hills, had seen

    190  The western mountain touch his setting orb,

In many a thoughtless hour, when, from excess

Of happiness, my blood appear’d to flow

With its own pleasure, and I breath’d with joy.

And from like feelings, humble though intense,

    195  To patriotic and domestic love

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

    200  No other region; but belong’d to thee,

Yea, appertain’d by a peculiar right

To thee and thy grey huts, my darling Vale!




    Those incidental charms which first attach’d

My heart to rural objects, day by day

    205  Grew weaker, and I hasten on to tell

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,

    210  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

    215  Came from yon fountain?’ Thou, my Friend! art one

More deeply read in thy own thoughts; to thee

Science appears but, what in truth she is,

Not as our glory and our absolute boast,

But as a succedaneum, and a prop

    220  To our infirmity. Thou art no slave

Of that false secondary power, by which,

In weakness, we create distinctions, then

Deem that our puny boundaries are things

Which we perceive, and not which we have made.

    225  To thee, unblinded by these outward shows,

The unity of all has been reveal’d

And thou wilt doubt with me, less aptly skill’d

Than many are to class the cabinet

Of their sensations, and, in voluble phrase,

    230  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 thought,

    235  Not in a mystical and idle sense,

But in the words of reason deeply weigh’d,

Hath no beginning.

                                        Bless’d the infant Babe,

(For with my best conjectures I would trace

The progress of our being) blest the Babe,

    240  Nurs’d 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

    245  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

And parts of the same object, else detach’d

    250  And loth to coalesce. Thus, day by day,

Subjected to the discipline of love,

His organs and recipient faculties

Are quicken’d, are more vigorous, his mind spreads,

Tenacious of the forms which it receives.

    255  In one beloved presence, nay and more,

In that most apprehensive habitude

And those sensations which have been deriv’d

From this beloved Presence, there exists

A virtue which irradiates and exalts

    260  All objects through all intercourse of sense.

No outcast he, bewilder’d and depress’d;

Along his infant veins are interfus’d

The gravitation and the filial bond

Of nature, that connect him with the world.

    265  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,

    270  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

    275  Which it beholds. – Such, verily, is the first

Poetic spirit of our human life;

By uniform control of after years

In most abated or suppress’d, in some,

Through every change of growth or of decay,

    280  Pre-eminent 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 endeavour’d to display the means

    285  Whereby the infant sensibility,

Greath birthright of our Being, was in me

Augmented and sustain’d. Yet is a path

More difficult before me, and I fear

That in its broken windings we shall need

    290  The chamois’ sinews, and the eagle’s wing:

For now a trouble came into my mind

From unknown causes. I was left alone,

Seeking the visible world, nor knowing why.

The props of my affections were remov’d,

    295  And yet the building stood, as if sustain’d

By its own spirit! All that I beheld

Was dear to me, and from this cause it came,

That now to Nature’s finer influxes

My mind lay open, to that more exact

    300  And intimate communion which our hearts

Maintain with the minuter properties

Of objects which already are belov’d,

And of those only. Many are the joys

Of youth; but oh! what happiness to live

    305  When every hour brings palpable access

Of knowledge, when all knowledge is delight,

And sorrow is not there. The seasons came,

And every season to my notice brought

A store of transitory qualities

    310  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’,

    315  Society made sweet as solitude

By silent inobtrusive sympathies,

And gentle agitations of the mind

From manifold distinctions, difference

Perceived in things, where to the common eye,

    320  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,

Have felt whate’er there is of power in sound

    325  To breathe an elevated mood, by form

Or image unprofaned; and I would stand,

Beneath some rock, listening to sounds that are

The ghostly language of the ancient earth,

Or make their dim abode in distant winds.

    330  Thence did I drink the visionary power.

I deem not profitless those fleeting moods

Of shadowy exultation: not for this,

That they are kindred to our purer mind

And intellectual life; but that the soul,

    335  Remembering how she felt, but what she felt

Remembering not, retains an obscure sense

Of possible sublimity, to which,

With growing faculties she doth aspire,

With faculties still growing, feeling still

    340  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

    345  And essences of things, by which the mind

Is mov’d by feelings of delight, to me

Came strengthen’d with a superadded soul,

A virtue not its own. My morning walks

Were early; oft, before the hours of School

    350  I travell’d 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 lov’d; with heart how full

Will he peruse these lines, this page, perhaps

    355  A blank to other men! for many years

Have since flow’d in between us; and our minds,

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

    360  Far earlier, and before the vernal thrush

Was audible, among the hills I sate

Alone, upon some jutting eminence

At the first hour of morning, when the Vale

Lay quiet in an utter solitude.

    365  How shall I trace the history, where seek

The origin of what I then have felt?

Oft in those moments such a holy calm

Did overspread my soul, that I forgot

That I had bodily eyes, and what I saw

    370  Appear’d 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

    375  And what my waking thoughts supplied, to nurse

That spirit of religious love in which

I walked with Nature. But let this, at least

Be not forgotten, that I still retain’d

My first creative sensibility,

    380  That by the regular action of the world

My soul was unsubdu’d. 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

    385  With general tendency, but for the most

Subservient strictly to the external things

With which it commun’d. An auxiliar light

Came from my mind which on the setting sun

Bestow’d new splendor, the melodious birds,

    390  The gentle breezes, fountains that ran on,

Murmuring so sweetly in themselves, obey’d

A like dominion; and the midnight storm

Grew darker in the presence of my eye.

Hence my obeisance, my devotion hence,

    395  And hence my transport.

                                        Nor should this, perchance,

Pass unrecorded, that I still had lov’d

The exercise and produce of a toil

Than analytic industry to me

More pleasing, and whose character I deem

    400  Is more poetic as resembling more

Creative agency. I mean to speak

Of that interminable building rear’d

By observation of affinities

In objects where no brotherhood exists

    405  To common minds. My seventeenth year was come

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,

    410  To unorganic natures I transferr’d

My own enjoyments, or, the power of truth

Coming in revelation, I convers’d

With things that really are, I, at this time

Saw blessings spread around me like a sea.

    415  Thus did my days pass on, and now at length

From Nature and her overflowing soul

I had receiv’d so much that all my thoughts

Were steep’d in feeling; I was only then

Contented when with bliss ineffable

    420  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,

    425  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 mighty depth of waters. Wonder not

If such my transports were; for in all things

    430  I saw one life, and felt that it was joy.

One song they sang, and it was audible,

Most audible then when the fleshly ear,

O’ercome by grosser prelude of that strain,

Forgot its functions, and slept undisturb’d.




    435      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

    440  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

    445  With my own modest pleasures, and have liv’d,

With God and Nature communing, remov’d

From little enmities and low desires,

The gift is yours; if in these times of fear,

This melancholy waste of hopes o’erthrown,

    450  If, ’mid indifference and apathy

And wicked exultation, when good men,

On every side fall off we know not how,

To selfishness, disguis’d in gentle names

Of peace, and quiet, and domestic love,

    455  Yet mingled, not unwillingly, with sneers

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

    460  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

    465  A never-failing principle of joy,

And purest passion.

                                        Thou, my Friend! wert rear’d

In the great City, ’mid far other scenes;

But we, by different roads at length have gain’d

The self-same bourne. And for this cause to Thee

    470  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

    475  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!

    480  Health, and the quiet of a healthful mind

Attend thee! seeking oft the haunts of men,

And yet more often living with Thyself,

And for Thyself, so haply shall thy days

Be many, and a blessing to mankind.






MEMORIAL POEMS

‘A SLUMBER DID MY SPIRIT SEAL’


A slumber did my spirit seal;

    I had no human fears:

She seemed a thing that could not feel

    The touch of earthly years.




No motion has she now, no force;

    She neither hears nor sees;

Rolled round in earth’s diurnal course,

    With rocks, and stones, and trees.



‘SHE DWELT AMONG THE UNTRODDEN WAYS’


She dwelt among the untrodden ways

    Beside the springs of Dove,

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

    Is shining in the sky.




She lived unknown, and few could know

    When Lucy ceased to be;

But she is in her grave, and, oh,

    The difference to me!



‘STRANGE FITS OF PASSION HAVE I KNOWN’


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 looked every day

Fresh as a rose in June,

I to her cottage bent my way,

Beneath an evening moon.




Upon the moon I fixed my eye,

All over the wide lea;

With quickening pace my horse drew nigh

Those paths so dear to me.




And now we reached the orchard-plot;

And, as we climbed the hill,

The sinking moon to Lucy’s cot

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.




My horse moved on; hoof after hoof

He raised, and never stopped:

When down behind the cottage roof,

At once, the bright moon dropped.




What fond and wayward thoughts will slide

Into a Lover’s head!

‘O mercy!’ to myself I cried,

‘If Lucy should be dead!’



‘SURPRISED BY JOY – IMPATIENT AS THE WIND’


Surprised by joy – impatient as the Wind

I turned to share the transport – Oh! with whom

But Thee, deep buried in the silent tomb,

That spot which no vicissitude can find?

Love, faithful love, recalled thee to my mind –

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,

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.



LUCY GRAY; OR, SOLITUDE


Oft I had heard of Lucy Gray:

And, when I crossed the wild,

I chanced to see at break of day

The solitary child.




No mate, no comrade Lucy knew;

She dwelt on a wide moor,

– The sweetest thing that ever grew

Beside a human door!




You yet may spy the fawn at play,

The hare upon the green;

But the sweet face of Lucy Gray

Will never more be seen.




‘Tonight will be a stormy night –

You to the town must go;

And take a lantern, Child, to light

Your mother through the snow.’




’That, Father! will I gladly do:

‘Tis scarcely afternoon –

The minster-clock has just struck two,

And yonder is the moon!’




At this the Father raised his hook,

And snapped a faggot-band;

He plied his work; – and Lucy took

The lantern in her hand.




Not blither is the mountain roe:

With many a wanton stroke

Her feet disperse the powdery snow,

That rises up like smoke.




The storm came on before its time:

She wandered up and down;

And many a hill did Lucy climb:

But never reached the town.




The wretched parents all that night

Went shouting far and wide;

But there was neither sound nor sight

To serve them for a guide.




At day-break on a hill they stood

That overlooked the moor;

And thence they saw the bridge of wood,

A furlong from their door.




They wept – and, turning homeward, cried,

‘In heaven we all shall meet;’

– When in the snow the mother spied

The print of Lucy’s feet.




Then downwards from the steep hill’s edge

They tracked the footmarks small;

And through the broken hawthorn hedge,

And by the long stone-wall;




And then an open field they crossed:

The marks were still the same;

They tracked them on, nor ever lost;

And to the bridge they came.




They followed from the snowy bank

Those footmarks, one by one,

Into the middle of the plank;

And further there were none!




– Yet some maintain that to this day

She is a living child;

That you may see sweet Lucy Gray

Upon the lonesome wild.




O’er rough and smooth she trips along,

And never looks behind;

And sings a solitary song

That whistles in the wind.



‘THREE YEARS SHE GREW IN SUN AND SHOWER’


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;

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,

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

Or up the mountain springs;

And hers shall be the breathing balm,

And hers the silence and the calm

Of mute insensate things.




‘The floating clouds their state shall lend

To her; for her the willow bend;

Nor shall she fail to see

Even in the motions of the Storm

Grace that shall mould the Maiden’s form

By silent sympathy.




’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

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

While 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

This heath, this calm, and quiet scene;

The memory of what has been,

And never more will be.



‘I TRAVELLED AMONG UNKNOWN MEN’


I travelled 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!

    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;

And she I cherished turned her wheel

    Beside an English fire.




Thy mornings showed, thy nights concealed,

    The bowers where Lucy played;

And thine too is the last green field

That Lucy’s eyes surveyed.



THERE WAS A BOY


There was a Boy, ye knew him well, ye Cliffs

And Islands of Winander! many a time,

At evening, when the stars had just begun

To move along the edges of the hills,

Rising or setting, would he stand alone,

Beneath the trees, or by the glimmering lake,

And there, with fingers interwoven, both hands

Pressed closely palm to palm and to his mouth

Uplifted, he, as through an instrument,

Blew mimic hootings to the silent owls

That they might answer him. And they would shout

Across the wat’ry vale and shout again

Responsive to his call, with quivering peals,

And long halloos, and screams, and echoes loud

Redoubled and redoubled, a wild scene

Of mirth and jocund din. And, when it chanced

That pauses of deep silence mocked his skill,




Then, sometimes, in that silence, while he hung

Listening, a gentle shock of mild surprise

Has carried far into his heart the voice

Of mountain torrents, or the visible scene

Would enter unawares into his mind

With all its solemn imagery, its rocks,

Its woods, and that uncertain heaven, received

Into the bosom of the steady lake.




    Fair are the woods, and beauteous is the spot,

The vale where he was born: the Church-yard hangs

Upon a slope above the village school,

And there along that bank when I have passed

At evening, I believe, that near his grave

A full half-hour together I have stood,

Mute – for he died when he was ten years old.



THE TWO APRIL MORNINGS


We walked along, while bright and red

Uprose the morning sun,

And Matthew stopped, he looked, and said,

‘The will of God be done!’




A village Schoolmaster was he,

With hair of glittering grey;

As blithe a man as you could see

On a spring holiday.




And on that morning, through the grass,

And by the steaming rills,

We travelled 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,

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.




’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 on that slope of springing corn

The self-same crimson hue

Fell from the sky that April morn,

The same which now I view!




’With rod and line my silent sport

I plied by Derwent’s wave,

And, coming to the church, stopped 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

A very nightingale.




’Six feet in earth my Emma lay,

And yet I loved her more,

For so it seemed, than till that day

I e’er had loved before.




’And, turning from her grave, I met

Beside the church-yard Yew

A blooming Girl, whose hair was wet

With points of morning dew.




’A basket on her head she bare,

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 tripped with foot so free,

She seemed as happy as a wave

That dances on the sea.




‘There came from me a sigh of pain

Which I could ill confine;

I looked at her and looked again;

– And did not wish her mine.’




Matthew is in his grave, yet now

Methinks I see him stand,

As at that moment, with his bough

Of wilding in his hand.



A POET’S EPITAPH


Art thou a Statist in the van

Of public conflicts trained and bred?

– First learn to love one living man;

Then mayst thou think upon the dead.




A Lawyer art thou? – draw not nigh!

Go, carry to some fitter place

The keenness of that practised eye,

The hardness of that sallow face.




Art thou a Man of purple cheer?

A rosy Man, right plump to see?

Approach; yet, Doctor, not too near,

This grave no cushion is for thee.




Or art thou one of gallant pride,

A Soldier and no man of chaff?

Welcome! – but lay thy sword aside,

And lean upon a peasant’s staff.




Physician art thou? – one, all eyes,

Philosopher! – a fingering slave,

One that would peep and botanize

Upon his mother’s grave?




Wrapt closely in thy sensual fleece,

O turn aside, – and take, I pray,

That he below may rest in peace,

Thy ever-dwindling soul, away!




A Moralist perchance appears;

Led, Heaven knows how! to this poor sod:

And he has neither eyes nor ears;

Himself his world, and his own God;




One to whose smooth-rubbed soul can cling

Nor form, nor feeling, great or small;

A reasoning, self-sufficing thing,

An intellectual All-in-all!




Shut close the door; press down the latch;

Sleep in thy intellectual crust;

Nor lose ten tickings of thy watch

Near this unprofitable dust.




But who is He, with modest looks,

And clad in homely russet brown?

He murmurs near the running brooks

A music sweeter than their own.




He is retired as noontide dew,

Or fountain in a noon-day grove;

And you must love him, ere to you

He will seem worthy of your love.




The outward shows of sky and earth,

Of hill and valley, he has viewed;

And impulses of deeper birth

Have come to him in solitude.




In common things that round us lie

Some random truths he can impart, –

The harvest of a quiet eye

That broods and sleeps on his own heart.




But he is weak; both Man and Boy,

Hath been an idler in the land;

Contented if he might enjoy

The things which others understand.




– Come hither in thy hour of strength;

Come, weak as is a breaking wave!

Here stretch thy body at full length;

Or build thy house upon this grave.




SONNETS

‘THE WORLD IS TOO MUCH WITH US; LATE AND SOON’


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;

The winds that will be howling at all hours,

And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers;

For this, for everything, we are out of tune;

It moves us not. – Great God! I’d rather be

A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn;

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 wreathèd horn.



‘IT IS A BEAUTEOUS EVENING, CALM AND FREE’


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 broods o’er the Sea:

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 untouched by solemn thought,

Thy nature is not therefore less divine:

Thou liest in Abraham’s bosom all the year;

And worshipp’st at the Temple’s inner shrine,

God being with thee when we know it not.



COMPOSED UPON WESTMINSTER BRIDGE, SEPTEMBER 3, 1802


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,

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;

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!



LONDON, 1802


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

Of inward happiness. We are selfish men;

Oh! 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:

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.



‘NUNS FRET NOT AT THEIR CONVENT’S NARROW ROOM’


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,

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

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.



‘WITH SHIPS THE SEA WAS SPRINKLED FAR AND NIGH’


With Ships the sea was sprinkled far and nigh,

Like stars in heaven, and joyously it showed;

Some lying fast at anchor in the road,

Some veering up and down, one knew not why.

A goodly Vessel did I then espy

Come like a Giant from a haven broad;

And lustily along the Bay she strode,

Her tackling rich, and of apparel high.

This Ship was nought to me, nor I to her,

Yet I pursued her with a Lover’s look;

This Ship to all the rest did I prefer:

When will she turn, and whither? She will brook

No tarrying; where she comes the winds must stir:

On went She, and due north her journey took.



‘DEAR NATIVE BROOKS YOUR WAYS HAVE I PURSUED’


Dear Native Brooks your ways have I pursued

How fondly! whether you delight in screen

Of shady woods to rest yourselves unseen,

Or from your lofty dwellings scarcely viewed

But by the mountain eagle, your bold brood

Pure as the morning, angry, boisterous, keen,

Green as sea water, foaming white and green,

Comes roaring like a joyous multitude.

Nor have I been your follower in vain;

For not to speak of life and its first joys

Bound to your goings by a tender chain

Of flowers and delicate dreams that entertain

Loose minds when Men are growing into Boys,

My manly heart has owed to your rough noise

Triumph and thoughts no bondage could restrain.



‘GREAT MEN HAVE BEEN AMONG US’


Great Men have been among us; hands that penned

And tongues that uttered wisdom, better none:

The later Sydney, Marvel, Harrington,

Young Vane, and others who called Milton Friend.

These Moralists could act and comprehend:

They knew how genuine glory was put on;

Taught us how rightfully a nation shone

In splendor: what strength was, that would not bend

But in magnanimous meekness. France, ’tis strange,

Hath brought forth no such souls as we had then.

Perpetual emptiness! unceasing change!

No single Volume paramount, no code,

No master spirit, no determined road;

But equally a want of Books and Men!



TO TOUSSAINT L’OUVERTURE


Toussaint, the most unhappy Man of Men!

Whether the rural Milk-maid by her Cow

Sing in thy hearing, or thou liest now

Alone in some deep dungeon’s earless den,

O miserable Chieftain! where and when

Wilt thou find patience? Yet die not; do thou

Wear rather in thy bonds a chearful 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;

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.



THE RIVER DUDDON

CONCLUSION


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;

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

To live, and act, and serve the future hour;

And if, as tow’rd the silent tomb we go,

Thro’ love, thro’ hope, and faith’s transcendent dower,

We feel that we are greater than we know.




NARRATIVE AND DRAMATIC POEMS

ANIMAL TRANQUILLITY AND DECAY


    The little hedgerow birds,

That peck along the road, regard him not.

He travels on, and in his face, his step,

His gait, is one expression: every limb,

His look and bending figure, all bespeak

A man who does not move with pain, but moves

With thought. – He is insensibly subdued

To settled quiet: he is one by whom

All effort seems forgotten; one to whom

Long patience hath such mild composure given,

That patience now doth seem a thing of which

He hath no need. He is by nature led

To peace so perfect that the young behold

With envy, what the Old Man hardly feels.



THE OLD CUMBERLAND BEGGAR


The class of Beggars, to which the Old Man here described

belongs, will probably soon be extinct. It consisted of poor,

and, mostly, old and infirm persons, who confined

themselves to a stated round in their neighbourhood, and had

certain fixed days, on which, at different houses, they

regularly received alms, sometimes in money, but mostly in

provisions.




I saw an aged Beggar in my walk;

And he was seated, by the highway side,

On a low structure of rude masonry

Built at the foot of a huge hill, that they

Who lead their horses down the steep rough road

May thence remount at ease. The aged Man

Had placed his staff across the broad smooth stone

That overlays the pile; and, from a bag

All white with flour, the dole of village dames,

He drew his scraps and fragments, one by one;

And scanned them with a fixed and serious look

Of idle computation. In the sun,

Upon the second step of that small pile,

Surrounded by those wild unpeopled hills,

He sat, and ate his food in solitude:

And ever, scattered from his palsied hand,

That, still attempting to prevent the waste,

Was baffled still, the crumbs in little showers

Fell on the ground; and the small mountain birds,

Not venturing yet to peck their destined meal,

Approached within the length of half his staff.




    Him from my childhood have I known; and then

He was so old, he seems not older now;

He travels on, a solitary Man,

So helpless in appearance, that for him

The sauntering Horseman throws not with a slack

And careless hand his alms upon the ground,

But stops, – that he may safely lodge the coin

Within the old Man’s hat; nor quits him so,

But still, when he has given his horse the rein,

Watches the aged Beggar with a look

Sidelong, and half-reverted. She who tends

The toll-gate, when in summer at her door

She turns her wheel, if on the road she sees

The aged Beggar coming, quits her work,

And lifts the latch for him that he may pass.

The post-boy, when his rattling wheels o’ertake

The aged Beggar in the woody lane,

Shouts to him from behind; and, if thus warned

The old Man does not change his course, the boy

Turns with less noisy wheels to the roadside,

And passes gently by, without a curse

Upon his lips, or anger at his heart.




    He travels on, a solitary Man;

His age has no companion. On the ground

His eyes are turned, and, as he moves along,

They move along the ground; and, evermore,

Instead of common and habitual sight

Of fields with rural works, of hill and dale,

And the blue sky, one little span of earth

Is all his prospect. Thus, from day to day,

Bow-bent, his eyes for ever on the ground,

He plies his weary journey; seeing still,

And seldom knowing that he sees, some straw,

Some scattered leaf, or marks which, in one track,

The nails of cart or chariot-wheel have left

Impressed on the white road, – in the same line,

At distance still the same. Poor Traveller!

His staff trails with him; scarcely do his feet

Disturb the summer dust; he is so still

In look and motion, that the cottage curs,

Ere he has passed the door, will turn away,

Weary of barking at him. Boys and girls,

The vacant and the busy, maids and youths,

And urchins newly breeched – all pass him by:

Him even the slow-paced waggon leaves behind.




    But deem not this Man useless – Statesmen! ye

Who are so restless in your wisdom, ye

Who have a broom still ready in your hands

To rid the world of nuisances; ye proud,

Heart-swoln, while in your pride ye contemplate

Your talents, power, or wisdom, deem him not

A burden of the earth! ’Tis Nature’s law

That none, the meanest of created things,

Of forms created the most vile and brute,

The dullest or most noxious, should exist

Divorced from good – a spirit and pulse of good,

A life and soul, to every mode of being

Inseparably linked. Then be assured

That least of all can aught – that ever owned

The heaven-regarding eye and front sublime

Which man is born to – sink, howe’er depressed,

So low as to be scorned without a sin;

Without offence to God cast out of view;

Like the dry remnant of a garden-flower

Whose seeds are shed, or as an implement

Worn out and worthless. While from door to door,

This old Man creeps, the villagers in him

Behold a record which together binds

Past deeds and offices of charity,

Else unremembered, and so keeps alive

The kindly mood in hearts which lapse of years,

And that half-wisdom half-experience gives,

Make slow to feel, and by sure steps resign

To selfishness and cold oblivious cares.

Among the farms and solitary huts,

Hamlets and thinly-scattered villages,

Where’er the aged Beggar takes his rounds,

The mild necessity of use compels

To acts of love; and habit does the work

Of reason; yet prepares that after-joy

Which reason cherishes. And thus the soul,

By that sweet taste of pleasure unpursued,

Doth find herself insensibly disposed

To virtue and true goodness. Some there are,

By their good works exalted, lofty minds

And meditative, authors of delight

And happiness, which to the end of time

Will live, and spread, and kindle: even such minds

In childhood, from this solitary Being,

Or from like wanderer, haply have received

(A thing more precious far than all that books

Or the solicitudes of love can do!)

That first mild touch of sympathy and thought,

In which they found their kindred with a world

Where want and sorrow were. The easy man

Who sits at his own door, – and, like the pear

That overhangs his head from the green wall,

Feeds in the sunshine; the robust and young,

The prosperous and unthinking, they who live

Sheltered, and flourish in a little grove

Of their own kindred; – all behold in him

A silent monitor, which on their minds

Must needs impress a transitory thought

Of self-congratulation, to the heart

Of each recalling his peculiar boons,

His charters and exemptions; and, perchance,

Though he to no one give the fortitude

And circumspection needful to preserve

His present blessings, and to husband up

The respite of the season, he, at least,

And ’tis no vulgar service, makes them felt.




    Yet further. – Many, I believe, there are

Who live a life of virtuous decency,

Men who can hear the Decalogue and feel

No self-reproach; who of the moral law

Established in the land where they abide

Are strict observers; and not negligent

In acts of love to those with whom they dwell,

Their kindred, and the children of their blood.

Praise be to such, and to their slumbers peace!

– But of the poor man ask, the abject poor;

Go, and demand of him, if there be here

In this cold abstinence from evil deeds,

And these inevitable charities,

Wherewith to satisfy the human soul?

No – man is dear to man; the poorest poor

Long for some moments in a weary life

When they can know and feel that they have been,

Themselves, the fathers and the dealers-out

Of some small blessings; have been kind to such

As needed kindness, for this single cause,

That we have all of us one human heart.

– Such pleasure is to one kind Being known,

My neighbour, when with punctual care, each week,

Duly as Friday comes, though pressed herself

By her own wants, she from her store of meal

Takes one unsparing handful for the scrip

Of this old Mendicant, and, from her door

Returning with exhilarated heart,

Sits by her fire, and builds her hope in heaven.




    Then let him pass, a blessing on his head!

And while in that vast solitude to which

The tide of things has borne him, he appears

To breathe and live but for himself alone,

Unblamed, uninjured, let him bear about

The good which the benignant law of Heaven

Has hung around him: and, while life is his,

Still let him prompt the unlettered villagers

To tender offices and pensive thoughts.

– Then let him pass, a blessing on his head!

And, long as he can wander, let him breathe

The freshness of the valleys; let his blood

Struggle with frosty air and winter snows;

And let the chartered wind that sweeps the heath

Beat his grey locks against his withered face.

Reverence the hope whose vital anxiousness

Gives the last human interest to his heart.

May never HOUSE, misnamed of INDUSTRY,

Make him a captive! – for that pent-up din,

Those life-consuming sounds that clog the air,

Be his the natural silence of old age!

Let him be free of mountain solitudes;

And have around him, whether heard or not,

The pleasant melody of woodland birds.

Few are his pleasures: if his eyes have now

Been doomed so long to settle upon earth

That not without some effort they behold

The countenance of the horizontal sun,

Rising or setting, let the light at least

Find a free entrance to their languid orbs.

And let him, where and when he will, sit down

Beneath the trees, or on a grassy bank

Of highway side, and with the little birds

Share his chance-gathered meal; and, finally,

As in the eye of Nature he has lived,

So in the eye of Nature let him die!



THE SAILOR’S MOTHER


    One morning (raw it was and wet –

    A foggy day in winter time)

    A Woman on the road I met,

    Not old, though something past her prime:

    Majestic in her person, tall and straight;

And like a Roman matron’s was her mien and gait.




    The ancient spirit is not dead;

    Old times, thought I, are breathing there;

    Proud was I that my country bred

    Such strength, a dignity so fair:

    She begged an alms, like one in poor estate;

I looked at her again, nor did my pride abate.




    When from these lofty thoughts I woke,

    ‘What is it,’ I said, ‘that you bear,

    Beneath the covert of your Cloak,

    Protected from this cold damp air?’

    She answered, soon as she the question heard,

‘A simple burden, Sir, a little Singing-bird.’




    And, thus continuing, she said,

    ’I had a Son, who many a day

    Sailed on the seas, but he is dead;

    In Denmark he was cast away:

    And I have travelled weary miles to see

If aught which he had owned might still remain for me.




    'The bird and cage they both were his:

    ’Twas my Son’s bird; and neat and trim

    He kept it: many voyages

    The singing-bird had gone with him;

    When last he sailed, he left the bird behind;

From bodings, as might be, that hung upon his mind.




    ‘He to a fellow-lodger’s care

    Had left it, to be watched and fed,

    And pipe its song in safety; – there

    I found it when my Son was dead;

    And now, God help me for my little wit!

I bear it with me, Sir; – he took so much delight in it.’



GOODY BLAKE AND HARRY GILL

A TRUE STORY


Oh! what’s the matter? what’s the matter?

What is’t that ails young Harry Gill?

That evermore his teeth they chatter,

Chatter, chatter, chatter still!

Of waistcoats Harry has no lack,

Good duffle grey, and flannel fine;

He has a blanket on his back,

And coats enough to smother nine.




In March, December, and in July,

’Tis all the same with Harry Gill;

The neighbours tell, and tell you truly,

His teeth they chatter, chatter still.

At night, at morning, and at noon,

’Tis all the same with Harry Gill;

Beneath the sun, beneath the moon,

His teeth they chatter, chatter still!




Young Harry was a lusty drover,

And who so stout of limb as he?

His cheeks were red as ruddy clover;

His voice was like the voice of three.

Old Goody Blake was old and poor;

Ill fed she was, and thinly clad;

And any man who passed her door

Might see how poor a hut she had.




All day she spun in her poor dwelling:

And then her three hours’ work at night,

Alas! ’twas hardly worth the telling,

It would not pay for candle-light.

Remote from sheltered village-green,

On a hill’s northern side she dwelt,

Where from sea-blasts the hawthorns lean,

And hoary dews are slow to melt.




By the same fire to boil their pottage,

Two poor old Dames, as I have known,

Will often live in one small cottage;

But she, poor Woman! housed alone.

’Twas well enough, when summer came,

The long, warm, lightsome summer-day,

Then at her door the canty Dame

Would sit, as any linnet, gay.




But when the ice our streams did fetter,

Oh then how her old bones would shake!

You would have said, if you had met her,

’Twas a hard time for Goody Blake.

Her evenings then were dull and dead:

Sad case it was, as you may think,

For very cold to go to bed;

And then for cold not sleep a wink.




O joy for her! whene’er in winter

The winds at night had made a rout;

And scattered many a lusty splinter

And many a rotten bough about.

Yet never had she, well or sick,

As every man who knew her says,

A pile beforehand, turf or stick,

Enough to warm her for three days.




Now, when the frost was past enduring,

And made her poor old bones to ache,

Could any thing be more alluring

Than an old hedge to Goody Blake?

And, now and then, it must be said,

When her old bones were cold and chill,

She left her fire, or left her bed,

To seek the hedge of Harry Gill.




Now Harry he had long suspected

This trespass of old Goody Blake;

And vowed that she should be detected –

That he on her would vengeance take.

And oft from his warm fire he’d go,

And to the fields his road would take;

And there, at night, in frost and snow,

He watched to seize old Goody Blake.




And once, behind a rick of barley,

Thus looking out did Harry stand:

The moon was full and shining clearly,

And crisp with frost the stubble land.

– He hears a noise – he’s all awake –

Again? – on tip-toe down the hill

He softly creeps – ’tis Goody Blake;

She’s at the hedge of Harry Gill!




Right glad was he when he beheld her:

Stick after stick did Goody pull:

He stood behind a bush of elder,

Till she had filled her apron full.

When with her load she turned about,

The by-way back again to take;

He started forward, with a shout,

And sprang upon poor Goody Blake.




And fiercely by the arm he took her,

And by the arm he held her fast,

And fiercely by the arm he shook her,

And cried, ‘I’ve caught you then at last!’

Then Goody, who had nothing said,

Her bundle from her lap let fall;

And, kneeling on the sticks, she prayed

To God that is the judge of all.




She prayed, her withered hand uprearing,

While Harry held her by the arm –

‘God! who art never out of hearing,

O may he never more be warm!’

The cold, cold moon above her head,

Thus on her knees did Goody pray;

Young Harry heard what she had said:

And icy cold he turned away.




He went complaining all the morrow

That he was cold and very chill:

His face was gloom, his heart was sorrow,

Alas! that day for Harry Gill!

That day he wore a riding-coat,

But not a whit the warmer he:

Another was on Thursday brought,

And ere the Sabbath he had three.




’Twas all in vain, a useless matter,

And blankets were about him pinned;

Yet still his jaws and teeth they clatter,

Like a loose casement in the wind.

And Harry’s flesh it fell away;

And all who see him say, ’tis plain,

That, live as long as live he may,

He never will be warm again.




No word to any man he utters,

A-bed or up, to young or old;

But ever to himself he mutters,

‘Poor Harry Gill is very cold.’

A-bed or up, by night or day;

His teeth they chatter, chatter still.

Now think, ye farmers all, I pray,

Of Goody Blake and Harry Gill!



WE ARE SEVEN


– 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:

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:

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,

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.




‘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,

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;

Two of us in the church-yard lie,

Beneath the church-yard tree.’




‘You run about, my little Maid,

Your limbs they are alive;

If two are in the church-yard laid,

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 dooar,

And they are side by side.




’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,

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,

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,

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.’




‘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!

Their spirits are in heaven!’

’Twas throwing words away; for still

The little Maid would have her will,

And said, ‘Nay, we are seven!’



ALICE FELL; OR, POVERTY


The post-boy drove with fierce career,

For threatening clouds the moon had drowned;

When, as we hurried on, my ear

Was smitten with a startling sound.




As if the wind blew many ways,

I heard the sound, – and more and more;

It seemed to follow with the chaise,

And still I heard it as before.




At length I to the boy called out;

He stopped his horses at the word,

But neither cry, nor voice, nor shout,

Nor aught else like it, could be heard.




The boy then smacked his whip, and fast

The horses scampered through the rain;

But, hearing soon upon the blast

The cry, I bade him halt again.




Forthwith alighting on the ground,

‘Whence comes,’ said I, ‘this piteous moan?’

And there a little Girl I found,

Sitting behind the chaise, alone.




‘My cloak!’ no other word she spake,

But loud and bitterly she wept,

As if her innocent heart would break;

And down from off her seat she leapt.




‘What ails you, child?’ – she sobbed, ‘Look here!’

I saw it in the wheel entangled,

A weather-beaten rag as e’er

From any garden scare-crow dangled.




There, twisted between nave and spoke,

It hung, nor could at once be freed;

But our joint pains unloosed the cloak,

A miserable rag indeed!




‘And whither are you going, child,

Tonight along these lonesome ways?’

‘To Durham,’ answered she, half wild –

‘Then come with me into the chaise.’




Insensible to all relief

Sat the poor girl, and forth did send

Sob after sob, as if her grief

Could never, never have an end.




‘My child, in Durham do you dwell?’

She checked herself in her distress,

And said, ’My name is Alice Fell;

I’m fatherless and motherless.




‘And I to Durham, Sir, belong.’

Again, as if the thought would choke

Her very heart, her grief grew strong;

And all was for her tattered cloak!




The chaise drove on; our journey’s end

Was nigh; and, sitting by my side,

As if she had lost her only friend

She wept, nor would be pacified.




Up to the tavern-door we post;

Of Alice and her grief I told;

And I gave money to the host,

To buy a new cloak for the old.




‘And let it be of duffle grey,

As warm a cloak as man can sell!’

Proud creature was she the next day,

The little orphan, Alice Fell!



MICHAEL

A PASTORAL POEM


If from the public way you turn your steps

Up the tumultuous brook of Green-head 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.

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

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,

Might see and notice not. Beside the brook

Appears a straggling heap of unhewn stones!

And to that simple object appertains

A story – unenriched with strange events,

Yet not unfit, I deem, for the fireside,

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

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

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

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

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,

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

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!’

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.

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

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

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

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.

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.

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,

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,

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,

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

Their hands by the fire-side; 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,

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

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

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

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

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;

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,

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 –

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.

Exceeding was the love he bare to him,

His heart and his heart’s joy! For often-times

Old Michael, while he was a babe in arms,

Had done him female service, not alone

For pastime and delight, as is the use

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,

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

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,

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

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

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

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,

Receiving from his Father hire of praise;

Though naught 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,

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

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,

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

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,

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.

As soon as he had armed himself with strength

To look his trouble 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,

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

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

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

’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;

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,

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?’

                                        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

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,

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 birth-place, built a chapel floored

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

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

Buy for him more, and let us send him forth

Tomorrow, or the next day, or tonight:

– If he could go, the Boy should go tonight.’

    Here Michael ceased, and to the fields went forth

With a light heart. The Housewife for five days

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

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

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;

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;

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;

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

A prouder heart than Luke’s. When Isabel

Had to her house returned, the old Man said,

‘He shall depart tomorrow.’ To this word

The Housewife answered, talking much of things

Which, if at such short notice he should go,

Would surely be forgotten. But at length

She gave consent, and Michael was at ease.




    Near the tumultuous brook of Green-head Ghyll,

In that deep valley, Michael had designed

To build a Sheep-fold; and, before he heard

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:

And soon as they had reached the place he stopped,

And thus the old Man spake to him: – ’My Son,

Tomorrow 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,

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

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.

Never to living ear came sweeter sounds

Than when I heard thee by our own fire-side

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,

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

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

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’ hands; for, though now old

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

To give their bodies to the family mould.

I wished that thou should’st live the life they lived:

But ’tis a long time to look back, my Son,

And see so little gain from threescore years.

These fields were burdened when they came to me;

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

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

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,

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 –

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,

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

And all temptation, 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

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,

And, as his Father had requested, laid

The first stone of the Sheep-fold. At the sight

The old Man’s grief broke from him; to his heart

He pressed his Son, he kissèd him and wept;

And to the house together they returned.

– Hushed was that House in peace, or seeming peace,

Ere the night fell: – with morrows 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,

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,

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

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 Sheep-fold. Meantime Luke began

To slacken in his duty; and, at length,

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;

’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.

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,

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

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 Sheep-fold, sometimes was he seen

Sitting alone, or with his faithful Dog,

Then old, beside him, lying at his feet.

The length of full seven years, from time to time,

He at the building of this Sheep-fold wrought,

And left the work unfinished when he died.

Three years, or little more, did Isabel

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

In all the neighbourhood: – yet the oak is left

That grew beside their door; and the remains

Of the unfinished Sheep-fold may be seen

Beside the boisterous brook of Green-head Ghyll.



THE RUINED COTTAGE


’Twas summer and the sun was mounted high.

Along the south the uplands feebly glared

Through a pale stream, and all the northern downs

In clearer air ascending shewed far off

Their surfaces with shadows dappled o’er

Of deep embattled clouds: far as the sight

Could reach those many shadows lay in spots

Determined and unmoved, with steady beams

Of clear and pleasant sunshine interposed;

Pleasant to him who on the soft cool moss

Extends his careless limbs beside the root

Of some huge oak whose aged branches make

A twilight of their own, a dewy shade

Where the wren warbles while the dreaming man,

Half-conscious of that soothing melody,

With side-long eye looks out upon the scene,

By those impending branches made more soft,

More soft and distant. Other lot was mine.

Across a bare wide Common I had toiled

With languid feet which by the slipp’ry ground

Were baffled still, and when I stretched myself

On the brown earth my limbs from very heat

Could find no rest nor my weak arm disperse

The insect host which gathered round my face

And joined their murmurs to the tedious noise

Of seeds of bursting gorse that crackled round.

I rose and turned towards a group of trees

Which midway in that level stood alone,

And thither come at length, beneath a shade

Of clustering elms that sprang from the same root

I found a ruined house, four naked walls

That stared upon each other. I looked round

And near the door I saw an aged Man,

Alone, and stretched upon the cottage bench;

An iron-pointed staff lay at his side.

With instantaneous joy I recognized

That pride of nature and of lowly life,

The venerable Armytage, a friend

As dear to me as is the setting sun.

                         Two days before

We had been fellow-travellers. I knew

That he was in this neighbourhood and now

Delighted found him here in the cool shade.

He lay, his pack of rustic merchandize

Pillowing his head – I guess he had no thought

Of his way-wandering life. His eyes were shut;

The shadows of the breezy elms above

Dappled his face. With thirsty heat oppressed

At length I hailed him, glad to see his hat

Bedewed with water-drops, as if the brim

Had newly scooped a running stream. He rose

And pointing to a sun-flower bade me climb

The [         ] wall where that same gaudy flower

Looked out upon the road. It was a plot

Of garden-ground, now wild, its matted weeds

Marked with the steps of those whom as they passed,

The goose-berry trees that shot in long lank slips,

Or currants hanging from their leafless stems

In scanty strings, had tempted to o’erleap

The broken wall. Within that cheerless spot,

Where two tall hedgerows of thick willow boughs

Joined in a damp cold nook, I found a well

Half-choked [with willow flowers and weeds.]

I slaked my thirst and to the shady bench

Returned, and while I stood unbonneted

To catch the motion of the cooler air

The old Man said, ’I see around me here

Things which you cannot see: we die, my Friend,

Nor we alone, but that which each man loved

And prized in his peculiar nook of earth

Dies with him or is changed, and very soon

Even of the good is no memorial left.

The Poets in their elegies and songs

Lamenting the departed call the groves,

They call upon the hills and streams to mourn,

And senseless rocks, nor idly; for they speak

In these their invocations with a voice

Obedient to the strong creative power

Of human passion. Sympathies there are

More tranquil, yet perhaps of kindred birth,

That steal upon the meditative mind

And grow with thought. Beside yon spring I stood

And eyed its waters till we seemed to feel

One sadness, they and I. For them a bond

Of brotherhood is broken: time has been

When every day the touch of human hand

Disturbed their stillness, and they ministered

To human comfort. When I stooped to drink,

A spider’s web hung to the water’s edge

And on the wet and slimy foot-stone lay

The useless fragment of a wooden bowl;

It moved my very heart. The day has been

When I could never pass this road but she

Who lived within these walls, when I appeared,

A daughter’s welcome gave me, and I loved her

As my own child. O Sir! the good die first,

And they whose hearts are dry as summer dust

Burn to the socket. Many a passenger

Has blessed poor Margaret for her gentle looks

When she upheld the cool refreshment drawn

From that forsaken spring, and no one came

But he was welcome, no one went away

But that it seemed she loved him. She is dead,

The worm is on her cheek, and this poor hut,

Stripped of its outward garb of household flowers,

Of rose and sweet-briar, offers to the wind

A cold bare wall whose earthy top is tricked

With weeds and the rank spear-grass. She is dead,

And nettles rot and adders sun themselves

Where we have sate together while she nursed

Her infant at her breast. The unshod Colt,

The wandring heifer and the Potter’s ass,

Find shelter now within the chimney-wall

Where I have seen her evening hearth-stone blaze

And through the window spread upon the road

Its chearful light. – You will forgive me, Sir,

But often on this cottage do I muse

As on a picture, till my wiser mind

Sinks, yielding to the foolishness of grief.

    She had a husband, an industrious man,

Sober and steady; I have heard her say

That he was up and busy at his loom

In summer ere the mower’s scythe had swept

The dewy grass, and in the early spring

Ere the last star had vanished. They who passed

At evening, from behind the garden-fence

Might hear his busy spade, which he would ply

After his daily work till the day-light

Was gone and every leaf and flower were lost

In the dark hedges. So they passed their days

In peace and comfort, and two pretty babes

Were their best hope next to the God in Heaven.

– You may remember, now some ten years gone,

Two blighting seasons when the fields were left

With half a harvest. It pleased heaven to add

A worse affliction in the plague of war:

A happy land was stricken to the heart;

’Twas a sad time of sorrow and distress:

A wanderer among the cottages,

I with my pack of winter raiment saw

The hardships of that season: many rich

Sunk down as in a dream among the poor,

And of the poor did many cease to be,

And their place knew them not. Meanwhile, abridged

Of daily comforts, gladly reconciled

To numerous self-denials, Margaret

Went struggling on through those calamitous years

With chearful hope: but ere the second autumn

A fever seized her husband. In disease

He lingered long, and when his strength returned

He found the little he had stored to meet

The hour of accident or crippling age

Was all consumed. As I have said, ’twas now

A time of trouble; shoals of artisans

Were from their daily labour turned away

To hang for bread on parish charity,

They and their wives and children – happier far

Could they have lived as do the little birds

That peck along the hedges or the kite

That makes her dwelling in the mountain rocks.

Ill fared it now with Robert, he who dwelt

In this poor cottage; at his door he stood

And whistled many a snatch of merry tunes

That had no mirth in them, or with his knife

Carved uncouth figures on the heads of sticks,

Then idly sought about through every nook

Of house or garden any casual task

Of use or ornament, and with a strange,

Amusing but uneasy novelty

He blended where he might the various tasks

Of summer, autumn, winter, and of spring.

But this endured not; his good-humour soon

Became a weight in which no pleasure was,

And poverty brought on a petted mood

And a sore temper: day by day he drooped,

And he would leave his home, and to the town

Without an errand would he turn his steps

Or wander here and there among the fields.

One while he would speak lightly of his babes

And with a cruel tongue: at other times

He played with them wild freaks of merriment:

And ’twas a piteous thing to see the looks

Of the poor innocent children. “Every smile,”

Said Margaret to me here beneath these trees,

“Made my heart bleed.” ’ At this the old Man paused

And looking up to those enormous elms

He said, ‘’Tis now the hour of deepest noon.

At this still season of repose and peace,

This hour when all things which are not at rest

Are chearful, while this multitude of flies

Fills all the air with happy melody,

Why should a tear be in an old man’s eye?

Why should we thus with an untoward mind

And in the weakness of humanity

From natural wisdom turn our hearts away,

To natural comfort shut our eyes and ears,

And feeding on disquiet thus disturb

The calm of Nature with our restless thoughts?’



SECOND PART


He spake with somewhat of a solemn tone:

But when he ended there was in his face

Such easy chearfulness, a look so mild

That for a little time it stole away

All recollection, and that simple tale

Passed from my mind like a forgotten sound.

A while on trivial things we held discourse,

To me soon tasteless. In my own despite

I thought of that poor woman as of one

Whom I had known and loved. He had rehearsed

Her homely tale with such familiar power,

With such a [n active] countenance, an eye

So busy, that the things of which he spake

Seemed present, and, attention now relaxed,

There was a heartfelt chillness in my veins.

I rose, and turning from that breezy shade

Went out into the open air and stood

To drink the comfort of the warmer sun.

Long time I had not stayed ere, looking round

Upon that tranquil ruin, I returned

And begged of the old man that for my sake

He would resume his story. He replied,

’It were a wantonness and would demand

Severe reproof, if we were men whose hearts

Could hold vain dalliance with the misery

Even of the dead, contented thence to draw

A momentary pleasure never marked

By reason, barren of all future good.

But we have known that there is often found

In mournful thoughts, and always might be found,

A power to virtue friendly; were’t not so,

I am a dreamer among men, indeed

An idle dreamer. ’Tis a common tale,

By moving accidents uncharactered,

A tale of silent suffering, hardly clothed

In bodily form, and to the grosser sense

But ill adapted, scarcely palpable

To him who does not think. But at your bidding

I will proceed.

                         While thus it fared with them

To whom this cottage till that hapless year

Had been a blessed home, it was my chance

To travel in a country far remote.

And glad I was when, halting by yon gate

That leads from the green lane, again I saw

These lofty elm-trees. Long I did not rest:

With many pleasant thoughts I cheered my way

O’er the flat common. At the door arrived,

I knocked, and when I entered with the hope

Of usual greeting, Margaret looked at me

A little while, then turned her head away

Speechless, and sitting down upon a chair

Wept bitterly. I wist not what to do

Or how to speak to her. Poor wretch! at last

She rose from off her seat – and then, oh Sir!

I cannot tell how she pronounced my name:

With fervent love, and with a face of grief

Unutterably helpless, and a look

That seemed to cling upon me, she enquired

If I had seen her husband. As she spake

A strange surprize and fear came to my heart,

Nor had I power to answer ere she told

That he had disappeared – just two months gone.

He left his house; two wretched days had passed,

And on the third by the first break of light,

Within her casement full in view she saw

A purse of gold. “I trembled at the sight,”

Said Margaret, “for I knew it was his hand

That placed it there, and on that very day

By one, a stranger, from my husband sent,

The tidings came that he had joined a troop

Of soldiers going to a distant land.

He left me thus – Poor Man! he had not heart

To take a farewell of me, and he feared

That I should follow with my babes, and sink

Beneath the misery of a soldier’s life.”

This tale did Margaret tell with many tears:

And when she ended I had little power

To give her comfort, and was glad to take

Such words of hope from her own mouth as served

To cheer us both: but long we had not talked

Ere we built up a pile of better thoughts,

And with a brighter eye she looked around

As if she had been shedding tears of joy.

We parted. It was then the early spring;

I left her busy with her garden tools;

And well remember, o’er that fence she looked,

And while I paced along the foot-way path

Called out, and sent a blessing after me

With tender chearfulness and with a voice

That seemed the very sound of happy thoughts.

    I roved o’er many a hill and many a dale

With this my weary load, in heat and cold,

Through many a wood, and many an open ground,

In sunshine or in shade, in wet or fair,

Now blithe, now drooping, as it might befal,

My best companions now the driving winds

And now the “trotting brooks” and whispering trees

And now the music of my own sad steps,

With many a short-lived thought that passed between

And disappeared. I came this way again

Towards the wane of summer, when the wheat

Was yellow, and the soft and bladed grass

Sprang up afresh and o’er the hay-field spread

Its tender green. When I had reached the door

I found that she was absent. In the shade

Where now we sit I waited her return.

Her cottage in its outward look appeared

As chearful as before; in any shew

Of neatness little changed, but that I thought

The honeysuckle crowded round the door

And from the wall hung down in heavier wreaths,

And knots of worthless stone-crop started out

Along the window’s edge, and grew like weeds

Against the lower panes. I turned aside

And strolled into her garden. – It was changed:

The unprofitable bindweed spread his bells

From side to side and with unwieldy wreaths

Had dragged the rose from its sustaining wall

And bent it down to earth; the border-tufts –

Daisy and thrift and lowly camomile

And thyme – had straggled out into the paths

Which they were used to deck. Ere this an hour

Was wasted. Back I turned my restless steps,

And as I walked before the door it chanced

A stranger passed, and guessing whom I sought

He said that she was used to ramble far.

The sun was sinking in the west, and now

I sate with sad impatience. From within

Her solitary infant cried aloud.

The spot though fair seemed very desolate:

The longer I remained more desolate.

And, looking round, I saw the corner-stones,

Till then unmarked, on either side the door

With dull red stains discoloured and stuck o’er

With tufts and hairs of wool, as if the sheep

That feed upon the commons thither came

Familiarly and found a couching-place

Even at her threshold. – The house-clock struck eight;

I turned and saw her distant a few steps.

Her face was pale and thin, her figure too

Was changed. As she unlocked the door she said,

“It grieves me you have waited here so long,

But in good truth I’ve wandered much of late

And sometimes, to my shame I speak, have need

Of my best prayers to bring me back again.”

While on the board she spread our evening meal

She told me she had lost her elder child,

That he for months had been a serving-boy

Apprenticed by the parish. “I perceive

You look at me, and you have cause. Today

I have been travelling far, and many days

About the fields I wander, knowing this

Only, that what I seek I cannot find.

And so I waste my time: for I am changed;

And to myself,” said she, “have done much wrong,

And to this helpless infant. I have slept

Weeping, and weeping I have waked; my tears

Have flowed as if my body were not such

As others are, and I could never die.

But I am now in mind and in my heart

More easy, and I hope,” said she, “that heaven

Will give me patience to endure the things

Which I behold at home.” It would have grieved

Your very heart to see her. Sir, I feel

The story linger in my heart. I fear

’Tis long and tedious, but my spirit clings

To that poor woman: so familiarly

Do I perceive her manner, and her look

And presence, and so deeply do I feel

Her goodness, that not seldom in my walks

A momentary trance comes over me;

And to myself I seem to muse on one

By sorrow laid asleep or borne away,

A human being destined to awake

To human life, or something very near

To human life, when he shall come again

For whom she suffered. Sir, it would have grieved

Your very soul to see her: evermore

Her eye-lids drooped, her eyes were downward cast;

And when she at her table gave me food

She did not look at me. Her voice was low,

Her body was subdued. In every act

Pertaining to her house-affairs appeared

The careless stillness which a thinking mind

Gives to an idle matter – still she sighed,

But yet no motion of the breast was seen,

No heaving of the heart. While by the fire

We sate together, sighs came on my ear;

I knew not how, and hardly whence they came.

I took my staff, and when I kissed her babe

The tears stood in her eyes. I left her then

With the best hope and comfort I could give;

She thanked me for my will, but for my hope

It seemed she did not thank me.

                                        I returned

And took my rounds along this road again

Ere on its sunny bank the primrose flower

Had chronicled the earliest day of spring.

I found her sad and drooping; she had learned

No tidings of her husband: if he lived

She knew not that he lived; if he were dead

She knew not he was dead. She seemed the same

In person [         ] appearance, but her house

Bespoke a sleepy hand of negligence;

The floor was neither dry nor neat, the hearth

Was comfortless [                                  ],

The windows too were dim, and her few books,

Which, one upon the other, heretofore

Had been piled up against the corner-panes

In seemly order, now with straggling leaves

Lay scattered here and there, open or shut

As they had chanced to fall. Her infant babe

Had from its mother caught the trick of grief

And sighed among its playthings. Once again

I turned towards the garden-gate and saw

More plainly still that poverty and grief

Were now come nearer to her: the earth was hard,

With weeds defaced and knots of withered grass;

No ridges there appeared of clear black mould,

No winter greenness: of her herbs and flowers

It seemed the better part were gnawed away

Or trampled on the earth; a chain of straw

Which had been twisted round the tender stem

Of a young apple-tree lay at its root;

The bark was nibbled round by truant sheep.

Margaret stood near, her infant in her arms,

And seeing that my eye was on the tree

She said, “I fear it will be dead and gone

Ere Robert come again.” Towards the house

Together we returned, and she inquired

If I had any hope. But for her Babe

And for her little friendless Boy, she said,

She had no wish to live, that she must die

Of sorrow. Yet I saw the idle loom

Still in its place. His Sunday garments hung

Upon the self-same nail, his very staff

Stood undisturbed behind the door. And when

I passed this way beaten by Autumn winds

She told me that her little babe was dead

And she was left alone. That very time,

I yet remember, through the miry lane

She walked with me a mile, when the bare trees

Trickled with foggy damps, and in such sort

That any heart had ached to hear her begged

That wheresoe’er I went I still would ask

For him whom she had lost. We parted then,

Our final parting, for from that time forth

Did many seasons pass ere I returned

Into this tract again.

                                        Five tedious years

She lingered in unquiet widowhood,

A wife and widow. Needs must it have been

A sore heart-wasting. I have heard, my friend,

That in that broken arbour she would sit

The idle length of half a sabbath day –

There, where you see the toadstool’s lazy head –

And when a dog passed by she still would quit

The shade and look abroad. On this old Bench

For hours she sate, and evermore her eye

Was busy in the distance, shaping things

Which made her heart beat quick. Seest thou that path?

(The green-sward now has broken its grey line)

There to and fro she paced through many a day

Of the warm summer, from a belt of flax

That girt her waist spinning the long-drawn thread

With backward steps. – Yet ever as there passed

A man whose garments shewed the Soldier’s red,

Or crippled Mendicant in Sailor’s garb,

The little child who sate to turn the wheel

Ceased from his toil, and she with faltering voice,

Expecting still to learn her husband’s fate,

Made many a fond inquiry; and when they

Whose presence gave no comfort were gone by,

Her heart was still more sad. And by you gate

Which bars the traveller’s road she often stood

And when a stranger horseman came, the latch

Would lift, and in his face look wistfully,

Most happy if from aught discovered there

Of tender feeling she might dare repeat

The same sad question. Meanwhile her poor hut

Sunk to decay, for he was gone whose hand

At the first nippings of October frost

Closed up each chink and with fresh bands of straw

Chequered the green-grown thatch. And so she lived

Through the long winter, reckless and alone,

Till this reft house by frost, and thaw, and rain

Was sapped; and when she slept the nightly damps

Did chill her breast, and in the stormy day

Her tattered clothes were ruffled by the wind

Even at the side of her own fire. Yet still

She loved this wretched spot, nor would for worlds

Have parted hence; and still that length of road

And this rude bench one torturing hope endeared,

Fast rooted at her heart, and here, my friend,

In sickness she remained, and here she died,

Last human tenant of these ruined walls.’

    The old Man ceased: he saw that I was moved;

From that low Bench, rising instinctively,

I turned aside in weakness, nor had power

To thank him for the tale which he had told.

I stood, and leaning o’er the garden-gate

Reviewed that Woman’s suff’rings, and it seemed

To comfort me while with a brother’s love

I blessed her in the impotence of grief.

At length [            ] the [            ]

Fondly, and traced with milder interest

That secret spirit of humanity

Which, ’mid the calm oblivious tendencies

Of nature, ’mid her plants, her weeds, and flowers,

And silent overgrowings, still survived.

The old man, seeing this, resumed and said,

’My Friend, enough to sorrow have you given,

The purposes of wisdom ask no more;

Be wise and chearful, and no longer read

The forms of things with an unworthy eye.

She sleeps in the calm earth, and peace is here.

I well remember that those very plumes,

Those weeds, and the high spear-grass on that wall,

By mist and silent rain-drops silvered o’er,

As once I passed did to my heart convey

So still an image of tranquillity,

So calm and still, and looked so beautiful

Amid the uneasy thoughts which filled my mind,

That what we feel of sorrow and despair

From ruin and from change, and all the grief

The passing shews of being leave behind,

Appeared an idle dream that could not live

Where meditation was. I turned away

And walked along my road in happiness.’

    He ceased. By this the sun declining shot

A slant and mellow radiance which began

To fall upon us where beneath the trees

We sate on that low bench, and now we felt,

Admonished thus, the sweet hour coming on.

A linnet warbled from those lofty elms,

A thrush sang loud, and other melodies,

At distance heard, peopled the milder air.

The old man rose and hoisted up his load.

Together casting then a farewell look

Upon those silent walls, we left the shade

And ere the stars were visible attained

A rustic inn, our evening resting-place.



THE THORN


There is a thorn; it looks so old,

In truth you’d find it hard to say,

How it could ever have been young,

It looks so old and grey.

Not higher than a two-years’ child,

It stands erect this aged thorn;

No leaves it has, no thorny points;

It is a mass of knotted joints,

A wretched thing forlorn.

It stands erect, and like a stone

With lichens it is overgrown.




Like rock or stone, it is o’ergrown

With lichens to the very top,

And hung with heavy tufts of moss,

A melancholy crop:

Up from the earth these mosses creep,

And this poor thorn they clasp it round

So close, you’d say that they were bent

With plain and manifest intent,

To drag it to the ground;

And all had joined in one endeavour

To bury this poor thorn for ever.




High on a mountain’s highest ridge,

Where oft the stormy winter gale

Cuts like a scythe, while through the clouds

It sweeps from vale to vale;

Not five yards from the mountain-path,

This thorn you on your left espy;

And to the left, three yards beyond,

You see a little muddy pond

Of water, never dry;

I’ve measured it from side to side:

’Tis three feet long, and two feet wide.




And close beside this aged thorn,

There is a fresh and lovely sight,

A beauteous heap, a hill of moss,

Just half a foot in height.

All lovely colours there you see,

All colours that were ever seen,

And mossy network too is there,

As if by hand of lady fair

The work had woven been,

And cups, the darlings of the eye,

So deep is their vermilion dye.




Ah me! what lovely tints are there!

Of olive-green and scarlet bright,

In spikes, in branches, and in stars,

Green, red, and pearly white.

This heap of earth o’ergrown with moss,

Which close beside the thorn you see,

So fresh in all its beauteous dyes,

Is like an infant’s grave in size

As like as like can be:

But never, never any where,

An infant’s grave was half so fair.




Now would you see this aged thorn,

This pond and beauteous hill of moss,

You must take care and chuse your time

The mountain when to cross.

For oft there sits, between the heap

That’s like an infant’s grave in size,

And that same pond of which I spoke,

A woman in a scarlet cloak,

And to herself she cries,

‘Oh misery! oh misery!

Oh woe is me! oh misery!’




At all times of the day and night

This wretched woman thither goes,

And she is known to every star,

And every wind that blows;

And there beside the thorn she sits

When the blue day-light’s in the skies,

And when the whirlwind’s on the hill,

Or frosty air is keen and still,

And to herself she cries,

‘Oh misery! oh misery!

Oh woe is me! oh misery!’




‘Now wherefore thus, by day and night,

In rain, in tempest, and in snow,

Thus to the dreary mountain-top

Does this poor woman go?

And why sits she beside the thorn

When the blue day-light’s in the sky,

Or when the whirlwind’s on the hill,

Or frosty air is keen and still,

And wherefore does she cry? –

Oh wherefore? wherefore? tell me why

Does she repeat that doleful cry?’




I cannot tell; I wish I could;

For the true reason no one knows,

But if you’d gladly view the spot,

The spot to which she goes;

The heap that’s like an infant’s grave,

The pond – and thorn, so old and grey,

Pass by her door – ’tis seldom shut –

And if you see her in her hut,

Then to the spot away! –

I never heard of such as dare

Approach the spot when she is there.




‘But wherefore to the mountain-top

Can this unhappy woman go,

Whatever star is in the skies,

Whatever wind may blow?’

Nay rack your brain – ’tis all in vain,

I’ll tell you every thing I know;

But to the thorn, and to the pond

Which is a little step beyond,

I wish that you would go:

Perhaps when you are at the place

You something of her tale may trace.




I’ll give you the best help I can:

Before you up the mountain go,

Up to the dreary mountain-top,

I’ll tell you all I know.

’Tis now some two and twenty years,

Since she (her name is Martha Ray)

Gave with a maiden’s true good will

Her company to Stephen Hill;

And she was blithe and gay,

And she was happy, happy still

Whene’er she thought of Stephen Hill.




And they had fixed the wedding-day,

The morning that must wed them both;

But Stephen to another maid

Had sworn another oath;

And with this other maid to church

Unthinking Stephen went –

Poor Martha! on that woful day

A cruel, cruel fire, they say,

Into her bones was sent:

It dried her body like a cinder,

And almost turned her brain to tinder.




They say, full six months after this,

While yet the summer-leaves were green,

She to the mountain-top would go,

And there was often seen.

’Tis said, a child was in her womb,

As now to any eye was plain;

She was with child, and she was mad,

Yet often she was sober sad

From her exceeding pain.

Oh me! ten thousand times I’d rather

That he had died, that cruel father!




Sad case for such a brain to hold

Communion with a stirring child!

Sad case, as you may think, for one

Who had a brain so wild!

Last Christmas when we talked of this,

Old Farmer Simpson did maintain,

That in her womb the infant wrought

About its mother’s heart, and brought

Her senses back again:

And when at last her time drew near,

Her looks were calm, her senses clear.




No more I know, I wish I did,

And I would tell it all to you;

For what became of this poor child

There’s none that ever knew:

And if a child was born or no,

There’s no one that could ever tell;

And if ’twas born alive or dead,

There’s no one knows, as I have said,

But some remember well,

That Martha Ray about this time

Would up the mountain often climb.




And all that winter, when at night

The wind blew from the mountain-peak,

’Twas worth your while, though in the dark,

The church-yard path to seek:

For many a time and oft were heard

Cries coming from the mountain-head,

Some plainly living voices were,

And others, I’ve heard many swear,

Were voices of the dead:

I cannot think, whate’er they say,

They had to do with Martha Ray.




But that she goes to this old thorn,

The thorn which I’ve described to you,

And there sits in a scarlet cloak,

I will be sworn is true.

For one day with my telescope,

To view the ocean wide and bright,

When to this country first I came,

Ere I had heard of Martha’s name,

I climbed the mountain’s height:

A storm came on, and I could see

No object higher than my knee.




’Twas mist and rain, and storm and rain,

No screen, no fence could I discover,

And then the wind! in faith, it was

A wind full ten times over.

I looked around, I thought I saw

A jutting crag, and off I ran,

Head-foremost, through the driving rain,

The shelter of the crag to gain,

And, as I am a man,

Instead of jutting crag, I found

A woman seated on the ground.




I did not speak – I saw her face,

Her face it was enough for me;

I turned about and heard her cry,

‘O misery! O misery!’

And there she sits, until the moon

Through half the clear blue sky will go,

And when the little breezes make

The waters of the pond to shake,

As all the country know,

She shudders and you hear her cry,

‘Oh misery! oh misery!’




‘But what’s the thorn? and what’s the pond?

And what’s the hill of moss to her?

And what’s the creeping breeze that comes

The little pond to stir?’

I cannot tell; but some will say

She hanged her baby on the tree,

Some say she drowned it in the pond,

Which is a little step beyond,

But all and each agree,

The little babe was buried there,

Beneath that hill of moss so fair.




I’ve heard the scarlet moss is red

With drops of that poor infant’s blood;

But kill a new-born infant thus!

I do not think she could.

Some say, if to the pond you go,

And fix on it a steady view,

The shadow of a babe you trace,

A baby and a baby’s face,

And that it looks at you;

Whene’er you look on it, ’tis plain

The baby looks at you again.




And some had sworn an oath that she

Should be to public justice brought;

And for the little infant’s bones

With spades they would have sought.

But then the beauteous hill of moss

Before their eyes began to stir;

And for full fifty yards around,

The grass it shook upon the ground;

But all do still aver

The little babe is buried there,

Beneath that hill of moss so fair.




I cannot tell how this may be,

But plain it is, the thorn is bound

With heavy tufts of moss, that strive

To drag it to the ground.

And this I know, full many a time,

When she was on the mountain high,

By day, and in the silent night,

When all the stars shone clear and bright,

That I have heard her cry,

‘Oh misery! oh misery!

O woe is me! oh misery!’



THE IDIOT BOY


’Tis eight o’clock, – a clear March night,

The moon is up – the sky is blue,

The owlet in the moonlight air,

He shouts from nobody knows where;

He lengthens out his lonely shout,

Halloo! halloo! a long halloo!




– Why bustle thus about your door,

What means this bustle, Betty Foy?

Why are you in this mighty fret?

And why on horseback have you set

Him whom you love, your idiot boy?




Beneath the moon that shines so bright,

Till she is tired, let Betty Foy

With girt and stirrup fiddle-faddle;

But wherefore set upon a saddle

Him whom she loves, her idiot boy?




There’s scarce a soul that’s out of bed;

Good Betty! put him down again;

His lips with joy they burr at you,

But, Betty! what has he to do

With stirrup, saddle or with rein?




The world will say ’tis very idle,

Bethink you of the time of night;

There’s not a mother, no not one,

But when she hears what you have done,

Oh! Betty she’ll be in a fright.




But Betty’s bent on her intent,

For her good neighbour, Susan Gale,

Old Susan, she who dwells alone,

Is sick, and makes a piteous moan,

As if her very life would fail.




There’s not a house within a mile,

No hand to help them in distress:

Old Susan lies a-bed in pain,

And sorely puzzled are the twain,

For what she ails they cannot guess.




And Betty’s husband’s at the wood,

Where by the week he doth abide,

A woodman in the distant vale;

There’s none to help poor Susan Gale,

What must be done? what will betide?




And Betty from the lane has fetched

Her pony, that is mild and good,

Whether he be in joy or pain,

Feeding at will along the lane,

Or bringing faggots from the wood.




And he is all in travelling trim,

And by the moonlight, Betty Foy

Has up upon the saddle set,

The like was never heard of yet,

Him whom she loves, her idiot boy.




And he must post without delay

Across the bridge that’s in the dale,

And by the church, and o’er the down,

To bring a doctor from the town,

Or will she die, old Susan Gale.




There is no need of boot or spur,

There is no need of whip or wand,

For Johnny has his holly-bough,

And with a hurly-burly now

He shakes the green bough in his hand.




And Betty o’er and o’er has told

The boy who is her best delight,

Both what to follow, what to shun,

What do, and what to leave undone,

How turn to left, and how to right.




And Betty’s most especial charge,

Was, ‘Johnny! Johnny! mind that you

Come home again, nor stop at all,

Come home again, whate’er befal,

My Johnny do, I pray you do.’




To this did Johnny answer make,

Both with his head, and with his hand,

And proudly shook the bridle too,

And then! his words were not a few,

Which Betty well could understand.




And now that Johnny is just going,

Though Betty’s in a mighty flurry,

She gently pats the pony’s side,

On which her idiot boy must ride,

And seems no longer in a hurry.




But when the pony moved his legs,

Oh! then for the poor idiot boy!

For joy he cannot hold the bridle,

For joy his head and heels are idle,

He’s idle all for very joy.




And while the pony moves his legs,

In Johnny’s left-hand you may see,

The green bough’s motionless and dead;

The moon that shines above his head

Is not more still and mute than he.




His heart it was so full of glee,

That till full fifty yards were gone,

He quite forgot his holly whip,

And all his skill in horsemanship,

Oh! happy, happy, happy John.




And Betty’s standing at the door,

And Betty’s face with joy o’erflows,

Proud of herself, and proud of him,

She sees him in his travelling trim;

How quietly her Johnny goes.




The silence of her idiot boy,

What hopes it sends to Betty’s heart!

He’s at the guide-post – he turns right,

She watches till he’s out of sight,

And Betty will not then depart.




Burr, burr – now Johnny’s lips they burr,

As loud as any mill, or near it,

Meek as a lamb the pony moves,

And Johnny makes the noise he loves,

And Betty listens, glad to hear it.




Away she hies to Susan Gale:

And Johnny’s in a merry tune,

The owlets hoot, the owlets curr,

And Johnny’s lips they burr, burr, burr,

And on he goes beneath the moon.




His steed and he right well agree,

For of his pony there’s a rumour,

That should he lose his eyes and ears,

And should he live a thousand years,

He never will be out of humour.




But then he is a horse that thinks!

And when he thinks his pace is slack;

Now, though he knows poor Johnny well,

Yet for his life he cannot tell

What he has got upon his back.




So through the moonlight lanes they go,

And far into the moonlight dale,

And by the church, and o’er the down,

To bring a doctor from the town,

To comfort poor old Susan Gale.




And Betty, now at Susan’s side,

Is in the middle of her story,

What comfort Johnny soon will bring,

With many a most diverting thing,

Of Johnny’s wit and Johnny’s glory.




And Betty’s still at Susan’s side:

By this time she’s not quite so flurried;

Demure with porringer and plate

She sits, as if in Susan’s fate

Her life and soul were buried.




But Betty, poor good woman! she,

You plainly in her face may read it,

Could lend out of that moment’s store

Five years of happiness or more,

To any that might need it.




But yet I guess that now and then

With Betty all was not so well,

And to the road she turns her ears,

And thence full many a sound she hears,

Which she to Susan will not tell.




Poor Susan moans, poor Susan groans,

‘As sure as there’s a moon in heaven,’

Cries Betty, ’he’ll be back again;

They’ll both be here, ‘tis almost ten,

They’ll both be here before eleven.’




Poor Susan moans, poor Susan groans,

The clock gives warning for eleven;

’Tis on the stroke – ‘If Johnny’s near,’

Quoth Betty, ‘he will soon be here,

As sure as there’s a moon in heaven.’




The clock is on the stroke of twelve,

And Johnny is not yet in sight,

The moon’s in heaven, as Betty sees,

But Betty is not quite at ease;

And Susan has a dreadful night.




And Betty, half an hour ago,

On Johnny vile reflections cast;

‘A little idle sauntering thing!’

With other names, an endless string,

But now that time is gone and past.




And Betty’s drooping at the heart,

That happy time all past and gone,

‘How can it be he is so late?

The doctor he has made him wait,

Susan! they’ll both be here anon.’




And Susan’s growing worse and worse,

And Betty’s in a sad quandary;

And then there’s nobody to say

If she must go or she must stay:

– She’s in a sad quandary.




The clock is on the stroke of one;

But neither Doctor nor his guide

Appear along the moonlight road,

There’s neither horse nor man abroad,

And Betty’s still at Susan’s side.




And Susan she begins to fear

Of sad mischances not a few,

That Johnny may perhaps be drowned,

Or lost perhaps, and never found;

Which they must both for ever rue.




She prefaced half a hint of this

With, ‘God forbid it should be true!’

At the first word that Susan said

Cried Betty, rising from the bed,

’Susan, I’d gladly stay with you.




‘I must be gone, I must away,

Consider, Johnny’s but half-wise;

Susan, we must take care of him,

If he is hurt in life or limb’ –

‘Oh God forbid!’ poor Susan cries.




‘What can I do?’ says Betty, going,

‘What can I do to ease your pain?

Good Susan tell me, and I’ll stay;

I fear you’re in a dreadful way,

But I shall soon be back again.’




‘Good Betty go, good Betty go,

There’s nothing that can ease my pain.’

Then off she hies, but with a prayer

That God poor Susan’s life would spare,

Till she comes back again.




So, through the moonlight lane she goes,

And far into the moonlight dale;

And how she ran, and how she walked,

And all that to herself she talked,

Would surely be a tedious tale.




In high and low, above, below,

In great and small, in round and square,

In tree and tower was Johnny seen,

In bush and brake, in black and green,

’Twas Johnny, Johnny, everywhere.




She’s past the bridge that’s in the dale,

And now the thought torments her sore,

Johnny perhaps his horse forsook,

To hunt the moon that’s in the brook,

And never will be heard of more.




And now she’s high upon the down,

Alone amid a prospect wide;

There’s neither Johnny nor his horse,

Among the fern or in the gorse;

There’s neither doctor nor his guide.




’Oh saints! what is become of him?

Perhaps he’s climbed into an oak,

Where he will stay till he is dead;

Or sadly he has been misled,

And joined the wandering gypsey-folk.




‘Or him that wicked pony’s carried

To the dark cave, the goblins’ hall,

Or in the castle he’s pursuing,

Among the ghosts, his own undoing;

Or playing with the waterfall.’




At poor old Susan then she railed,

While to the town she posts away;

‘If Susan had not been so ill,

Alas! I should have had him still,

My Johnny, till my dying day.’




Poor Betty! in this sad distemper,

The doctor’s self would hardly spare,

Unworthy things she talked and wild,

Even he, of cattle of the most mild,

The pony had his share.




And now she’s got into the town,

And to the doctor’s door she hies;

’Tis silence all on every side;

The town so long, the town so wide,

Is silent as the skies.




And now she’s at the doctor’s door,

She lifts the knocker, rap, rap, rap,

The doctor at the casement shews,

His glimmering eyes that peep and doze;

And one hand rubs his old night-cap.




‘Oh Doctor! Doctor! where’s my Johnny?’

‘I’m here, what is’t you want with me?’

’Oh Sir! you know I’m Betty Foy,

And I have lost my poor dear boy,

You know him – him you often see;




‘He’s not so wise as some folks be.’

‘The devil take his wisdom!’ said

The Doctor, looking somewhat grim,

‘What, woman! should I know of him?’

And, grumbling, he went back to bed.




‘O woe is me! O woe is me!

Here will I die; here will I die;

I thought to find my Johnny here,

But he is neither far nor near,

Oh! what a wretched mother I!’




She stops, she stands, she looks about,

Which way to turn she cannot tell.

Poor Betty! it would ease her pain

If she had heart to knock again;

– The clock strikes three – a dismal knell!




Then up along the town she hies,

No wonder if her senses fail,

This piteous news so much it shocked her,

She quite forgot to send the Doctor,

To comfort poor old Susan Gale.




And now she’s high upon the down,

And she can see a mile of road,

‘Oh cruel! I’m almost three-score;

Such night as this was ne’er before,

There’s not a single soul abroad.’




She listens, but she cannot hear

The foot of horse, the voice of man;

The streams with softest sound are flowing,

The grass you almost hear it growing,

You hear it now if e’er you can.




The owlets through the long blue night

Are shouting to each other still:

Fond lovers, yet not quite hob nob,

They lengthen out the tremulous sob.

That echoes far from hill to hill.




Poor Betty now has lost all hope,

Her thoughts are bent on deadly sin;

A green-grown pond she just has passed,

And from the brink she hurries fast,

Lest she should drown herself therein.




And now she sits her down and weeps;

Such tears she never shed before;

‘O dear, dear pony! my sweet joy!

Oh carry back my idiot boy!

And we will ne’er o’erload thee more.’




A thought is come into her head;

‘The pony he is mild and good,

And we have always used him well;

Perhaps he’s gone along the dell,

And carried Johnny to the wood.’




Then up she springs as if on wings;

She thinks no more of deadly sin;

If Betty fifty ponds should see,

The last of all her thoughts would be,

To drown herself therein.




Oh reader! now that I might tell

What Johnny and his horse are doing!

What they’ve been doing all this time,

Oh could I put it into rhyme,

A most delightful tale pursuing!




Perhaps, and no unlikely thought!

He with his pony now doth roam

The cliffs and peaks so high that are,

To lay his hands upon a star,

And in his pocket bring it home.




Perhaps he’s turned himself about,

His face unto his horse’s tail,

And still and mute, in wonder lost,

All like a silent horseman-ghost,

He travels on along the vale.




And now, perhaps, he’s hunting sheep,

A fierce and dreadful hunter he!

Yon valley, that’s so trim and green,

In five months’ time, should he be seen,

A desart wilderness will be.




Perhaps, with head and heels on fire,

And like the very soul of evil,

He’s galloping away, away,

And so he’ll gallop on for aye,

The bane of all that dread the devil.




I to the muses have been bound,

These fourteen years, by strong indentures;

Oh gentle muses! let me tell

But half of what to him befel.

For sure he met with strange adventures.




Oh gentle muses! is this kind?

Why will ye thus my suit repel?

Why of your further aid bereave me?

And can ye thus unfriended leave me?

Ye muses! whom I love so well.




Who’s yon, that near the water-fall,

Which thunders down with headlong force,

Beneath the moon, yet shining fair,

As careless as if nothing were,

Sits upright on a feeding horse?




Unto his horse, that’s feeding free,

He seems, I think, the rein to give;

Of moon or stars he takes no heed;

Of such we in romances read,

–’Tis Johnny! Johnny! as I live.




And that’s the very pony too.

Where is she, where is Betty Foy?

She hardly can sustain her fears;

The roaring water-fall she hears,

And cannot find her idiot boy.




Your pony’s worth his weight in gold,

Then calm your terrors, Betty Foy!

She’s coming from among the trees,

And now, all full in view, she sees

Him whom she loves, her idiot boy.




And Betty sees the pony too:

Why stand you thus Good Betty Foy?

It is not goblin, ‘tis no ghost,

’Tis he whom you so long have lost,

He whom you love, your idiot boy.




She looks again – her arms are up –

She screams – she cannot move for joy;

She darts as with a torrent’s force,

She almost has o’erturned the horse,

And fast she holds her idiot boy.




And Johnny burrs and laughs aloud,

Whether in cunning or in joy,

I cannot tell; but while he laughs,

Betty a drunken pleasure quaffs,

To hear again her idiot boy.




And now she’s at the pony’s tail,

And now she’s at the pony’s head,

On that side now, and now on this,

And almost stifled with her bliss,

A few sad tears does Betty shed.




She kisses o’er and o’er again,

Him whom she loves, her idiot boy,

She’s happy here, she’s happy there,

She is uneasy everywhere;

Her limbs are all alive with joy.




She pats the pony, where or when

She knows not, happy Betty Foy!

The little pony glad may be,

But he is milder far than she,

You hardly can perceive his joy.




’Oh! Johnny, never mind the Doctor;

You’ve done your best, and that is all.’

She took the reins, when this was said,

And gently turned the pony’s head

From the loud water-fall.




By this the stars were almost gone,

The moon was setting on the hill,

So pale you scarcely looked at her:

The little birds began to stir,

Though yet their tongues were still.




The pony, Betty, and her boy,

Wind slowly through the woody dale:

And who is she, be-times abroad,

That hobbles up the steep rough road?

Who is it, but old Susan Gale?




Long Susan lay deep lost in thought,

And many dreadful fears beset her,

Both for her messenger and nurse;

And as her mind grew worse and worse,

Her body it grew better.




She turned, she tossed herself in bed,

On all sides doubts and terrors met her;

Point after point did she discuss;

And while her mind was fighting thus,

Her body still grew better.




’Alas! what is become of them?

These fears can never be endured,

I’ll to the wood.’ – The word scarce said,

Did Susan rise up from her bed,

As if by magic cured.




Away she posts up hill and down,

And to the wood at length is come,

She spies her friends, she shouts a greeting;

Oh me! it is a merry meeting,

As ever was in Christendom.




The owls have hardly sung their last,

While our four travellers homeward wend;

The owls have hooted all night long,

And with the owls began my song,

And with the owls must end.




For while they all were travelling home,

Cried Betty, ’Tell us Johnny, do,

Where all this long night you have been,

What you have heard, what you have seen,

And Johnny, mind you tell us true.’




Now Johnny all night long had heard

The owls in tuneful concert strive;

No doubt too he the moon had seen;

For in the moonlight he had been

From eight o’clock till five.




And thus to Betty’s question, he

Made answer, like a traveller bold,

(His very words I give to you,)

’The cocks did crow to-whoo, to-whoo,

And the sun did shine so cold.’

– Thus answered Johnny in his glory,

And that was all his travel’s story.




INDEX OF FIRST LINES


A simple Child

A slumber did my spirit seal

A whirl-blast from behind the hill

Among all lovely things my Love had been

Art thou a Statist in the van

Behold her, single in the field

Behold, within the leafy shade

Dear Native Brooks your ways have I pursued

Earth has not anything to show more fair

Five years have past; five summers, with the lenght

Great Men have been among us

I heard a thousand blended notes

I saw an aged Beggar in my walk

I thought of Thee, my partner and my guide

I travelled among unknown men

I wandered lonely as a cloud

If from the public way you turn your steps

It is a beauteous evening, calm and free

It is the first mild day of March

It seems a day

Milton! thou shouldst be living at this hour

My heart leaps up when I behold

Not a breath of air

Nuns fret not at their convent’s narrow room

O blithe New-comer! I have heard

Oft I had heard of Lucy Gray

Oh there is a blessing in this gentle breeze

Oh! what’s the matter? what’s the matter?

One morning (raw it was and wet –

She dwelt among the untrodden ways

She was a Phantom of delight

Stay near me – do not take thy flight!

Strange fits of passion have I known

Surprised by joy – impatient as the Wind

The Child is Father of the Man

The little hedgerow birds

The post-boy drove with fierce career

The sky is overcast

The Sun has long been set

The world is too much with us; late and soon

There is a change – and I am poor

There is a Flower, the lesser Celandine

There is a thorn; it looks so old

There is a Yew-tree, pride of Lorton Vale

There was a Boy, ye knew him well, ye Cliffs

There was a roaring in the wind all night

Three years she grew in sun and shower

’Tis eight o’clock, – a clear March night

Toussaint, the most unhappy Man of Men!

’Twas summer and the sun was mounted high

Up! up! my Friend, and quit your books

We walked along, while bright and red

’Why, William, on that old grey stone

With Ships the sea was sprinkled far and nigh

Yes! full surely ’twas the Echo
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